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ZAPOLYA 

A    CHRISTMAS    TALE 

IN   TWO   PARTS 

[1817] 

Ilap  TTvpl  xpi)  TOiauTa  Keyeiv  ^ei^ui/os  ev  lopci. 

Apud  AtHENjEUM. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

The  form  of  the  following  dramatic  poem  is  in  humble  imitation  of  the  Winter's  Tale  of  Shakspeare, 
except  that  I  have  called  the  first  part  a  Prelude  instead  of  a  first  Act,  as  a  somewhat  nearer  resem- 
blance to  the  plan  of  the  ancients,  of  which  one  specimen  is  left  us  in  the  ^schylian  Trilogy  of  the 
Agamemnon,  the  Orestes,  and  the  Eumenides.  Though  a  matter  of  form  merely,  yet  two  plays,  on 
different  periods  of  the  same  tale,  might  seem  less  bold,  than  an  interval  of  twenty  years  between  a 
first  and  second  act.  This  is,  however,  in  mere  obedience  to  custom.  The  eflfect  does  not,  in  reality, 
at  all  depend  on  the  Thne  of  the  interval ;  but  on  a  very  different  principle.  There  are  cases  in  which 
an  interval  of  twenty  hours  between  the  acts  would  have  a  worse  effect  (i.e.  render  the  imagination 
less  disposed  to  take  the  position  required)  than  twenty  years  in  other  cases.  For  the  rest,  I  shall  be 
well  content  if  my  readers  will  take  it  up,  read  and  judge  it,  as  a  Christmas  tale.     S.  T.  Coleridge. 


Part  I 

THE  PRELUDE,  ENTITLED 
'THE  USURPER'S  FORTUNE.' 

CHARACTERS 
Emerick,   Usurping  King  of  Illyria. 
Raab  Kiuprili,  an  Illyrian  Chieftain. 
Casimir,  Son  ^Kiuprili. 
Chef  Ragozzi,  a  Military  Commander. 
Zapolya,  Queen  of  Illyria. 

Scene  I 
Front  of  the  Palace  with  a  magnificent 
Colonnade.  On  one  side  a  military 
Guard-house.  Sentries  pacing  back- 
board and  forward  before  the  Palace. 
Chef  Ragozzi,  at  the  door  of  the 
Guard-house,  as  looking  forwards  at 
some  object  in  the  distance. 


Chef  Ragozzi.   My  eyes  deceive  me  not, 

it  must  be  he. 
Who  but  our  chief,  my  more  than  father, 

who 
But   Raab   Kiuprili  moves  with  such  a 

gait? 
Lo  !  e'en  this  eager  and  unwonted  haste 
But  agitates,  not  quells,  its  majesty. 
My  patron  !  my  commander  !  yes,  'tis  he ! 
Call  out  the  guards.     The  Lord  Kiuprili 

comes. 

[Drums    beat,    etc.,    the    Guard 
turns  out. 

Enter  Raab  Kiuprili. 

Raab  Kiuprili  {making  a  signal  to  stop 
the  drtitns,  etc. )  Silence  !  enough ! 
This  is  no  time,  young  friend, 
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For  ceremonious  dues.    The  summoning 
drum, 

Th'  air-shattering  trumpet,  and  the  horse- 
man's clatter,  lo 

Are  insults  to  a  dying  sovereign's  ear. 

Soldiers,  'tis  well  !    Retire  !  your  General 
greets  you, 

His  loyal  fellow-warriors.    [Guards  retire. 
Chef  Ragozzi.        Pardon  my  surprise. 

Thus  sudden  from  the  camp,  and  unat- 
tended ! 

What  may  these  wonders  prophecy  ? 
Raab  Kmprili.  Tell  me  first, 

How  fares  the  king  ?     His  majesty  still 
lives  ? 
Chef  Ragozzi.   We  know  no  otherwise  ; 
but  Emerick's  friends 

(And  none  but  they  approach  him)  scoff 
at  hope. 
Raab  Kinprili.  Ragozzi !  I  have  reared 
thee  from  a  child, 

And   as    a   child    I    have    reared    thee. 
Whence  this  air  20 

Of  mystery  ?    That  face  was  wont  to  open 

Clear  as  the  morning  to  me,  shewing  all 
things. 

Hide  nothing  from  me. 

Chef  Ragozzi.  O  most  loved,  most  hon- 
oured, 

The  mystery  that  struggles  in  my  looks 

Betrayed  my  whole  tale  to  thee,  if  it  told 
thee 

That  I  am  ignorant ;  but  fear  the  worst. 

And  mystery  is  contagious.   All  things  here 

Are  full  of  motion  :  and  yet  all  is  silent  : 

And   bad  men's  hopes  infect  the  good 
with  fears. 
Raab  Kinprili  {his  hand  to  his  heart). 
I   have    trembling    proof  within 
how  true  thou  speakest.  30 

Chef  Ragozzi.  That  the  prince  Emerick 
feasts  the  soldiery. 

Gives    splendid    arms,    pays    the    com- 
mander's debts, 

And  (it  is  whispered)  by  sworn  promises 

Makes  himself  debtor — hearing  this,  thou 
hast  heard 

All 

[  Then  in  a  snhdtted  and  saddened 
voice. 


But  what  my  lord  will  learn  too  soon 

himself. 
Raab  Kinprili.  Ha  ! — Well  then,  let  it 

come  !  Worse  scarce  can  come. 
This  letter  written  by  the  trembling  hand 
Of  royal  Andreas  calls  me  from  the 

camp 
To  his  immediate  presence.     It  appoints 

me,  40 

The  Queen,  and  Emerick,  guardians  of 

the  realm. 
And  of  the  royal  infant.     Day  by  day, 
Robbed  of  Zapolya's  soothing  cares,  the 

king 
Yearns  only  to  behold  one  precious  boon, 
And  with  his  life  breathe  forth  a  father's 

blessing. 
Chef  Ragozzi.  Remember  you,  my  lord ! 

that  Hebrew  leech 
Whose  face  so  much  distempered  you  ? 

Raab  Kinprili.  Barzoni  ? 

I  held  him  for  a  spy ;  but  the  proof  fail- 
ing 
(More  courteously,  I  own,  than  pleased 

myself), 
I  sent  him  from  the  camp. 

Chef  Ragozzi.  To  him  in  chief, 

Prince  Emerick  trusts  his  royal  brother's 

health.  51 

Raab  Kinprili.   Hide  nothing,  I  con- 
jure you  !    What  of  him  ? 
Chef  Ragozzi.    With  pomp  of  words 

beyond  a  soldier's  cunning, 
And  shrugs  and  wrinkled  brow,  he  smiles 

and  whispers  ! 
Talks  in  dark  words  of  women's  fancies  ; 

hints 
That  'twere  a  useless  and  a  cruel  zeal 
To  rob  a  dying  man  of  any  hope, 
However  vain,   that  soothes  him  :  and,. 

in  fine, 
Denies  all  chance  of  offspring  from  the 

Queen. 
Raab  Kinprili.   The  venomous  snake  ! 

My  heel  was  on  its  head,  60 

And  (fool  !)  I  did  not  crush  it ! 

Chef  Ragozzi.  Nay,  he  feare 

Zapolya  will  not  long  survive  her  husband. 
Raab    Kinprili.      Manifest     treason !  ; 

Even  this  brief  delay 
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Half  makes  me  an  accomplice (If  he 

live, ) 

\Is  moving  toward  the  palace. 

If  he  but  live  and  know  me,  all  may 

Chef  Ragozzi.     Halt  !         \Stops  him. 
On  pain  of  death,  my  Lord  !  am  I  com- 
manded 
To  stop  all  ingress  to  the  palace. 

Raab  Kiuprili.  Thou  ! 

Chef  Ragozzi.   No  Place,  no  Name,  no 

Rank  excepted — 
Raab  Kiuprili.  Thou  ! 

Chef  Ragozzi.   This    life    of  mine,   O 

take  it,  Lord  Kiuprili ! 
I  give  it  as  a  weapon  to  thy  hands,        70 
Mine    own    no    longer.       Guardian   of 

Illyria, 
Useless  to  thee,  'tis  worthless  to  myself. 
Thou  art  the  framer  of  my  nobler  being  ; 
Nor  does  there  live  one  virtue  in  my  soul. 
One   honourable    hope,    but    calls    thee 

father. 
Yet  ere  thou  dost  resolve,  know  that  yon 

palace 
Is  guarded  from  within,  that  each  access 
Is  thronged  byarmed  conspirators, watched 

by  Ruffians 
Pampered  with  gifts,  and  hot  upon  the 

spoil 
Which  thatfalse  promiser  still  trails  before 

them.  80 

I  ask  but  this  one  boon — reserve  my  life 
Till  I  can  lose  it  for  the  realm  and  thee  ! 
Raab  Kiuprili.  My  heart  is  rent  asun- 
der. O  my  country, 
O  fallen  Illyria,  stand  I  here  spell-bound  ? 
Did  my  King  love  me  ?     Did  I  earn  his 

love? 
Have  we   embraced  as  brothers  would 

embrace  ? 
Was  I  his  Arm,  his  Thunder -bolt  ?     And 

now 
Must  I,  hag-ridden,  pant  as  in  a  dream  ? 
Or,  like  an  eagle,  whose  strong  wings 

press  up  89 

Against  a  coiling  serpent's  folds,  can  I 
Strike  but  for  mockery,  and  with  restless 

beak 
Gore  my  own  breast  ? — Ragozzi,  thou  art 

faithful  ? 


Chef  Ragozzi.   Here  before  Heaven  I 
dedicate  my  faith 
To  the  royal  line  of  Andreas. 

Raab  Kiuprili.  Hark,  Ragozzi  ! 

Guilt  is  a  timorous  thing  ere  perpetration  : 
Despair  alone  makes  wicked  men  be  bold. 
Come  thou  with  me  !     They  have  heard 

my  voice  in  flight. 
Have  faced    round,    terror-struck,    and 

feared  no  longer 
The  whistling  javelins  of  theirfell  pursuers. 
Ha  !  what  is  this  ? 

[Black  Flag    displayed  from  the 
Tower  of  the  Palace:  a  death- 
bell  tolls,  etc. 
Vengeance  of  Heaven  !  He  is  dead. 
Chef  Ragozzi.   At  length  then  'tis  an- 
nounced.    Alas  !  I  fear,  loi 
That    these  black    death -flags    are   but 
treason's  signals. 
Raab     Kiuprili     (Rooking    forwards 
anxiously).   A  prophecy  too  soon 
fulfilled  !     See  yonder  ! 
O  rank  and  ravenous  wolves !  the  death- 
bell  echoes 
Still  in  the  doleful  air — and  see  !  they 
come. 
Chef  Ragozzi.   Precise  and  faithful  in 
their  villainy 
Even  to  the  moment,    that  the  master 

traitor 
Had  pre-ordained  them. 

Raab  Kiuprili.  Was  it  over-haste. 

Or  is  it  scorn,  that  in  this  race  of  treason 
Their   guilt  thus    drop^   its    mask,    and 
blazons  forth  no 

Their  infamous  plot  even  to  an  idiot's 
sense  ? 
Chef  Ragozzi.    Doubtless   they  deem 
Heaven  too  usurp'd  !      Heaven's 
justice 
Bought  like  themselves  ! 

{During  this  conversation  music 
is   heard,  first  solemn   and 
ftcnereal,  and  then  changing 
to  spirited  and  ti'itimphal. 
Being  equal  all  in  crime. 
Do  you  press  on,  ye  spotted  parricides  ! 
For  the  one  sole  pre-eminence  yet  doubt- 
ful, 
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The    prize    of    foremost    impudence    in 
guilt  ? 
Raab  Kiiiprili.  The  bad  man's  cunning 
still  prepares  the  way 
For    its    own    outwitting.      I    applaud, 
Ragozzi  ! 

\_Musing  to  himself- — then — 
Ragozzi  !   I  applaud, 
In  thee,  the  virtuous  hope  that  dares  look 

onward 
And  keeps  the  life-spark  warm  of  future 
action  120 

Beneath  the  cloak  of  patient  sufferance. 
Act  and  appear,  as  time  and  prudence 

prompt  thee : 
I   shall  not   misconceive  the   part    thou 

playest. 
Mine    is    an    easier   part — to  brave    the 
Usurper. 

[Enter  a  procession  (?/"Emerick's 
Adhe7'ents,'Ndh\&5,ChiQii&ms, 
and    Soldiers,    zvith   Music. 
They    advance    toward    the 
front  of  the  Stage.    Kiuprili 
makes  the  signal  for  them  to 
stop.  —  The  Music  ceases. 
Leader  of  the  P?-ocession.    The   Lord 
Kiuprili  !  —  Welcome    from    the 
camp. 
Raab  Kiuprili.   Grave  magistrates  and 
chieftains  of  Illyria, 
In  good  time  come  ye  hither,  if  ye  come 
As  loyal  men  with  honourable  purpose 
To  mourn  what  can  alone  be  mourned  ; 

but  chiefly 
To  inforce  the  last  commands  of  royal 
Andreas  130 

And  shield  the  Queen,  Zapolya  :  haply 

making 
The  mother's  joy  light  up  the  widow's 
tears. 
Leader.   Our  purpose  demands  speed. 
Grace  our  procession ; 
A  warrior  best  will  greet  a  warlike  king. 
Raab   Kiuprili.    This   patent   written 
by  your  lawful  king, 
(Lo  !  his  own  seal  and  signature  attest- 

Appoints  as  guardians  of  his  realm  and 
offspring, 


The  Queen,  and  the  Prince  Emerick,  and 

myself. 

[  Voices  of  Live  King  Emerick  ! 

an  Emerick  !  an  Emerick  I 

What   means  this  clamour?     Are  these 

madmen's  voices? 
Or   is   some   knot   of  riotous   slanderers 

leagued  140 

To    infamize    the    name    of    the    king's 

brother 

With  a  lie  black  as  Hell  ?  unmanly  cruelty. 

Ingratitude,  and  most  unnatural  treason  ? 

\_Murmtcrs. 

What  mean  these  murmurs  ?     Dare  then 

any  here 
Proclaim    Prince    Emerick     a     spotted 

traitor  ? 
One  that  has  taken  from  you  your  sworn 

faith. 
And  given  you  in  return  a  Judas'  bribe, 
Infamy  now,  oppression  in  reversion. 
And  Heaven's  inevitable  curse  hereafter  ? 

[Loud  murmurs,  follozved  by  cries 

—  Emerick  !       No    Baby 

Prince  !  No  Changelings  !    . 

Yet  bear  with  me  awhile  !     Have  I  for 

this  ISO 

Bled  for  your  safety,  conquered  for  your 

honour  ? 
Was  it  for  this,  Illyrians  !  that  I  forded 
Your    thaw-swoln    torrents,    when    the 

shouldering  ice 
Fought  with  the  foe,  and  stained  its  jagged 

points 
With  gore  from  wounds,  I  felt  not  ?    Did 

the  blast 
Beat    on    this    body,    frost  -  and  -  famine- 
numbed. 
Till    my    hard    flesh    distinguished    not 

itself 
From    the    insensate    mail,    its    fellow- 
warrior  ? 
And    have    I    brought    home    with    me 

Victory, 
And  with  her,  hand  in  hand,  finn-footed 

Peace,  160 

Her  countenance  twice  lighted  up  vsdth 

glory. 
As  if  I  had  charmed  a  goddess  down  from 

Heaven  ? 
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But  these  will  flee  abhorrent  from  the 

throne 
Of  usurpation  ! 

\Murmurs  increase — and  cries  of 

Onward  !  Onward  ! 
Have  you  then  thrown  off  shame, 
And  shall  not  a  dear  friend,  a  loyal  sub- 
ject, 
Throw  off  all  fear?     I  tell  ye,  the  fair 

trophies 
Valiantly  wrested  from  a  valiant  foe. 
Love's  natural  offerings  to  a  rightful  king, 
Will  hang  as  ill  on  this  usurping  traitor. 
This   brother- blight,    this    Emerick,    as 
robes  170 

Of  gold  plucked  from  the  images  of  gods 
Upon  a  sacrilegious  robber's  back. 

[During  the  last  four  lines,  enter 
Lord  Casimir,  with  expres- 
sions of  anger  and  alar?n. 
Casimir.   Who  is  this  factious  insolent, 
that  dares  brand 
The  elected  King,  our  chosen  Emerick  ? 
[Starts — theti   approaching  with 
timid  respect. 
My  father  ! 

Raab Kiuprili{turningaway).  Casimir ! 

He,  he  a  traitor  ! 

Too  soon  indeed,  Ragozzi  !  have  I  learnt 

it.  [Aside. 

Casimir  (rvith  rei'erence).    My  father 

and  my  lord  ! 
Raab  Kinprili.  I  know  thee  not  ! 

Leader.    Yet   the  remembrancing  did 

sound  right  filial. 
Raab  Kiuprili.  A  holy  name  and  words 
of  natural  duty 
Are  blasted  by  a  thankless  traitor's  utter- 
ance. 180 
Casimir.   O  hear  me.  Sire  !  not  lightly 
have  I  sworn 
Homage  to  Emerick.      lUyria's  sceptre 
Demands  a  manly  hand,  a  warrior's  grasp. 
The  queen  Zapolya's  self- expected   off- 
spring 
At   least   is    doubtful :    and    of  all    our 

nobles, 
The  king  inheriting  his  brother's  heart. 
Hath  honoured  us  the  most.      Your  rank, 
my  lord  ! 


Already  eminent,  is — all  it  can  be — 
Confirmed  :  and  me  the  king's  grace  hath 

appointed 
Chief  of  his  council  and  the  lord  high 

steward.  190 

Raab  Kiuprili.   (Bought  by  a  bribe  !) 

I  know  thee  now  still  less. 
Casimir  {struggling  with  his  passion). 

So  much  of  Raab  Kiuprili's  blood 

flows  here. 
That  no  power,  save  that  holy  name  of 

father. 
Could  shield  the  man  who  so  dishonoured 

me. 
Raab    Kiuprili.     The    son    of    Raab 

Kiuprili  a  bought  bond-slave. 
Guilt's  pander,  treason's  mouth -piece,  a 

gay  parrot, 
School'd  to  shrill  forth  his  feeder's  usurp'd 

titles, 
And  scream.  Long  live  King  Emerick  ! 

Leaders.  Aye,  King  Emerick  ! 

Stand  back,  my  lord  !     Lead  us,  or  let 

us  pass.  199 

Soldier.   Nay,  let  the  general  speak  ! 

Soldiers.  Hear  him  !   hear  him  ! 

Raab  Kiuprili.  Hear  me. 

Assembled  lords  and  warriors  of  Illyria, 

Hear,  and  avenge  me  !     Twice  ten  years 

have  I 
Stood  in  your  presence,  honoured  by  the 

king: 
Beloved  and  trusted.     Is  there  one  among 

you 
Accuses  Raab  Kiuprili  of  a  bribe  ? 
Or  one  false  whisper  in  his  sovereign's 

ear? 
Who   here    dares    charge    me    with    an 

orphan's  rights 
Outfaced,   or    widow's    plea    left    unde- 
fended ? 
And  shall  I  now  be  branded  by  a  traitor, 
A   bought   bribed   wretch,    who,    being 

called  my  son,  210 

Doth  libel  a  chaste  matron's  name,  and 

plant 
Hensbane    and    aconite  •  on    a   mother's 

grave  ? 
The  underling  accomplice  of  a  robber. 
That  from  a  widow  and  a  widow's  offspring 
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rebel, 
And  to  the  common  father  of  his  country 
A  recreant  ingrate  ! 

Casimir.   Sire  !  your  words  grow  dan- 
gerous. 
High-flown  romantic  fancies  ill-beseem 
Your  age  and  wisdom.    'Tis  a  statesman's 

virtue, 
To  guard  his  country's  safety  by  what 
means  220 

It  best  may  be  protected — come  what  will 
Of  these  monk's  morals  ! 

Raab  Kiuprili  (aside).    Ha  !   the  elder 
Brutus 
Made  his  soul  iron,  though  his  sons  re- 
pented. 
They  boasted  not  their  baseness. 

{Starts,  and  draws  his  sword. 
Infamous  changeling  ! 
Recant  this  instant,  and  swear  loyalty. 
And  strict  obedience  to  thy  sovereign's 

will ; 
Or,  by  the  spirit  of  departed  Andreas, 

Thou  diest 

[Chiefs,  etc.,   rush    to  interpose; 
during    the      tumult     enter 
Emerick,  alarmed. 
Emerick.   Call  out  the  guard !  Ragozzi ! 

seize  the  assassin. 

Kiuprili  ?     Ha  ! 

[  With  lowered  voice,  at  the  same 
time    with    one    hand   maki^ig 
signs  to  the  guard  to  7-etire. 
Pass  on,  friends  !  to  the  palace. 
{Music  recommences, —  The  Pro- 
cession passes  into  the  Palace. 
— During  ivhich  time  Eme- 
rick and  Kiuprili  regard 
each  other  stedfastly. 
Emerick.     What?       Raab    Kiuprili? 
What  ?  a  father's  sword  231 

Against  his  own  son's  breast  ? 

RaabKiut)rili.  'Twould  best  excuse  him , 
Were  he  thy  son,    Prince   Emerick.     / 
abjure  him. 
Emerick.    This  is  my  thanks,    then, 
that  I  have  commenced 
A  reign  to  which  the  free  voice  of  the 
nobles 


Hath  called  me,  and  the  people,  by  re- 
gards 
Of  love  and  grace  to   Raab   Kiuprili's 

house  ? 
Raab  Kiuprili.  What  right  hadst  thou. 

Prince  Emerick,  to  bestow  them  ? 
Emerick.   By  what  right  dares  Kiuprili 

question  me? 
Raab  Kiuprili.   By  a  right  common  to 

all  loyal  subjects —  240 

To  me  a  duty  !     As  the  realm's  co-regent. 

Appointed  by  our  sovereign's  last  free  act, 

Writ  by  himself.  —    [  Grasping  the  Patent. 

Emerick  [with  a  coiitemptuous  sneer). 

Aye  ! — Writ  in  a  delirium  ! 
Raab   Kiuprili.    I    likewise   ask,    by 

whose  authority 
The  access  to  the  sovereign  was  refused 

me? 
Emerick.    By  whose  authority  dared 

the  general  leave 
His  camp  and  army,  like  a  fugitive  ? 
Raab  Kiuprili.   A  fugitive,  who,  with 

victory  for  his  comrade,  j 

Ran,  open-eyed,  upon  the  face  of  death  1 
A  fugitive,  with  no  other  fear,  than  bode- 

ments  250 

To  be  belated  in  a  loyal  purpose — 
At  the  command.  Prince  !  of  my  king  and 

thine. 
Hither  I  came  ;  and  now  again  require 
Audience  of  Queen  Zapolya ;  and   (the 

States 
Forthwith  convened)  that  thou  dost  shew 

at  large. 
On  what  ground  of  defect  thou'st  dared 

annul 
This  thy  King's  last  and  solemn  act — 

hast  dared 
Ascend  the  throne,  of  which  the  law  had 

named, 
And  conscience  should  have  made  thee, 

a  protector. 
Emerick.   A  sovereign's  ear  ill  brooks 

a  subject's  questioning  !  260 

Yet  for  thy  past  well-doing — and  because 
'Tis  hard  to  erase  at  once  the  fond  belief 
Long  cherished,  that  Illyria  had  in  thee 
No  dreaming  priest's  slave,  but  a  Roman 

lover 
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Of  her  true  weal  and  freedom — and  for 

this,  too, 
That,  hoping  to  call  forth  to  the  broad 

day-light 
And  fostering  breeze  of  glory  all  deser  vings, 
I  still  had  placed  thee  foremost. 

Raab  Kiuprili.  Prince  !  I  listen. 

Enierick.   Unwillingly  I  tell  thee,  that 

Zapolya, 
Maddened  with  grief,  her  erring  hopes 

proved  idle —  270 

Casimir,   Sire  !  speak  the  whole  truth ! 

Say,  Yiexfraud^s  detected  ! 
Emerick.     According    to    the    sworn 

attests  in  council 

Of  her  physician- 

Raab  Kiuprili  (aside).   Yes  !  the  Jew, 

Barzoni  ! 
Enierick.   Under  the  imminent  risk  of 

death  she  lies, 
Or  irrecoverable  loss  of  reason. 
If  known  friend's  face  or  voice  renew  the 

frenzy. 
Casimir  (to  Kiuprili).   Trust  me,  my 

lord  !   a  woman's  trick  has  duped 

you — 
Us    too — but   most  of  all,  the   sainted 

Andreas. 
Even  for  his  own  fair  fame,  his  grace 

prays  hourly 
For  her  recovery,  that  (the  States  con- 
vened) 280 
She  may  take  counsel  of  her  friends. 

Emerick.  Right,  Casimir  ! 

Receive  my  pledge,  lord  general.     It  shall 

stand 
In  her  own  will  to  appear  and  voice  her 

claims ; 
Or  (which  in  truth  I  hold  the  wiser  course) 
With  all  the  past  passed  by,  as  family 

quarrels, 
Let  the  Queen  Dowager,  with  unblenched 

honors. 
Resume  her  state,  our  first  Illyrian  matron. 
Raab  Kiuprili.   Prince  Emerick  !  you 

speak  fairly,  and  your  pledge  too 
Is  such,   as  well   would  suit   an  honest 

meaning. 
Casimir.   My  lord  !  you  scarce  know 

half  his  grace's  goodness.  290 


The    wealthy    heiress,     high-born    fair 
Sarolta, 

Bred  in  the  convent  of  our  noble  ladies, 

Her  relative,  the  venerable  abbess. 

Hath,  at  his  grace's  urgence,  wooed  and 
won  for  me. 
Emerick.   Long  may  the  race,  and  long 
may  that  name  flourish. 

Which  your  heroic  deeds,   brave  chief, 
have  rendered 

Dear  and  illustrious  to  all  true  Illyrians. 
Raab  Kiuprili  (sternly).   The  longest 
line  that  ever  tracing  herald 

Or  found  or  feigned,  placed  by  a  beggar's 
soul 

Hath  but  a  mushroom's  date  in  the  com- 
parison :  300 

And    with    the    soul,   the  conscience    is 
co-eval. 

Yea,  the  soul's  essence. 

Emerick.   Conscience,  good  my  lord. 

Is  but  the  pulse  of  reason.      Is  it  con- 
science. 

That   a  free  nation   should    be    handed 
down, 

Like  the  dull  clods  beneath  our  feet,  by 
chance 

And  the   blind  law  of  lineage?      That 
whether  infant, 

Or  man  matured,  a  wise  man  or  an  idiot. 

Hero  or  natural  coward,  shall  have  guid- 
ance 

Of  a  free  people's  destiny,  should  fall  out 

In  the  mere  lottery  of  a  reckless  nature, 

Where  few  the  prizes  and  the  blanks  are 
countless  ?  311 

Or  haply  that  a  nation's  fate  should  hang 

On    the   bald    accident    of   a   midwife's 
handling 

The  unclosed  sutures  of  an  infant's  skull  ? 
Casimir.   What  better  claim  can  sove- 
reign wish  or  need 

Than  the  free  voice  of  men  who  love  their 
countiy  ? 

Those    chiefly    who  have  fought  for 't  ? 
Who  by  right. 

Claim  for  their  monarch  one,  who  having 
obeyed, 

So  hath  best  learnt  to  govern  ;  who,  hav- 
ing suffered, 
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Can  feel    for    each    brave    sufferer    and 

reward  him  ?  320 

Whence  sprang  the  name  of  Emperor? 

Was  it  not 
By  Nature's  fiat?  In  the  storm  of  triumph, 
'Mid  warriors'  shouts,   did  her  oracular 

voice 
Make  itself  heard  :  Let  the  commanding 

spirit 
Possess  the  station  of  command  ! 

liaab  Kiuprili.  Prince  Emerick, 

Your  cause  will  prosper  best  in  your  own 

pleading. 

Emerick  {aside  to  Casimir).    Ragozzi 

was    thy    school-mate — a    bold 

spirit  ! 

Bind  him  to  us  ! — Thy  father  thaws  apace  ! 

\Theii  alotid. 

Leave  us  awhile,  my  lord  ! — Your  friend, 

Ragozzi, 
Whom  you  have  not  yet  seen  since  his 
return,  330 

Commands  the  guard  to-day. 

[Casimir  retires  to  the  Guard- 
house ;  and  after  a  time 
appears  before  it  with  Chef 
Ragozzi. 

We  are  alone. 
What    further    pledge    or    proof   desires 
Kiuprili  ? 

Then,  with  your  assent 

Raab  Kiuprili.   Mistake  not  for  assent 
The  unquiet  silence  of  a  stern  Resolve 
Throttling  the  impatient  voice.      I  have 

heard  thee.  Prince  ! 
And  I  have  watched  thee,  too  ;  but  have 

small  faith  in 
A  plausible  tale  told  with  a  flitting  eye. 
[Emerick  turns  as  about  to  call 
for  the  Guard. 
In  the  next  moment  I  am  in  thy  power, 
In  this  thou  art  in  mine.    Stir  but  a  step, 
Or  make  one  sign — I  swear  by  this  good 
sword,  340 

Thou  diest  that  instant. 

Effierick.   Ha,  ha  !— Well,  Sir  !— Con- 
clude your  homily. 
Raab  Kiuprili  (in  a  somewhat  stippressed 
voice).   A  tale  which,  whether  true 
or  false,  comes  guarded 


Against  all  means  of  proof,  detects  itself. 
The   Queen    mew'd    up- — this   too    from 

anxious  care 
And  love  brought  forth  of  a  sudden,  a 

twin  birth 
With  thy  discovery  of  her  plot  to  rob 

thee 
Of  a  rightful   throne  ! — Mark  how  the 

scorpion,  falsehood. 
Coils  round  in  its  own  perplexity,  and 

fixes  349 

Its  sting  in  its  own  head  ! 

Emerick.  Aye  !  to  the  mark  ! 

Raab  Kiuprili  {aloud:  he  and  Emerick 

standing  at  equi-distance  from  the 

Palace    and    the    Guard-house). 

Had'st  thou  believed  thine  own 

tale,  had'st  ihon  fancied 
Thyself  the  rightful  successor  of  Andreas, 
Would'st    thou  have    pilfered   from  our 

school-boys'  themes 
These    shallow    sophisms    of  a  popular 

choice  ? 
What  people?     How  convened?  or,   if 

convened, 
Must  not  the  magic  power  that  charms 

together 
Millions  of  men  in  council,  needs  have 

power 
To  win  or  wield  them?     Better,  O  far 

better 
Shout  forth  thy  titles    to    yon    circling 

mountains,  359 

And  with  a  thousand-fold  reverberation 
Make  the  rocks    flatter    thee,    and    the 

volleying  air, 
Unbribed,    shout   back    to    thee,    I\ing 

Emerick  ! 
By  wholesome  laws  to  embank  the  sove- 
reign power. 
To  deepen  by  restraint,  and  by  preven- 
tion 
Of  lawless  will  to  amass  and  guide  the 

flood 
In  its  majestic  channel,  is  man's  task 
And  the  true  patriot's  glory  !     In  all  else 
Men  safelier  trust  to  Heaven,    than  to 

themselves 
When  least  themselves  in  the  mad  whirl 

of  crowds  369 
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Where  folly  is  contagious,  and  too  oft 

Be  judge  and  arbiter  between  us  !)     I, 

Even  wise  men  leave  their  better  sense 

I  were  the  rightful  sovereign  ! 

at  home 

Emerick.                               I  have  faith 

To  chide  and  v^ronder  at  them  when,re- 

That  thou  both  think'st  and  hop'st  it. 

turned. 

Fair  Zapolya,                               399 

Emerick  {aloud).   Is't  thus  thou  scoff 'st 

A  provident  lady — 

the  people  ?  most  of  all. 

Raab  Kuiprili.     Wretch   beneath    all 

The    soldiers,     the     defenders    of    the 

answer  ! 

people  ? 

Emerick.   Offers  at  once  the  royal  bed 

Raab  Kiiiprili  [aloud).   0  most  of  all, 

and  throne  ! 

most  miserable  nation, 

Raab  Kiuprili.   To  be  a  kingdom's  bul- 

For  whom  the  Imperial  power,  enormous 

waik,  a  king's  glory. 

bubble  ! 

Yet    loved   by  both,    and    trusted,    and 

Is  blown  and  kept  aloft,  or  burst  and 

trust- worthy, 

shattered 

Is  more  than  to  be  king ;  but  see  !  thy 

By  the  bribed  breath  of  a  lewd  soldiery  ! 

rage 

Chiefly  of  such,   as    from   the  frontiers 

Fights  with  thy  fear.     I  will  relieve  thee  ! 

far. 

Ho  !                         ITo  the  Guard. 

(Which   is   the    nob],est  station   of  true 

Emerick.   Not  for  thy  sword,   but  to 

warriors)                                        380 

entrap  thee,  ruffian  ! 

In  rank  licentious  idleness  beleaguer 

Thus  long  I  have  listened — Guard — ho  ! 

City  and  Court,  a  venomed  thorn  i'  the 

from  the  Palace. 

side 

\The  QviZxd,  post  from  the  Guard- 

Of virtuous  kings,  the  tyrant's  slave  and 

house  with  Chef  Ragozzi 

tyrant. 

at  their  head,   and  then  a 

Still  ravening  for  fresh  largess  !    But  with 

number  from  the  Palace — 

such 

Chef     Ragozzi     detnands 

What  title  claim'st  thou,  save  thy  birth  ? 

KlUPRiLi's  sword,  and  ap- 

What  merits 

prehetids  him. 

Which  many  a  liegeman  may  not  plead 

Casifnir.    O  agony  !      {To  Emerick. 

as  well, 

Sire,  hear  me ! 

Brave  though  I  grant  thee  ?     If  a  life  out- 

[To  Kiuprili,  who  ttims  from 

laboured 

him. 

Head,  heart,  and  fortunate  arm,  in  watch 

Hear  me,  father  ! 

and  war. 

Emerick,    Take  in  arrest  that  traitor 

For  the  land's  fame  and  weal ;  if  large 

and  assassin  ! 

acquests. 

Who  pleads  for  his  life,  strikes  at  mine, 

Made  honest  by  the  aggression  of  the 

his  sovereign's.                             410 

foe,                                               390 

Raab  Kiuprili.   As  the  Co-regent  of  the 

And  whose  best  praise  is,  that  they  bring 

Realm,  I  stand 

us  safety ; 

Amenable  to  none  save  to  the  States 

If  victory,  doubly-wreathed,  whose  under- 

Met  in  due  course  of  law.      But  ye  are 

garland 

bond-slaves. 

Of  laurel-leaves  looks  greener  and  more 

Yet  witness  ye  that  before  God  and  man 

sparkling 

I  here  impeach  Lord   Emerick   of  foul 

Thro'  the  grey  olive-branch;  if  these, 

treason, 

Prince  Emerick  ! 

And  on  strong  grounds  attaint  him  with 

Give  the   true  title  to   the  throne,  not 

suspicion 

thou — 

Of  murder — 

No  !  (let  Illyria,  let  the  infidel  enemy 

Emerick,   Hence  with  the  madman  ! 
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Raal  Kiuprili.  Your  Queen's  murder, 
The  Royal  orphan's  murder  :  and  to  the 

death 
Defy  him,  as  a  tyrant  and  usurper. 

\Hicrried  off  by  Ragozzi  and  the 
Guard. 
Emerick.   Ere  twice  the  sun  hath  risen, 
by  my  sceptre  420 

This  insolence  shall  be  avenged. 

Casimir.  O  banish  him  ! 

This  infamy  will  crush  me.      O  for  my 

sake, 
Banish  him,  my  liege  lord  ! 

Emerick   (scornfully).    What  ?  to  the 
army  ? 
Be  calm,  young  friend  !      Nought  shall 

be  done  in  anger. 
The  child  o'erpowers  the  man.     In  this 

emergence 

I  must  take  counsel  for  us  both.    Retire. 

[Exit  Casimir  in  agitation. 

Emerick  {alone,  looks  at  a  Calendar). 

The  changeful  planet,  now  in  her 

decay. 

Dips  down  at  midnight,  to  be  seen  no 

more. 
With   her    shall    sink    the    enemies    of 

Emerick, 
Cursed  by  the  last  look  of  the  waning 
moon :  430 

And  my  bright  destiny,  with  sharpened 

horns. 
Shall  greet  me  fearless  in  the  new-born 
crescent.  [Exit. 

[Scene  II] 

Scene  changes  to  another  view,  namely, 
the  back  of  the  Palace — a  Wooded  Park, 
and  Mountains.  EiiterZwoiN  A,  with 
an  Infant  in  Arms. 

Zapolya.   Hush,  dear  one  !  hush  !    My 

trembling  ami  disturbs  thee  ! 
Thou,  the  protector  of  the  helpless  !  thou. 
The  widow's  husband  and  the  orphan's 

father. 
Direct  my  steps  !    Ah  whither  ?    O  send 

down 
Thy    angel    to    a    houseless    babe    and 

mother. 


Driven  forth  into  the  cruel  wilderness  I 
Hush,  sweet  one  !    Thou  art  no  Hagar^j 

offspring :  Thou  art 
The  rightful  heir  of  an  anointed  king  ! 
What  sounds  are  those  ?     It  is  the  vespei 

chaunt 
Of   labouring    men    returning    to    theirl 

home  ! 
Their  queen  has  no  home  !     Hear  me, 

heavenly  Father  ! 

And  let  this  darkness 

Be  as  the  shadow  of  thy  outspread  wings 
To  hide  and  shield  us  !  Start'st  thou  in 

thy  slumbers  ? 
Thou  canst  not  dream  of  savage  Emerick.  ■ 

Hush  !  " 

Betray  not   thy  poor  mother  !      For  if 

they  seize  thee 
I    shall  grow  mad   indeed,   and  they'll 

believe 
Thy  wicked  uncle's    lie.       Ha  !    what  ? 

A  soldier? 

{She  starts  back — and  enter  Chef 
Ragozzi. 
Chef  Ragozzi.   Sure  Heaven  befriends 

us.     Well  !  he  hath  escaped  ! 
O  rare  tune  of  a  tyrant's  promises  20 

That  can  enchant  the  serpent  treachery 
From  forth  its  lurking  hole  in  the  heart. 

'  Ragozzi  ! 
O  brave  Ragozzi!  Count!  Commander! 

What  not  ? ' 
And  all   this   too  for  nothing  !    a  poor 

nothing  ! 
Merely    to    play    the   underling    in    the 

murder 
Of  my  best  friend  Kiuprili  !     His  own 

son — monstrous  ! 
Tyrant  !  I  owe  thee  thanks,  and  in  good 

hour 
Will  I  repay  thee,  for  that  thou  thought'st 

me  too 
A  serviceable  villain.      Could  I  now 
But  gain  some   sure  intelligence  of  the 

queen  :  30 

Heaven  bless  and  guard  her  ! 

Zapolya    {coming  fea>ftdly  foiivard). 

Art  thou  not  Ragozzi  ? 
Chef  Ragozzi.  The  Queen  !    Now  then 

the  miracle  is  full  ! 
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I    see    heaven's    wisdom    is    an    over- 
match 
For   the   devil's   cunning.       This    way, 

madam,  haste  ! 
Zapolya.   Stay  !      Oh,   no  !      Forgive 

me  if  I  wrong  thee  ! 
This  is  thy  sovereign's  child  :  Oh,  pity 

us, 
And  be  not  treacherous  !  {Kneeling. 

Chef  Ragozzi  {raising  her).   Madam  ! 

For  mercy's  sake ! 
Zapolya.   But  tyrants  have  an  hundred 

eyes  and  arms ! 
Chef  Ragozzi.   Take  courage,  madam  ! 

'Twere  too  horrible,  40 

(I    can   not  do't)   to  swear   I'm   not    a 

monster! — 
Scarce  had  I  barr'd  the  door  on  Raab 

Kiuprili — 
Zapolya.   Kiuprili !     How  ? 
Chef  Ragozzi.   There  is  not  time  to  tell 

it — 
The  tyrant  called  me  to  him,  praised  my 

zeal — 
(And  be  assured  I  overtopt  his  cunning 
And  seemed  right  zealous.)      But  time 

wastes :  In  fine, 
Bids  me  dispatch  my  trustiest  friends,  as 

couriers 
With  letters  to  the  army.     The  thought 

at  once 
Flashed  on  me.      I   disguised   my  pris- 
oner—  49 
Zapolya.   What,  Raab  Kiuprili  ? 
Chef  Ragozzi.  Yes  !  my  noble  general ! 
I    sent   him    off,    with    Emerick's    own 

pacquet, 
Haste,  and  post  haste — Prepared  to  fol- 
low him 

Zapolya.   Ah,  how?     Is  it  joy  or  fear? 

My  limbs  seem  sinking ! — 
Chef  Ragozzi  {supporting  her).    Heaven 

still  befriends  us.      I  have  left  my 

charger, 
A  gentle  beast  and  fleet,  and  my  boy's 

mule. 
One  that  can  shoot   a  precipice  like  a 

bird, 
Just  where  the  wood  begins  to  climb  the 

mountains. 


The  course  we'll  thread  will  mock  the 

tyrant's  guesses. 
Or  scare  the  followers.      Ere  we  reach 

the  main  road 
The    Lord    Kiuprili    will    have    sent    a 

troop  60 

To  escort  me.      Oh,  thrice  happy  when 

he  finds 
The  treasure  which  I  convoy  ! 

Zapolya.  One  brief  moment, 

That    praying  for   strength   I  may  have 

strength.      This  babe. 
Heaven's  eye  is  on  it,  and  its  innocence 
Is,   as    a  prophet's    prayer,    strong   and 

prevailing ! 
Through  thee,   dear  babe,  the  inspiring 

thought  possessed  me. 
When  the  loud  clamor  rose,  and  all  the 

palace 
Emptied  itself — (They   sought  my  life, 

Ragozzi ! ) 
Like    a    swift    shadow  gliding,    I  made 

way  69 

To  the  deserted  chamber  of  my  lord. — 
\Then  to  the  infant. 
And  thou  didst  kiss  thy  father's  lifeless 

lips, 
And  in  thy  helpless  hand,  sweet  slum- 

berer ! 
Still  clasp'st  the  signet  of  thy  royalty. 
As    I    removed    the    seal,    the    heavy 

arm 
Dropt  from  the   couch   aslant,    and  the 

stiff  finger 
Seemed  pointing  at  my  feet.     Provident 

Heaven  ! 
Lo,  I  was  standing  on  the  secret  door. 
Which,   through  a  long    descent   where 

all  sound  perishes. 
Led  out  beyond   the  palace.      Well    I 

knew  it 

But  Andreas  framed  it  not  !     He  was  no 

tyrant  !  80 

Chef  Ragozzi.  Haste,  madam  !    Let  me 

take  this  precious  burden ! 
\He  kneels  as  he  takes  the  child. 
Zapolya.   Take  him !      And  if  we  be 

pursued,  I  charge  thee. 
Flee  thou  and  leave  me !     Flee  and  save 

thy  king ! 


4IO 


ZAPOL  YA 


ACT  I 


[  Then  as  going  off,  she  looks  back 
on  the  palace. 
Thou  tyrant's  den,  be  called  no  more  a 

palace ! 
The    orphan's    angel    at    the    throne    of 

heaven 
Stands  up  against  thee,  and  there  hover 

o'er  thee 
A  Queen's,  a  Mother's,  and  a  Widow's 

curse. 
Henceforth   a  dragon's  haunt,  fear  and 

suspicion 
Stand  sentry  at  thy  portals  !     Faith  and 

honour. 
Driven  from  the  throne,  shall  leave  the 

attainted  nation  :  90 

And,    for   the    iniquity   that    houses    in 

thee, 
False  glory,  thirst  of  blood,  and  lust  of 

rapine, 
(Fateful      conjunction      of      malignant 

planets) 
Shall  shoot  their  blastments  on  the  land. 

The  fathers 
Henceforth  shall  have  no  joy  in   their 

young  men. 
And  when  they  cry  :  Lo!  a  male  child  is 

born  ! 
The  mother  shall  make  answer  with   a 

groan. 
For  bloody  Usurpation,  like  a  vulture, 
Shall     clog     its    beak    within    Illyria's 

heart. 
Remorseless     slaves    of    a     remorseless 

tyrant,  100 

They  shall  be  niocked  with  sounds  of 

liberty, 
And  liberty  shall  be  proclaimed  alone 
To    thee,    O    Fire  !     O    Pestilence  !    O 

Sword  ! 
Till  Vengeance  hath  her  fill. — And  thou, 

snatched  hence, 

\Again  to  the  infant. 
Poor  friendless  fugitive !    with  mother's 

wailing. 
Offspring  of  Royal  Andreas,  shalt  return. 
With     trump     and    timbrel  -  clang,    and 

popular  shout, 
In  triumph  to  the  palace  of  thy  fathers  ! 
\_Exeunt, 


Part  II 

THE   SEQUEL,   ENTITLED 
'THE   USURPER'S   FATE.' 

ADDITIONAL  CHARACTERS 

Old  Bathory,  a  Motmtaineer. 
Bethlen  Bathory,  the   Young  Prince 

Andreas,   sicpposed  So7i   of  Q\.V) 

Bathory. 
Lord  Rudolph,  a  Courtier,  but  frietid 

to  the  Queen^s  party. 
Laska,  Steward  to  Casimir,  betrothed  to 

Glycine. 
Pestalutz,  an  Assassin,  in  Emerick's 

employ. 
Lady  Sarolta,  Wife  ^Lord  Casimir. 
Glycine,    Orphan  Daughter  of  Chef 

Ragozzi; 

Betiveen  the  flight  of  the  Queen,  and  the 
civil  war  zuhich  immediately  followed, 
and  in  which  Emerick  remained  the 
victor,  a  space  of  twenty  years  is  sup- 
posed to  have  elapsed. 


USURPATION  ENDED;    OR, 
SHE  COMES  AGAIN 

ACT  I 

Scene  I 

A  Mountainous  Country.  Bathory's 
Dwelling  at  the  end  of  the  Stage. 
Enter  Lady  Sarolta  and  Glycine. 

Glycine.     Well    then !    Our  round  of 
charity  is  finished. 
Rest,  Madam !     You  breathe  quick. 

Sarolta.  What,  tired.  Glycine? 

No  delicate   court -dame,   but   a  moun- 
taineer 
By  choice  no  less  than  birth,   I  gladly 

use 
The  good  strength  Nature  gave  me. 
Glycine.  That  last  cottage 
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Is  built  as  if  an  eagle  or  a  raven 
Had  chosen  it  for  her  nest. 

Sarolta.  So  many  are 

The  sufferings  which  no  human  aid  can 

reach, 
It  needs  must  be  a  duty  doubly  sweet    10 
To  heal  the  few  we  can.     Well  !  let  us 

rest. 
Glycine.   There  ? 

{Pointing  to  Bathory's  dwelling. 
Sarolta  answering,  points 
to  where  she  then  stands. 
Sarolta.     Here  !       For   on    this   spot 

Lord  Casimir 
Took  his  last  leave.     On  yonder  moun- 
tain-ridge 
I  lost  the  misty  image  which  so  long 
Lingered,  or  seemed  at  least  to  linger  on 

it. 
Glycine.    And  what  if  even  now,  on 

that  same  ridge, 
A  speck  should  rise,  and  still  enlarging, 

lengthening, 
As  it  clomb  downwards,  shape  itself  at 

last 
To  a  numerous  cavalcade,  and  spurring 

foremost,  20 

Who    but    Sarolta's   own   dear  lord   re- 
turned 
From  his  high  embassy  ? 

Sarolta.       Thou  hast  hit  my  thought  ! 
All  the  long  day,  from  yester-morn  to 

evening, 
The    restless   hope   fluttered   about    my 

heart. 
Oh  we  are  querulous  creatures  !      Little 

less 
Than  all  things  can  suffice  to  make  us 

happy ; 
And  little  more  than  nothing  is  enough 
To  discontent  us. — Were  he  come,  then 

should  I 
Repine  he  had  not  arrived  just  one  day 

earlier 
To  keep  his  birth-day  here,  in  his  own 

birth-place.  30 

Glycine.   But  our  best  sports  belike, 

and  gay  processions 
i  Would   to   my   lord   have    seemed    but 
I  work-day  sights 


Compared    with  those    the   royal    court 

affords. 
Sarolta.     I    have    small    wish    to  see 

them.     A  spring  morning 
With    its    wild   gladsome    minstrelsy  of 

birds 
And    its  bright  jewelry   of  flowers  and 

dew-drops 
(Each    orbed    drop    an    orb    of    glory 

in  it) 
Would   put   them  all  in    eclipse.     This 

sweet  retirement 
Lord   Casimir's  wish  alone  would  have 

made  sacred  :  39 

But,  in  good  truth,  his  loving  jealousy 
Did  but  command,  what  I  had  else  en- 
treated. 
Glycine.   And   yet    had    I   been  born 

Lady  Sarolta, 
Been   wedded    to    the    noblest    of   the 

realm, 

So  beautiful  besides,  and  yet  so  stately 

Sarolta.   Hush  !  Innocent  flatterer  ! 
Glycine.  Nay  !  to  my  poor  fancy 

The  royal  court  would  seem  an  earthly 

heaven. 
Made  for  such  stars  to  shine  in,  and  be 

gracious. 
Sarolta.    So  doth  the  ignorant  distance 

still  delude  us ! 
Thy  fancied  heaven,  dear  girl,  like  that 

above  thee. 
In  its  mere  self  a  cold,  drear,  colourless 

void,  50 

Seen  from  below  and  in  the  large,  be- 
comes 
The  bright  blue  ether,  and  the  seat  of 

gods ! 
Well  !    but    this  broil    that    scared    you 

from  the  dance? 
And  was  not  Laska  there  :  he,  your  be- 
trothed? 
Glycine.   Yes,  madam  !    he  was  there. 

So  was  the  maypole, 
For  we  danced  round  it. 

Sarolta.  Ah,  Glycine  !  why. 

Why  did  you  then  betroth  yourself  ? 

Glycine.  Because 

My  own  dear  lady  wished  it  !  'twas  yon 

asked  me  ! 
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Sarolta.   Yes,    at    my    lord's    request, 

but  never  wished. 
My  poor  affectionate    girl,    to    see  thee 

wretched.  60 

Thou  knowest  not  yet    the  duties  of  a 

wife. 
Glycine.   Oh,  yes  !     It  is  a  wife's  chief 

duty,  madam  ! 
To  stand   in  awe  of  her  husband,   and 

obey  him, 
And,  I  am  sure,  I  shall  never  see  Laska 
But  I  shall  tremble. 

Sarolta.  Not  with  fear,  I  think. 

For  you  still  mock  him.      Bring  a  seat 

from  the  cottage. 

\Exit  Glycine  into  the  cottage, 
Sarolta      continues      her 
speech  looking  after  her. 
Something  above  thy  rank  there  hangs 

about  thee, 
And  in  thy  countenance,  thy  voice,  and 

motion, 
Yea,  e'en  in  thy  simplicity.  Glycine, 
A  fine  and  feminine  grace,  that  makes 

me  feel  70 

More   as  a  mother  than  a  mistress  to 

thee ! 
Thou  art  a  soldier's  orphan  !  that — the 

courage, 
Which  rising  in  thine  eye,  seems  oft  to 

give 
A  new  soul  to  its  gentleness,  doth  prove 

thee! 
Thou    art    sprung    too    of    no    ignoble 

blood, 
Or  there's  no  faith  in  instinct  ! 

[Angrj/  voices  and  claviotir  tvithin. 

Re-enter  Glycine. 

Glycine.   Oh,  madam  !  there's  a  party 

of  your  servants. 
And  my  lord's  steward,  Laska,  at  their 

head. 
Have  come  to  search  for  old  Bathory's 

son, 
Bethlen,   that  brave  young  man  !  'twas 

he,  my  lady,  80 

That  took   our  parts,   and  beat  off  the 

intruders. 


And  in  mere  spite  and  malice,  now  they 

charge  him 
With  bad  words  of  Lord   Casimir  and 

the  king. 
Pray  don't  believe  them,  madam  !    This 

way  !    This  way  ! 
Lady  Sarolta's  hei'e. —    [Calling without. 
Sarolta.  Be  calm,  Glycine. 


Enter  Laska  and  Servants  wit 
Bathory. 


Old 


i 


Laska  {to  Bathory).   We  have  no  con- 
cern with  you  !  What  needs  your 
presence  ? 
Old  Bathory.   What !  Do  you  think  I'll 
suffer  my  brave  boy 

To    be  slandered    by  a  set   of  coward- 
naffians. 

And  leave  it  to  their  malice, — yes,  mere 
malice  !— ^ 

To  tell  its  own  tale  ? 

[Laska  and  Servants  bow  to  Lady 

Sarolta. 

Sarolta.        Laska  !    What    may    this 

mean  ?  90 

Laska  (pompotisly,  as  commencing  a  set 

speech).      Madam  !    and   may   it 

please  your  ladyship  ! 

This   old  man's  son,   by  name  Bethlen 
Bathory, 

Stands    charged,    on   weighty  evidence, 
that  he. 

On  yester-eve,  being  his  lordship's  birth- 
day. 

Did  traitorously  defame  Lord  Casimir  : 

The    lord    high    steward  of  the  realm, 

moreover 

Sarolta.  Be  brief !  We  know  his  titles ! 
Laska.  And  moreover 

Raved  like  a  traitor  at  our  liege  King 
Emerick. 

And  furthermore,    said  witnesses   make 
oath. 

Led  on  the  assault  upon  his  lordship's 
servants ;  100 

Yea,  insolently  tore,  from  this,  your  hunts- 
man. 

His    badge    of    livery    of    your    noble 
house, 
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And  trampled  it  in  scorn. 

Sarolta  {to  the  Sei"vaiits  who  offer  to 
speak).  You  have  had  your  spokes- 
man ! 
Where  is  the  young  man  thus  accused  ? 

Old  Bathory.  I  know  not  : 

But  if  no  ill  betide  him  on  the  moun- 
tains, 
He  will  not  long  be  absent ! 
Sarolta.  Thou  art  his  father  ? 

Old  Bathory.    None  ever  with   more 
reason  prized  a  son  ; 
Yet  I  hate  falsehood  more  than  I  love 

him. 
But   more  than   one,   now  in  my  lady's 

presence. 
Witnessed  the  affray,  besides  these  men 
of  malice  ;  no 

And  if  I  swerve  from  truth 

Glycine.  Yes  !  good  old  man  ! 

My  lady !  pray  believe  him  ! 

Sarolta.  Hush,  Glycine  ! 

Be  silent,  I  command  you. 

\The71  to  Bathory. 
Speak  !  we  hear  you  ! 
Old  Bathory.  My  tale  is  brief.     During 
our  festive  dance. 
Your  servants,  the  accusers  of  my  son. 
Offered  gross  insults,  in  unmanly  sort, 
To  our  village  maidens.      He  (could  he 

do  less  ?) 
Rose  in  defence  of  outraged  modesty. 
And  so  persuasive  did  his  cudgel  prove, 
(Your  hectoring  sparks  so  over-brave  to 
women  120 

Are  always  cowards)  that  they  soon?  took 

flight. 
And  now  in  mere  revenge,  like  baffled 

boasters. 
Have  framed  this  tale,  out  of  some  hasty 

words 
Which  their  own  threats  provoked. 

Sarolta.  Old  man  !  you  talk 

Too   bluntly !    Did    your    son    owe    no 

respect 
To  the  livery  of  our  house  ? 

Old  Bathory.  Even  such  respect 

As  the  sheep's  skin  should  gain  for  the 

hot  wolf 
That  hath  begun  to  worry  the  poor  lambs  ! 


Laska.   Old  insolent  ruffian  ! 
Glycine.        Pardon  !  pardon,  madam  ! 
I  saw  the  whole  affray.      The  good  old 

man  130 

Means  no    offence,  sweet  lady  ! — You, 

yourself, 
Laska  !  know  well,  that  these  men  were 

the  ruffians  ! 
Shame  on  you  ! 

Sarolta   (speaks    with  affected  anger). 

What !  Glycine  ?  Go,  retire  ! 
{Exit  Glycine,  jnournfully. 
Be  it  then  that  these  men  faulted.     Yet 

yourself, 
Or  better  still  belike  the  maidens'  parents. 
Might  have  complained  to  us.    Was  ever 

access 
Denied  you  ?  Or  free  audience  ?    Or  are 

we 
Weak    and    unfit    to    punish    our    own 

servants  ? 
Old    Bathory.    So    then !     So    then  ! 

Heaven      grant     an     old     man 

patience  ! 
And  must  the  gardener  leave  his  seedling 

plants,  140 

Leave  his   young   roses  to   the    rooting 

swine 
While    he    goes    ask    their    master,     if 

perchance 
His  leisure  serve  to  scourge  them  from 

their  ravage  ? 
Laska.    Ho  !    Take    the    rude    clown 

from  your  lady's  presence  ! 
I  will  report  her  further  will  ! 

Sarolta.  Wait  then, 

Till  thou  hast  learnt  it  !    Fervent  good 

old  man  ! 
Forgive  me  that,  to  try  thee,  I  put  on 
A    face     of     sternness,     alien     to     my 

meaning  ! 

{Then  speaks  to  the  Servants. 
Hence  !    leave  my  presence  !    and  you, 

Laska  !  mark  me  ! 
Those  rioters  are  no  longer  of  my  house- 
hold !  150 
If  we   but   shake    a  dew-drop    from    a 

rose 
In    vain  would    we    replace  it,    and  as 

vainly 
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Restore  the  tear  of  wounded  modesty 
To  a  maiden's  eye  familiarized  to  licence. — 
But  these  men,  Laska — 

Laska  (aside).     Yes,  now  'tis  coming. 
Sarolta.  Brutal  aggressors   first,   then 

baffled  dastards, 
That  they  have  sought  to  piece  out  their 

revenge 
With  a  tale  of  words  lured  from  the  lips 

of  anger 
Stamps  them  most  dangerous  ;  and  till 

I  want 
Fit  means  for  wicked  ends,  we  shall  not 

need  i6o 

Their  services.     Discharge  them  !    You, 

Bathory  ! 
Are  henceforth  of  my  household  !  I   shall 

place  you 
Near  my  own  person.     When  your  son 

returns, 
Present  him  to  us  ! 

Old  Bathory.   Ha  !    what    strangers  ^ 

here  ! 
What  business  have  they  in  an  old  man's 

eye  ? 
Your  goodness,   lady — and    it  came   so 

sudden — 
I  can  not — must  not — let  you  be  deceived. 
I  have  yet  another  tale,  but — • 

[Then  to  Sarolta  aside. 

not  for  all  ears  ! 

Sarolta.  I  oft  have  passed  your  cottage, 

and  still  praised  170 

Its  beauty,  and'  that  trim  orchard-plot, 

whose  blossoms  ^"""^ 

The  gusts  of  April  showered  aslant  its 

thatch. 
Come,    you    shall    shew    it    me  !    And, 

while  you  bid  it 
Farewell,   be  not  ashamed  that  I  should 

witness 
The  oil  of  gladness  glittering  on  the  water 
Of  an  ebbing  grief. 

[Bathory  bowing,  shews  her  into 
his  cottage. 

1  Refers  to  the  tear,  which  he  feels  starting  in 
his  eye.  The  following  line  was  borrowed  un- 
consciously from  Mr.  Wordsworth's  Excursion. 
— [Note  by  S.  T.  C]  The  line  is  in  Excursion, 
Book  I.  line  603. — Ed. 


Laska    {alone).      Vexation  !    bafflei 
school'd  ! 
Ho  !  Laska  !  wake  !  why  ?  what  can 

this  mean  ? 
She     sent     away    that     cockatrice 

anger ! 
Oh  the  false  witch  !     It  is  too  plain,  s] 

loves  him. 

And  now,  the  old  man  near  my  lady's 
person,  180 

She'll  see  this  Bethlen  hourly  ! 

\L.k'?,^Kfiings  himself  into  the  seat, 
GuYClN'K  peeps  in  tiftiidly. 
Glycine.  Laska  !  Laska  ! 

Is  my  lady  gone  ? 

Laska  [surlily).  Gone. 

Glycine.  Have  you  yet  seen  hi: 

Is  he  returned  ? 

[Laska  starts  up  from  his  set 
Has  the  seat  stung  you,  Laska  ? 
Laska.   No,  serpent  !  no  ;  'tis  you  tj 
sting  me  ;  you  ! 
What  !  you  would  cling  to  him  again 
Glycine.  Whom  ? 

Laska.  Bethlen  !  Bethlei 

Yes  ;  gaze  as  if  your  very  eyes  embrace* 

him  ! 

Ha !    you   forget   the   scene   of  yester- 
day ! 
Mute   ere  he  came,  but  then — Out  on 
your  screams,  189 

And  your  pretended  fears ! 

Glycine.  Your  fears,  at  least, 

Were  real,   Laska  !    or   your   trembling 

limbs 
And  white  cheeks  played  the  hypocrites 
most  vilely  ! 
Laska.   I  fear  !  whom  ?  what  ? 
Glycitie.    I  know  what  /  should  fear, 
Were  I  in  Laska's  place. 

Laska.  What? 

Glycine.  My  own  conscience. 

For  having  fed  my  jealousy  and  envy 
With  a  plot,  made  out  of  other  men's 

revenges, 
Against  a  brave  and  innocent  young  man's 

life! 
Yet,  yet,  pray  tell  me  ! 

Laska  {malignantly).   You  will  know 
too  soon. 
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Glycine.   Would  I  could  find  my  lady  ! 

though  she  chid  me — 

y'et  this  suspense —  \Going. 

Laska.     Stop  !    stop  !    one    question 

only —  200 

[  am  quite  calm — 

Glycine.  Ay,  as  the  old  song  says, 

Calm  as  a  tiger,  valiant  as  a  dove. 
Nay   now,    I    have    marred    the  verse  : 
well  !  this  one  question — 
Laska.   Are  you  not  bound  to  me  by 
your  own  promise  ? 
A.nd  is  it  not  as  plain — 
Glycine.     Halt  !  that's  two  questions. 
Laska.   Pshaw  !     Is  it  not  as  plain  as 
impudence, 
That   you're   in    love   with    this   young 

swaggering  beggar, 
Bethlen  Bathory  ?  When  he  was  accused, 
Why  pressed  _;yi?/^  forward  ?    Why  didjj'ow 
defend  him  ? 
Glycine.     Question     meet     question : 
that's  a  woman's  privilege.        210 
Why,  Laska,  did  yoii  urge  Lord  Casimir 
To  make    my  lady  force    that   promise 
from  me  ? 
Laska.   So  then,  you  say,  Lady  Sarolta 

forced  you  ? 
Glycine.   Could  I  look  up  to  her  dear 
countenance, 
.\nd  say  her  nay  ?     As  far  back  as  I  wot 

of 
A.11  her  commands  were  gracious,  sweet 

requests. 
How  could  it  be  then,  but  that  her  re- 
quests 
iMust  needs  have  sounded  to  me  as  com- 
mands ? 
.'^nd   as    for    love,    had    I    a   score    of 

loves, 
['d  keep  them  all  for  my  dear,  kind,  good 
mistress.  220 

Laska.   Not  one  for  Bethlen? 
Glycine.    Oh  !  that's  a  different  thing. 
ro  be  sure  he's   brave,  and  handsome, 
'  and  so  pious 

To  his  good  old  father.     But  for  loving 
him — 

IJ^ay,  there,   indeed    you    are    mistaken, 
Laska  ! 


Poor  youth  !  I  rather  think  I  grieve  for 

him  ; 
For  I  sigh  so   deeply  when   I  think  of 

him  ! 
And  if  I  see  him,  the  tears  come  in  my 

eyes. 
And  my  heart  beats ;  and  all  because  I 

dreamt 
That  the  war-wolf  ^  had  gored  him  as  he 

hunted  229 

In  the  haunted  forest  ! 

Laska.  You  dare  own  all  this  ? 

Your   lady    will    not    warrant    promise- 
breach. 
Mine,    pampered  Miss  !   you    shall    be ; 

and  I'll  make  you 
Grieve  for  him  with  a  vengeance.    Odd's, 

my  fingers 
Tingle  already  ! 

\AIakes  threatening  signs. 
Glycine  {aside).   Ha  !  Bethlen  coming 

this  way  ! 

[Glycine   then   cries   ont   as  if 
afraid  of  being  beaten. 
Oh,  save  me  !  save  me  !     Pray  don't  kill 

me,  Laska  ! 

Enter  Bethlen  in  an  Hunting  Dress. 

Bethlen.   What,  beat  a  woman  ! 
Laska  {to  Glycine).   O  you  cockatrice ! 
Bethlen.   Unmanly  dastard,  hold  ! 
Laska  {pompously).   Do  you  chance  to 
know 
Who  —  I  -^  am,    Sir  ?  —  ('Sdeath  !  how 
black  he  looks  !) 
Bethlen-.   I  have  started  many  strange 
beasts  in  my  time, 
But  none  less  like  a  man,  than  this  before 
me  240 

That    lifts    his    hand    against    a    timid 
female. 
Laska.   Bold  youth  !  she's  mine. 
Glycine.  No,  not  my  master  yet. 

But  only  is  to  be  ;  and  all,  because 
Two    years    ago    my    lady    asked    me, 
and 

1  For  the  best  account  of  the  War -wolf 
or  Lycanthropus,  see  Drayton's  Moon- calf, 
Chalmers'  English  Poets,  vol.  iv.  p.  133.  [Note 
by  S.  T.  C] 
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I  promised  her,  not   hi7ii ;  and  if  she'll 

let  me, 
I'll  hate  you,  my  lord's  steward. 

Bethlen.  Hush,  Glycine  ! 

Glycine.  Yes,  I  do,   Bethlen ;    for  he 
just  now  brought 
False  witnesses  to  swear  away  your  life  : 
Your  life,  and  old  Bathory's  too. 
Bethlen.  Bathory's ! 

Where  is  my  father  ?     Answer,  or 

Ha  !  gone  !  250 

[Laska  during  this  time  slinks  off 

the  Stage,  using  threatening 

gestures  to  Glycine. 

Glycine.   Oh,    heed   not  him  !   I   saw 

you  pressing  onward, 

And  did  but  feign  alarm.     Dear  gallant 

youth, 
It  is  your  life  they  seek  ! 

Bethlen.  My  life  ? 

Glycine.  Alas, 

Lady  Sarolta  even — 

Bethlen.  She  does  not  know  me  ! 

Glycine.   Oh  that  she  did  !  she  could 
not  then  have  spoken 
With    such    stern     countenance.       But 

though  she  spurn  me, 
I  will  kneel,  Bethlen — 

Bethlen.  Not  for  me.  Glycine  ! 

What  have   I   done  ?  or   whom  have   I 
offended  ? 
Glycine.    Rash   words,    'tis   said,   and 
treasonous  of  the  king. 
[Bethlen  mutters  to  himself  in- 
dignajitly. 
Glycine  [aside).   So  looks    the  statue, 
in  our  hall,  o'  the  god,  260 

The  shaft  just  flown  that  killed  the  ser- 
pent ! 
Bethlen  {muttering  aside).  King  ! 

Glycine.   Ah,  often  have  I  wished  _y^z^ 
were  a  king. 
You   would   protect    the  helpless   every 

where, 
As  you  did  us.     And  I,  too,  should  not 

then 
Grieve  for  you,   Bethlen,   as  I  do  ;  nor 

have 
The  tears  come  in  my  eyes ;  nor  dream 
bad  dreams 


That  you  were  killed  in  the  forest ; 

then  Laska 
Would  have  no  right  to  rail  at  me, 

say 
(Yes,  the  base  man,  he  says,)  that 

love  you. 
Bethlen.    Pretty  Glycine !    wert  thor' 

not  betrothed —  ■2.^<. 

But  in  good  truth  I  know  not  what  ] 

speak. 
This  luckless  morning  I   have  been  sc 

haunted 
With  my  own  fancies,  starting  up  like 

omens. 
That  I  feel  like  one,  who  waking  from  s 

dream 
Both   asks   and   answers   wildly.  —  Bui 

Bathory  ? 
Glycine.    Hist  !   'tis    my  lady's    step 

She  must  not  see  you  ! 

[Bethlen  retires. 

Enter  from  the  Cottage  Sarolta  aiid 
Bathory. 

Sarolta.  Go,  seek  your  son  !  I  need  no 
add,  be  speedy — 
You  here.  Glycine  ?       \Exit  Bathory, 

Glycine.   Pardon,  pardon,  Madam  ! 
If  you  but  saw  the  old  man's  son,  yot 
would  not,  271 

You  could  not  have  him  harmed. 

Sarolta.  Be  calm,  Glycine 

Glycine.   No,  I  shall  break  my  heart. 
[Sobbit^ 
Sarolta  {takittg  her  hand).   Ha  !  is  ij 
so? 
O  strange  and  hidden   power   of  sym 
pathy,  1 

That  of  like  fates,  though  all  unknowi 

to  each. 
Dost  make  blind  instincts,  orphan's  hear 
to  orphan's  ' 

Drawing  by  dim  disquiet  ! 

Glycine.  Old  Bathoiy- 

Sarolta.   Seeks  his  brave  son.     Come 
wipe  away  thy  tears. 
Yes,   in  good  truth,   Glycine,  this  sani' 

Bethlen 
Seems    a    most    noble    and    deservinji 
youth. 
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Glycine.   My  lady  does  not  mock  me  ? 
Sarolta.  Where  is  Laska  ? 

Has  he  not  told  thee  ? 

Glycine.  Nothing.     In  his  fear — 

Anger,    I    mean — stole    off — I    am    so 
fluttered —  291 

Left  me  abruptly — 

Sarolta.  His  shame  excuses  hirii  ! 

He  is  somewhat  hardly  tasked  ;  and  in 

discharging 
His   own   tools,  cons  a  lesson  for  him- 
self. 
Bathory   and    the    youth    henceforward 

live 
Safe  in  my  lord's  protection. 

Glycine.  The  saints  bless  you  ! 

Shame    on    my  graceless  heart  !     How 

dared  I  fear, 
Lady  Sarolta  could  be  cruel  ? 

Sarolta.  Come, 

Be  yourself,  girl  ! 

Glycine.    O,  'tis  so  full  heix  ! 

[At  her  heart. 
And  now  it  can  not  haiTn  him  if  I  tell 
you,  300 

That  the  old  man's  son — 

Sarolta.        Is  not  that  old  man's  son  ! 
A  destiny,  not  unlike  thine  own,  is  his. 
For  all  I  know  of  thee  is,  that  thou  art 
A  soldier's  orphan  :  left  when  rage  intes- 
tine 
Shook    and    engulphed    the    pillars    of 

Illyria. 
This  other  fragment,  thrown  back  by  that 

same  earthquake, 
This,  so  mysteriously  inscribed  by  nature. 
Perchance  may  piece  out  and  interpret 

thine. 
Command  thyself !    Be  secret !    His  true 

father 309 

Hear'st  thou  ? 

Glycine  {eagerly).  O  tell — 

Bethlen   {who  had  overheard  the  last 
few  words,  now  rtishes  out).   Yes, 
tell  me.  Shape  from  heaven  ! 
Who  is  my  father  ? 

Sarolta  {gazing  with  surprize).   Thine  ? 

Thy  father  ?     Rise  ! 
Glycine.   Alas  !    He  hath  alarmed  you, 
my  dear  lady  ! 

C 


Sarolta.   His  countenance,  not  his  act ! 
Glycine.  Rise,  Bethlen  !  Rise  ! 

Bethlen.    No ;  kneel   thou  too  !    and 

with  thy  orphan's  tongue 
Plead   for   me !       I    am    rooted    to  the 

earth 
And  have  no  power  to  rise  !     Give  me  a 

father  ! 
There  is  a  prayer  in  those  uplifted  eyes 
That  seeks  high  Heaven  !      But  I  will 

overtake  it. 
And  bring  it  back,  and  make  it  plead  for 

me 
In   thine  own  heart  !     Speak  !    Speak  ! 

Restore  to  me  320 

A  name  in  the  world  ! 

Sarolta.   By  that  blest  Heaven  I  gazed 

at, 
I  know  not  who  thou  art.    And  if  I  knew, 
Dared  I — But  rise  ! 

Bethlen.      Blest  spirits  of  my  parents, 
Ye  hover  o'er  me  now  !     Ye  shine  upon 

me  ! 
And  like  a  flower  that  coils  forth  from  a 

ruin, 
I  feel  and  seek  the  light  I  can  not  see ! 
Sarolta.    Thou  see'st  yon  dim  spot  on 

the  mountain's  ridge, 
But  what  it  is  thou  know'st  not.      Even 

such 
Is   all   I    know   of  thee — haply,   brave 

youth. 
Is  all   Fate   makes  it    safe  for    thee  to 

know !  330 

Bethlen.    Safe  ?  Safe  ?     O  let  me  then 

inherit  danger, 
And  it  shall  be  my  birth-right  ! 

Sarolta  {aside).        That  look  again  ! — 
The  wood  which  first  incloses,  and  then 

skirts 
The  highest  track  that  leads  across  the 

mountains — 
Thou  know'st  it,  Bethlen  ? 

Bethlen.  Lady,  'twas  my  wont 

To  roam  there  in  my  childhood  oft  alone 
And  mutter  to  myself  the  name  of  father. 
For  still  Bathory  (why,  till  now  I  guessed 

not) 
Would  never  hear  it  from  my  lips,  but 

sighing 
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Gazed    upward.       Yet    of  late    an    idle 

terror 340 

Glycine.   Madam,  that  wood  is  haunted 

by  the  war-wolves, 

Vampires,  and  monstrous 

SaroUa  {with  a  smile).    Moon-calves, 

credulous  girl  ! 
Haply   some    o'ergrown    savage    of   the 

forest 
Hath  his  lair  there,  and  fear  hath  framed 

the  rest. 
\The7t  speaking  again  to  Bethlen. 
After  that  last   great  battle,    (O   young 

man  ! 
Thou  wakest  anew  my  life's  sole  anguish) 

that 
Which  fixed  Lord  Emerick  on  his  throne, 

Bathory 
Led    by    a    cry,    far    inward    from     the 

track, 
In  the  hollow  of  an  oak,  as  in  a  nest. 
Did  find  thee,  Bethlen,  then  an  helpless 

babe.  350 

The  i^obe  that  wrapt  thee  was  a  widow's 

mantle. 
Bethlen.    An    infant's   weakness    doth 

relax  my  frame. 

0  say — I  fear  to  ask 

Sarolta.  And  I  to  tell  thee. 

Bethlen.     Strike  !    O    strike   quickly  ! 
See,  I  do  not  shrink. 

[Striking  Ms  In-east. 

1  am  stone,  cold  stone. 

Sarolta.  Hid  in  a  brake  hard  by, 

Scarce  by  both  palms  supported  from  the 

earth, 
A   wounded    lady   lay,    whose   life    fast 

waning 
Seemed  to  survive  itself  in  her  fixt  eyes, 
That  strained    towards    the    babe.       At 

length  one  arm 
Painfully  from    her   own    weight  disen- 
gaging, 360 
She  pointed  first  to  heaven,   then  from 

her  bosom 
Drew  forth  a  golden  casket.      Thus  en- 
treated 
Thy  foster-father  took  thee  in  his  arms, 
And  kneeling  spake  :    '  If  aught  of  this 
world's  comfort 


Can  reach  thy  heart,  receive  a  jjcor  man's 

troth. 
That  at    my   life's  risk   I  will   save   thy 

child  !' 
Her   countenance   worked,    as  one    that 

seemed  preparing 
A  loud  voice,  but  it  died  upon  her  lips 
In    a    faint  whisper,    '  Fly !  Save  him ! 

Hide— hide  all  ! ' 
Bethlen.  And  did  he  leave  her  ?  What ! 

had  I  a  mother  ?  370 

And  left  her  bleeding,  dying?     Bought 

Ivile  life 
With  the  desertion  of  a  dying  mother? 
Oh  agony  ! 

Glycine.   Alas  !  thou  art  bewildered. 
And   dost  forget   thou  wert  an  helpless 

infant  ! 
Bethlen.   What  else  can  I  remember, 

but  a  mother 
Mangled  and  left  to  perish  ? 

Sarolta.  Hush,  Glycine  ! 

It    is    the    ground -swell    of    a    teeming 

instinct  : 
Let  it  but  lift  itself  to  air  and  sunshine. 
And  it  will  find  a  mirror  in  the  waters, 
It  now  makes  boil  above  it.     Check  him 

not  !  380 

Bethlen.    O  that  I  were  diffused  among 

the  waters 
That  pierce  into  the  secret  depths  of  earth, 
And  find  their  way  in  darkness  !    Would 

that  I 
Could  spread  myself  upon  the  homeless 

winds  ! 
And   I  would  seek  her  !   for  she  is  not 

dead  ! 
She  can  not  die  !       O  pardon,  gracious 

lady  ! 
You  were  about  to  say,  that  he  returned — 
Sarolta.   Deep  Love,  the  godlike  in  us, 

still  believes 
Its  objects  as  immortal  as  itself !  389 

Bethlen.   And  found  her  still — 
Sarolta.  Alas  !  he  did  return, 

He  left  no  spot  unsearched  in  all  the 

forest, 
But    she   (I    trust  me   by  some   friendly 

hand) 
Had  been  borne  off. 
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Bethlen.  O  whither? 

Glycine.  Dearest  Bethlen  ! 

I  would  that  you   could  weep  like  me  ! 

0  do  not 
Gaze  so  upon  the  air  ! 

SaroUa  {contimcing  the  storyi).    While 
he  was  absent, 
A  friendly  troop,  'tis  certain,  scoured  the 

wood, 
Hotly  pursued  indeed  by  Emerick. 

Bethlen.  Emerick. 

Oh  Hell ! 

Glycine  {to  silence  hi?n).    Bethlen  ! 
Bethlen.    Hist !   I'll    curse    him    in    a 
whisper ! 
This  gracious  lady  must  hear  blessings 

only. 
She  hath  not  yet   the  glory  round  her 
head,  400 

Nor    those    strong    eagle    wings,    which 

made  swift  way 
To  that  appointed  place,  which  I  must 

seek  : 
Or  else  she  were  my  mother  ! 

Sarolta.  Noble  youth  ! 

From  me  fear  nothing  !     Long  time  have 

1  owed 

Offerings  of  expiation  for  misdeeds 
Long  passed  that  weigh  me  down,  though 

innocent ! 
Thy   foster-father   hid    the    secret   from 

thee, 
For  he  perceived  thy  thoughts  as  they 

expanded, 
Proud,  restless,  and  ill-sorting  with  thy 

state ! 
Vain  was  his  care  !     Thou'st  made  thy- 
self suspected  410 
E'en  where  Suspicion  reigns,  and   asks 

no  proof 
But  its  own  fears !     Great  Nature  hath 

endowed  thee 
With  her  best   gifts  !      From  me  thou 

shalt  receive 
All    honourable     aidance !      But    haste 

hence ! 
Travel  will  ripen  thee,  and  enterprize 
Beseems  thy  years  !      Be  thou  henceforth 

my  soldier ! 
And  whatsoe'er  betide  thee,  still  believe 


That   in    each   noble   deed,   achieved   or 

suffered, 
Thou  solvest  best  the  riddle  of  thy  birth  ! 
And    may    the    light    that   streams  from 

thine  own  honour  420 

Guide  thee  to  that  thou  seekest ! 

Glycine.  Must  he  leave  us  ? 

Bethlen.   And  for  such  goodness  can  I 

return  nothing, 
But  some  hot  tears  that  sting  mine  eyes  ? 

Some  sighs 
That    if  not   breathed  would   swell  my 

heart  to  stifling  ? 
May  heaven  and  thine  own  virtues,  high- 
born lady. 
Be  as  a  shield  of  fire,  far,  far  aloof 
To  scare  all  evil  from  thee  !     Yet,  if  fate 
Hath  destined  thee  one  doubtful  hour  of 

danger. 
From  the  uttermost  region  of  the  earth, 

methinks. 
Swift  as  a  spirit  invoked,   I  should  be 

with  thee  !  430 

And     then,    perchance,    I    might    have 

power  to  unbosom 
These  thanks  that  struggle  here.      Eyes 

fair  as  thine 
Have  gazed  on  me  with  tears  of  love  and 

anguish. 
Which  these  eyes  saw  not,  or  beheld  un- 
conscious ; 
And  tones  of  anxious  fondness,  passionate 

prayers, 
Have   been    talked    to   me  !      But    this 

tongue  ne'er  soothed 
A  mother's  ear,  lisping  a  mother's  name  ! 
O,    at   how    dear   a   price   have   I    been 

loved 
And  no  love  could  return  !     One  boon 

then,  lady! 
Where'er  thou  bid'st,    I  go    thy  faithful 

soldier,  440 

But  first  must  trace  the  spot,  where  she 

lay  bleeding 
Who  gave  me  life.     No  more  shall  beast 

of  ravine 
Affront    with    baser    spoil    that    sacred 

forest  ! 
Or  if  avengers  more  than  human  haunt 

there, 
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Take  they  what  shape  they  list,  savage 

or  heavenly, 
They  shall  make  answer  to  me,  though 

my  heart's  blood 
Should    be    the    spell    to    bind    them. 

Blood  calls  for  blood  ! 

[Exit  Bethlen. 
Sarolta.   Ah  !  it  was  this  I  feared.     To 

ward  off  this 
Did     I    withhold    from    him    that    old 

Bathory 
Returning,    hid    beneath    the    self -same 

oak,  450 

Where  the  babe  lay,    the   mantle,   and 

some  jewel 
Bound  on  his  infant  arm. 

Glycine.  Oh,  let  me  fly 

And  stop  him  !    Mangled  limbs  do  there 

lie  scattered 
Till   the  lured  eagle  bears  them  to  her 

nest. 
And    voices    have    been    heard  !      And 

there  the  plant  grows 
That    being    eaten    gives    the    inhuman 

wizard 
Power  to  put  on  the  fell  Hyaena's  shape. 
Sarolta.   What   idle   tongue  hath  be- 
witched thee,  Glycine? 
I  hoped  that  thou  had'st  learnt  a  nobler 

faith. 
Glycine.   O  chide  me  not,  dear  lady  ; 

question  Laska,  460 

Or  the  old  man. 

Sarolta.   Forgive  me,  I  spake  harshly. 
It  is  indeed  a  mighty  sorcery 
That  doth  enthrall  thy  young  heart,  my 

poor  girl. 
And  what  hath  Laska  told  thee  ? 

Glycine.  Three  days  past 

A  courier  from  the  king  did  cross  that 

wood  ; 
A  wilful    man,    that  armed    himself  on 

purpose  ; 
And  never  hath  been  heard  of  from  that 

time  !        [Sound  of  horns  without. 
Sarolta.   Hark  !  dost  thou  hear  it  ? 
Glycine.  'Tis  the  sound  of  horns  ! 

Our  huntsmen  are  not  out ! 

Sarolta.  Lord  Casimir 

Would  not  come  thus !        [Horns  again. 


Glycine.  Still  louder! 

Sarolta.  Haste  we  hence ! 

For  I  believe  in  part  thy  tale  of  terror ! 
But,  trust  me,  'tis  the  inner  man  trans- 
formed :  472 
Beasts  in  the  shape  of  men  are  worse 
than  war-wolves. 
[Sarolta  and  Glycine  exeunt. 
Trumpets,       etc.,        louder. 
E7iter     Emerick,      Lord 
Rudolph,      Laska,      a^td 
Huntsmen  and  Attendants. 
Rudolph.   A  gallant  chace,  sire. 
Emerick.        Aye,  but  this  new  quarry 
That  we  last  started  seems  worth  all  the 
rest. 

[Then  to  Laska. 
And    you  —  excuse    me  —  what's    your 
name  ? 
Laska.  Whatever 

Your  majesty  may  please. 

Emerick.      Nay,  that's  too  late,  man. 
Say,    what   thy   mother    and    thy   god- 
father 
Were  pleased  to  call  thee. 

Laska.         Laska,  my  liege  sovereign. 
Emerick.     Well,    my    liege     subject, 
Laska !     And  you  are  480 

Lord  Casimir's  steward  ? 

Laska.     And  your  Majesty's  ci-eature. 
Emerick.    Two  gentle  dames  made  oflf 
at  our  approach. 
Which  was  your  lady? 

Laska.  My  liege  lord,  the  taller,  i 

The  other,  please  your  grace,  is  her  poor 

handmaid, 
Long  since  betrothed  to  me.      But  the 

maid's  froward — 
Yet  would  your  Grace  but  speak — 

E?nerick.  Hum,  master  steward  1 

I   am   honoured   with  this  sudden  con- ' 

fidence. 
Lead  on. 

[To  Laska,  tkeit  to  Rudolph. 
Lord  Rudolph,  you'll  announce  our 
coming. 
Greet  fair  Sarolta  from  me,  and  entreat , 

her 
To  be   our  gentle  hostess.    ■  Mark,  you 
add  490 
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How  much  we  grieve,   that  business  of 

the  state 
Hath   forced  us  to  delay  her  lord's  re- 
turn. 
Lord  Rudolph  (aside).   Lewd,  ingrate 
tyrant !  Yes,  I  will  announce  thee. 
Emerick.   Now  onward  all. 

\Exewit  attendants. 

Emerick   [solus').    A  fair   one,   by  my 

faith ! 

If  her  face  rival  but  her  gait  and  stature, 

My  good  friend  Casimir  had  his  reasons 

too. 
'  Her  teiider  health,  her  vow  of  strict  re- 
tirement. 
Made  eat-ly   in  the  convent — His   -word 


All  fictions,  all !  fictions  of  jealousy. 
Well !     If  the  mountain  move  not  to  the 

prophet,  500 

The  prophet  must  to  the  mountain  !     In 

this  Laska 
There's  somewhat  of  the  knave  mixed  up 

with  dolt. 
Through  the   transparence   of  the   fool, 

methought, 
I  saw  (as  I  could  lay  my  finger  on  it) 
The  crocodile's  eye,  that  peered  up  from 

the  bottom. 
This    knave  may  do   us    service.      Hot 

ambition 
Won  me  the  husband.      Now  let  vanity 
And  the  resentment  for  a  forced  seclusion 
Decoy  the  wife  !     Let  him  be  deemed 

the  aggressor  509 

Whose  cunning  and  distrust  began   the 

game  !  \Exit. 

ACT  II 

Scene  I 

A  savage  wood.  At  one  side  a  cavern, 
overhung  ivith  ivy.  Zapolya  and 
Raab  Kiuprili  discovered:  both, 
but  especially  the  latter,  in  rude  and 
savage  ga7-inents. 

Raab  Kiuprili.   Heard  you  then  aught 

while  I  was  slumbering  ? 
Zapolya.  Nothing. 


Only  your  face  became  convulsed.      We 

miserable  ! 
Is  Heaven's  last  mercy  fled  ?      Is  sleep 

grown  treacherous? 
Raab  Kiuprili.    O  for  a  sleep,  for  sleep 

itself  to  rest  in  ! 
I  dreamt  I  had  met  with  food  beneath  a 

tree, 
And   I  was   seeking  you,    when    all    at 

once 
My  feet  became  entangled  in  a  net  : 
Still  more  entangled  as  in  rage  I  tore  it. 
At  length  I  freed  myself,  had  sight  of 

you. 
But  as  I  hastened  eagerly,  again  10 

I  found  my  frame  encumbered  :  a  huge 

serpent 
Twined   round    my   chest,    but    tightest 

round  my  throat. 
Zapolya.   Alas  !  'twas  lack  of  food  :  for 

hunger  choaks ! 
Raab  Kiuprili.   And  now  I  saw  you  by 

a  shrivelled  child 
Strangely   pursued.       You   did  not   fly, 

yet  neither 
Touched    you    the    ground    methought, 

but  close  above  it 
Did  seem  to  shoot  yourself  along  the  air. 
And  as  you  passed  me,  turned  your  face 

and  shrieked. 
Zapolya.   I  did  in  truth  send  forth  a 

feeble  shriek, 
Scarce    knowing    why.        Perhaps    the 

mocked  sense  craved  20 

To    hear   the    scream,    which    you    but 

seemed  to  utter. 
For  your  whole  face  looked  like  a  mask 

of  torture  ! 
Yet  a  child's  image  doth  indeed  pursue  me 
Shrivelled  with  toil  and  penury  ! 

Raab  Kiuprili.     Nay !  what  ails  you  ? 
Zapolya.   A  wonderous  faintness  there 

comes  stealing  o'er  me. 
Is  it  Death's  lengthening  shadow,  who 

comes  onward, 
Life's  setting  sun  behind  him  ? 

Raab  Kiuprili.       Cheerly  !  The  dusk 
Will  quickly  shroud  us.      Ere  the  moon 

be  up. 
Trust  me  I'll  bring  thee  food  ! 
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Zapolya.  Hunger's  tooth  has 

Gnawn  itself  blunt.      O,   I  could  queen 

it  well  30 

O'er  my  own  sorrows  as  my  rightful  sub- 
jects. 
But    wherefore,     O    revered    Kiuprili  ! 

wherefore 
Did  my  importunate  prayers,  my  hopes 

and  fancies, 
Force  thee  from  thy  secure  though  sad 

retreat  ? 
Would  that  my  tongue  had  then  cloven 

to  my  mouth  ! 
But  Heaven  is  just !  With  tears  I  con- 
quered thee. 
And  not  a  tear  is  left  me  to  repent  with  ! 
Had'st  thou  not    done    already — had'st 

thou  not 
Suffered — oh,  more  than  e'er  man  feigned 

of  friendship  ? 
Raab  Kiuprili.  Yet  be  thou  comforted  ! 

What  !  had'st  thou  faith  40 

When  I  turned  back  incredulous  ?    'Twas 

thy  light 
That  kindled   mine.     And  shall  it  now 

go  out, 
And   leave   thy  soul  in  darkness  ?     Yet 

look  up. 
And  think  thou  see'st  thy  sainted  lord 

commissioned 
And  on  his  way   to   aid   us  !     Whence 

those  late  dreams, 
Which  after  such  long  interval  of  hope- 
less 
And  silent  resignation  all  at  once 
Night  after  night  commanded  thy  return 
Hither  ?    and    still    presented    in    clear 

vision 
This    wood    as    in    a    scene  ?    this   very 

cavern  ?  50 

Thou    darest   not    doubt   that   Heaven's 

especial  hand 
Worked  in   those  signs.      The  hour  of 

thy  deliverance 
Is  on  the  stroke  : — for  Misery  can  not 

add 
Grief  to  thy  griefs,  or  Patience   to   thy 

sufferance  ! 
Zapolya.   Can  not  !   Oh,  what  if  thou 

wert  taken  from  me  ? 


Nay,    thou    said'st    well  :   for    that    and 

death  were  one. 
Life's  grief  is  at  its  height  indeed  ;  the 

hard 
Necessity  of  this  inhuman  state 
Has  made    our  deeds  inhuman    as   our 

vestments. 
Housed    in  this  wild   wood,    with  wild 

usages,  60 

Danger    our    guest,   and  famine    at    our 

portal — 
Wolf-like  to  prowl  in  the  shepherd's  fold 

by  night  ! 
At  once  for  food  and  safety  to  afifrighten 
The  traveller  from  his  road — 

[Glycine  is  heard  singing  with- 
out. 
Raab  Kiuprili.   Hark  !  heard  you  not 
A  distant  chaunt  ? 


SONG 
BY   GLYCINE 

A  sunny  shaft  did  I  behold. 
From  sky  to  earth  it  slanted  : 

And  poised  therein  a  bird  so  bold — 
Sweet  bird,  thou  wert  enchanted  ! 

He  sunk,  he  rose,  he  twinkled,  he 
trolled 

Within  that  shaft  of  sunny  mist ;  70 
His  eyes  of  fire,  his  beak  of  gold. 

All  else  of  amethyst  ! 

And  thus  he  sang  :  '  Adieu  !  adieu  ! 
Love's  dreams  prove  seldom  true. 
The  blossoms,  they  make  no  delay  : 
The  sparkling  dew-drops  will  not  stay. 
Sweet  month  of  May, 
We  must  away ; 
Far,  far  away  ! 

To-day !   to-day ! '  80 

Zapolya.       Sure  'tis  some  blest  spirit  I 
For    since    thou    slew'st    the    usurper's 

emissary 
That   plunged    upon   us,    a    more    than 

mortal  fear 
Is  as  a  wall,  that  wards  off  the  beleaguerer 
And  starves  the  poor  besieged. 

\Song  again. 
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Raab  Kiiiprili.    It  is  a  maiden's  voice  ! 

quick  to  the  cave  ! 
Zapolya.       Hark  !   her  voice  faulters  ! 
\Exit  Zapolya. 
Raab  Kiicprili.        She  must  not  enter 
The  cavern,  else  I  will  remain  unseen  ! 
[KiUPRiLl  retires  to  one  side  of  the 
stage.    Glycine  ejiters  sing- 
ing. 
Glycine  [fearfully).  A  savage  place  ! 
Saints     shield     me !       Bethlen  ! 
Bethlen !  89 

Not  here? — There's   no    one  here  !   I'll 
sing  again  !  \Sings  again. 

If  I  do  not  hear  my  own  voice,  I  shall  fancy 
Voices  in  all  chance  sounds  !         \Starts. 
'Twas  some  dry  branch 
Dropt  of  itself!   Oh,  he  went  forth  so 

rashly, 
Took  no  food  with  him — only  his  arms 

and  boar-spear  ! 
What  if  I  leave  these  cakes,  this  cruse  of 

wine, 
Here  by  this  cave,  and  seek  him  with 
the  rest  ? 
Raab  Kiupt-ili  [unseen).    Leave  them 

and  flee  ! 
Glycine   [shrieks,    then   recovering). 

Where  are  you  ? 
Raab   Kiuprili   [still  unseen).    Leave 

them  ! 
Glycine.  'Tis  Glycine  ! 

Speak  to  me,   Bethlen !    speak  in  your 

own  voice  ! 
All  silent  ! — If  this  were  the  war-wolf's 

den! 
'Twas  not  his  voice  ! — 

[Glycine  leaves  the  provisions, 

and   exit  fearfully.       KlU- 

PRILI  conies  forward,   seizes 

them  and  carries  them  into  the 

cavern.      GLYCINE  returns, 

having  recovered  herself. 

Glycitie.    Shame  !      Nothing  hurt  me  ! 

If  some  fierce  beast  have  gored  him,  he 

must  needs  loi 

Speak  with  a  strange  voice.      Wounds 

cause  thirst  and  hoarseness  ! 
Speak,  Bethlen  !  or  but  moan.     St — St 
No-Bethlen  ! 


If  I  turn  back  and.  he  should  be  found 
dead  here, 

[She  creeps  neat-er  and  nearer  to 
the  cavern. 
I  should  go  mad  ! — Again  ! — 'Twas  my 

own  heart  ! 
Hush,    coward  heart  !  better  beat    loud 

with  fear, 
Than  break  with  shame  and  anguish  ! 

\A.s  she  app7-oaches  to  enter  the 
cavern,  Kiuprili  stops  her. 
Glycine  shrieks. 

Saints  protect  me  ! 
Raab  Kiuprili.    Swear  then  by  all  thy 

hopes,  by  all  thy  fears — 
Glycine.   Save  me  ! 
Raab   Kiuprili.     Swear    secrecy   and 

silence  ! 
Glycine.  I  swear.  109 

Raab  Kiuprili.    Tell    what    thou   art, 

and  what  thou  seekest  ? 
Glycine.  Only 

A  harmless  orphan  youth,  to  bring  him 
food — • 
Raab    Kiuprili.     Wherefore    in    this 

wood  ? 
Glycine.   Alas  !  it  was  his  purpose — 
Raab  Kittprili.    With  what   intention 
camehe?  Would'st  thou  save  him, 
Hide  nothing  ! 

Glycine.     Save    him  !     O   forgive  his 
rashness  ! 
He  is  good,  and  did  not  know  that  thou 
wert  human  ! 
Raab     Kiuprili    [repeats    the    word). 
Human  ? 

[Then  sternly. 
With  what  design  ? 

Glycine.  To  kill  thee,  or 

If  that  thou  wert  a  spirit,  to  compel  thee 
By   prayers,   and    with   the   shedding  of 

his  blood, 
To  make  disclosure  of  his  parentage.    120 
But  most  of  all — ■ 

Zapolya  [rushing  out  from  the  cavern). 

Heaven's  blessing  on  thee  !  Speak  ! 

Glycine.   Whether  his  Mother  live,  or 

perished  here  ! 
Zapolya.  Angel  of  Mercy,  I  was  perish- 
ing 
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And  thou  did'st  bring  me  food  :  and  now 

thou  bring'st 
The  sweet,  sweet  food  of  hope  and  con- 
solation 
To    a   mother's    famished    heart  !     His 
name,  sweet  maiden  ! 
Glycine.    E'en    till   this    morning    we 
were  wont  to  name  him 
Bethlen  Bathory  ! 

Zapolya.  Even  till  this  morning? 

This   moi-ning  ?    when    my    weak    faith 

failed  me  wholly ! 
Pardon,  O   thou   that  portion'st  out  our 
sufferance,  130 

And  fiU'st  again  the  widow's  empty  cruse ! 
Say  on  ! 

Glycine.   The  false  ones  charged  the 
valiant  youth 
With  treasonous  words  of  Emerick^ — 
Zapolya.  Ha  !  my  son  ! 

Glycine.    And  of  Lord  Casimir — 
Raab  Kiuprili  {aside).  O  agony !  my 

son  ! 
Glycine.   But  my  dear  lady — 
Zapolya  and  Raab  Kiuprili,   Who  ? 
Glycine.  Lady  Sarolta 

Frowned  and  discharged  these  bad  men. 
Raab   Kiuprili    [turning  off,  and  to 
hi77iself).  Righteous  Heaven 

Sent  me  a  daughter  once,  and  I  repined 
That    it    was    not  a  son.      A  son  was 

given  me. 
My  daughter  died,  and  I  scarce  shed  a 
tear  :  140 

And  lo  !  that  son  became  my  curse  and 
infamy. 
Zapolya  {embraces  Glycine).   Sweet  in- 
nocent !    and  you  came   here  to 
seek  him, 
And  bring  him  food.     Alas !  thou  fear'st  ? 
Glycine.  Not  much  ! 

My  own  dear  lady,  when  I  was  a  child, 
Embraced  me  oft,  but  her  heart  never 

beat  so. 
For  I  too  am  an  orphan,  motherless  ! 
Raab  Kiuprili  {to  Zapolya).    O  yet  be- 
ware, lest  hope's  brief  flash  but 
deepen 
The  after  gloom,  and  make  the  darkness 
stormy  ! 


In  that  last  conflict,  following  our  escape, 

The  usurper's  cruelty  had   clogged  our 

flight  150 

With  many  a  babe  and  many  a  childing 

mother. 
This  maid  herself  is  one  of  numberless 
Planks  from  the  same  vast  wreck. 

\Then  to  GLYCINE  again. 
Well  !  Casimir's  wife — 
Glycine.   She  is   always  gracious,  and 
so  praised  the  old  man 
That  his  heart  o'erflowed,  and  made  dis- 
covery 
That  in  this  wood — 

Zapolya  {in  agitation).  O  speak  ! 

Glycine.  A  wounded  lady — 

[Zapolya7^z«A — they  both 
support  her. 
Glycine.   Is  this  his  mother  ? 
Raab  Kiuprili.   She  would  fain  believe 
it, 
Weak    though    the    proofs   be.       Hope 

draws  towards  itself 
The  flame  with  which  it  kindles. 

\Horti  heard  without. 
To  the  cavern  ! 
Quick  !  quick  ! 

Glycine.   Perchance  some  huntsmen  of 
the  king's.  i6g 

Raab  Kitiprili.   Emerick  ? 
Glycine.  He  came  this  morning — 

\They  retire  to  the  cavern,  bear- 
ing Zapolya.      Theji  etiter 
Bethlen,    armed   with    a 
boar-spear. 
Bethlen.  I  had  a  glimpse 

Of  some    fierce    shape ;    and   but    that 

Fancy  often 
Is  Nature's  intermeddlei%  and  cries  halves 
With  the  outward  sight,  I  should  believe 

I  saw  it 
Bear  off  some  human  prey.     O  my  pre- 
server ! 
Bathory  !    Father  !    Yes,  thou    deserv'st 

that  name  ! 
Thou  did'st  not  mock  me  !    These  are 

blessed  findings  ! 
The  secret  cypher  of  my  destiny 

[Looking  at  his  signet. 
Stands  here  inscribed :  it  is  the  seal  of  fate ! 
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Ha  !  —  {Observing  the  cave).    Had   ever 

monster  fitting  lair,  'tis  yonder  ! 
Thou  yawning  Den,   I  well    remember 

thee  !  171 

Mine  eyes  deceived  me  not.      Heaven 

leads  me  on  ! 
Now  for  a  blast,  loud  as  a  king's  defiance. 
To  rouse  the  monster  couchant  o'er  his 

ravine  ! 

\Blows  the  horn — then  a  pause. 
Another  blast  !  and  with  another  swell 
To  you,   ye    charmed  watchers  of  this 

wood ! 
If  haply  I  have  come,  the  rightful  heir 
Of  vengeance  :    if    in    me   survive    the 

spirits 
Of  those,  whose  guiltless  blood  flowed 

streaming  here  ! 

^Blows  again  louder. 
Still   silent  ?    Is    the    monster    gorged  ? 

Heaven  shield  me  !  180 

Thou,  faithful  spear  !  be  both  my  torch 

and  guide. 

\As  Bethlen  is  about  to  enter, 
KiuPRiLi    Speaks  from   the 
cave7-n  tinseeti. 
Raab  Kitiprili.   "Withdraw    thy   foot  ! 

Retract  thine  idle  spear, 
And  wait  obedient  ! 
Bethlen    {in  amazement).    Ha  !  What 

art  thou  ?  speak  ! 
RaabKiuprili{stilliinseen).  Avengers  ! 
Bethlen.       By  a  dying  mother's  pangs 
E'en  such  am  I.      Receive  me  ! 

Raab    Kiuprili  {still  unseen).    Wait  ! 

Beware  ! 
At  thy  first  step,  thou  treadest  upon  the 

light. 
Thenceforth  must  darkling  flow,  and  sink 

in  darkness  ! 
Bethlen.     Ha  !    see    my    boar  -  spear 

trembles  like  a  reed  ! — 
Oh,  fool  !  mine  eyes   are  duped  by  my 

own  shuddering. —  190 

Those  piled  thoughts,  built  up  in  solitude, 
\rear  following  year,  that  pressed  upon 

my  heart  191 

As  on  the  altar  of  some  unknown  God, 
jFhen,  as  if  touched  by  fire  from  heaven 
1  descending, 


Blazed  up  within  me  at  a  father's  name — 
Do  they  desert  me  now? — at   my  last 

trial ? 
Voice  of  command  !  and  thou,  O  hidden 

Light  ! 
I  have  obeyed  !     Declare  ye    by   what 

name 
I  dare  invoke  you  !     Tell  what  sacrifice 
Will  make  you  gracious. 

Raab  Kiuprili  {still U7tseen).    Patience  ! 

Truth !  Obedience  ! 
Be  thy  whole  soul  transparent !  so  the 

Light,  200 

Thou  seekest,  may  enshrine  itself  within 

thee! 
Thy  name  ? 

Bethlen.   Ask  rather  the  poor  roamipg 

savage, 
Whose  infancy  no  holy  rite  had  blest, 
To  him,  perchance,  rude  spoil  or  ghastly 

trophy. 
In  chace  or  battle  won,   have  given  a 

name. 
I   have  none — but  like  a  dog  have  an- 
swered 
To  the  chance  sound  which  he  that  fed 

me,  called  me. 
Raab    Kiuprili    {still   tmseen).     Thy 

birth-place  ? 
Bethlen.     Deluding    spirits !      Do  ye 

mock  me  ? 
Question  the  Night  !    Bid  Darkness  tell 

its  birth-place  ? 
Yet  hear  !    Within  yon  old  oak's  hollow 

trunk,  210 

Where   the  bats  cling,  have  I   surveyed 

my  cradle  ! 
The  mother-falcon  hath  her  nest  above  it, 
And  in  it  the  wolf  litters ! 1   invoke 

you, 
Tell  me,  ye  secret  ones  !  if  ye  beheld  me 
As  I  stood  there,  like  one  who  having 

delved 
For  hidden  gold  hath  found  a  talisman, 
O  tell !  what  rights,  what  offices  of  duty 
This  signet  doth  command  ?  What  rebel 

spirits 
Owe  homage  to  its  Lord  ? 

Raab  Kiuprili   {still  unseen).    More, 

guiltier,  mightier, 
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Than  thou  mayest  summon  !     Wait  the 

destined  hour !  220 

Bethlen.   O  yet  again,  and  with  more 

clamorous  prayer, 

I  importune  ye  !  Mock  me  no  more  with 

shadows  ! 
This   sable  mantle — tell,   dread   voice  ! 

did  this 
Enwrap  one  fatherless  ! 

Zapolya  (iinseen).  One  fatherless  ! 

Bethlen  {starting).   A  sweeter   voice  ! 
— A  voice  of  love  and  pity  ! 
Was  it  the  softened  echo  of  mine  own  ? 
Sad  echo  !    but   the  hope  it   kill'd   was 

sickly, 
And  ere  it  died  it  had  been  mourned  as 

dead ! 

One  other  hope  yet  lives  within  my  soul: 

Quick  let  me  ask ! — while  yet  this  stifling 

fear,  230 

This  stop  of  the  heart,  leaves  utterance  ! 

— Are — are  these 
The  sole   remains  of  her  that  gave  me 

life  ? 
Have  I  a  mother? 

[Zapolya  rushes  out  to  etnbrace 
hitn.     Bethlen  starts. 
Ha! 
Zapolya  {embracing   him).    My    son  ! 
my  son ! 
A  wretched  —  Oh  no,    no  !    a  blest  —  a 
happy  mother  ! 

[They  embrace.  KlUPRlLl  and 
Glycine  come  forward  and 
the  curtain  drops, 

ACT  in 

Scene  I 

A  stately  room  in  LoRD  Casimir's  castle. 
Enter  Emerick  aW  Laska. 

Emerick.   I  do  perceive  thou  hast  a 
tender  conscience, 
Laska,   in   all  things  that  concern  thine 

own 
Interest  or  safety. 

Laska.  In  this  sovereign  presence 

I  can  fear  nothing,  but  your  dread  dis- 
pleasure. 


Emerick.    Perchance,    thou  think'st  it 
strange,  that  /  of  all  men 
Should  covet  thus  the  love  of  fair  Sarolta, 
Dishonouring  Casimir  ? 

Laska.  Far  be  it  from  me  ! 

Your    Majesty's  love   and  choice    bring 
honour  with  them. 
Emerick.    Perchance,  thou  hast  heard 
that  Casimir  is  my  friend, 
Fought  for  me,  yea,  for  my  sake,  set  at 
nought  10 

A  parent's  blessing ;    braved  a  father's 
curse  ? 
Laska   {aside).     Would    I    but    knew 
now,  what  his  Majesty  meant ! 
Oh  yes.  Sire  !  'tis  our  common  talk,  how 

Lord 
Kiuprili,  my  Lord's  father — 

Emerick.  'Tis  your  talk, 

Is  it,  good  statesman  Laska  ? 

Laska.  -  No,  not  mine, 

Not    mine,    an    please    your    Majesty  I 

There  are 
Some  insolent  malcontents  indeed  that 

talk  thus — 
Nay  worse,  mere  treason.      As  Bathory's 

son. 
The  fool  that  ran  into  the  monster's  jaws. 
Emerick.   Well,  'tis  a  loyal  monster  if 
he  rids  us  20 

Of  traitors  !    But   ar't  sure    the   youth's 
devoured  ? 
Laska.   Not  a  limb  left,  an  please  your 
Majesty  ! 
And  that  unhappy  girl — 

Emerick.  Thou  foUowed'st  her 

Into  the  wood  ?         [Laska  bows  assejit. 

Henceforth  then  I'll  believe 

That  jealousy  can  make  a  hare  a  lion. 

Laska.     Scarce    had    I    got    the    first 

glimpse  of  her  veil. 

When,  with  a  horrid  roar  that  made  the 

leaves 
Of  the  wood  shake — 

Emerick.     Made    thee   shake    like    a 

leaf! 

Laska.    The  war-wolf  leapt ;    at  the 

first  plunge  he  seized  her  ;  29 

Forward  I  rushed  ! 

Etnerick.  Most  marvellous  ! 
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Laska.  Hurled  my  javelin  ; 

Which    from   his    dragon  -  scales    recoil- 
ing— 
Emerick.  Enough  ! 

And  take,    friend,   this  advice.      When 

next  thou  tonguest  it, 
flold  constant  to  thy  exploit  with  this 

monster. 
And  leave  untouched  your  cot?tmon  talk 

aforesaid, 
What  your  Lord   did,   or  should  have 

done. 
Laska.  My  talk? 

The  saints  forbid  !     I  always  said,  for 

my  part, 
*  IVas    not    the    king    Lord    Casimir's 

dearest  friend  ? 
Was  not  that  friend  a  king?     Whate'er 

he  did 
^Twas  all frojn  pure  love  to  his  Majesty.'' 
Ejnerick.   And  this  then  was  thy  talk? 

While  knave  and  coward,  40 

Both  strong  within  thee,  wrestle  for  the 

uppermost, 
[n  slips  the  fool  and  takes  the  place  of 

both. 
Babbler  !       Lord  Casimir  did,   as  thou 

and  all  men. 
He  loved  himself,  loved  honours,  wealth, 

dominion. 
\11  these  were  set  upon  a  father's  head : 

ood  truth  !  a  most  unlucky  accident  ! 
For  he  but  wished  to  hit  the  prize  ;  not 

graze 
The  head  that  bore  it :  so  with  steady 

eye 

Off  flew  the  parricidal  arrow.  — Even 
As  Casimir  loved  Emerick,  Emerick     50 
Loves    Casimir,    intends    him    no    dis- 
honour. 

He  winked  not  then,  for  love  of  me  for- 
sooth ! 

For  love  of  me  now  let  him  wink  !    Or  if 
The  dame  prove  half  as  wise  as  she  is 

fair, 
He  may  still  pass  his  hand,  and  find  all 

smooth. 

\Passing  his  hand  across  his  brow. 
Laska.  Your  Majesty's  reasoning  has 

convinced  me. 


Emerick  (with  a  slight  start,  as  one 

who   had  been    talking  aloud   to 

himself :  then  with  scorn).  Thee  ! 
'Tis  well  !  and  more  than  meant.     For 

by  my  faith 
I  had  half  forgotten  thee, — Thou  hast 

the  key  ? 

[Laska  bows. 
And  in  your  lady's  chamber  there's  full 

space  ? 
Laska.   Between  the  wall  and  arras  to 

conceal  you.  60 

Emerick.   Here  !     This   purse   is  but 

an  earnest  of  thy  fortune, 
If  thou    prov'st    faithful.      But    if  thou 

betrayest  me. 
Hark   you  !  —  the  wolf  that   shall   drag 

thee  to  his  den 
Shall  be  no  fiction. 

\^Exit  Emerick.     Laska  manet 

with  a  key  in  otte  hand,  and 

a  purse  in  the  other. 

Laska.        Well  then  !     Here  I  stand. 

Like  Hercules,  on  either  side  a  goddess. 

Call  this  {looking  at  the  purse) 

Preferment ;    this   (holdittg  up   the  key) 

Fidelity  ! 
And  first  my  golden  goddess  :  what  bids 

she? 
Only  :  —  '  This    way,    your    Alajesty ! 

hush  I     Lhe  household  69 

Are  all  safe  lodged.' — Then,  put  Fidelity 
Within  her  proper  wards,  just  turn  her 

round — 
So — the  door  opens — and   for  all  the 

rest, 
'Tis  the  king's  deed,  not  Laska's.      Do 

but  this 
And — '  L'm    the   mere   earnest   of  your 

future  fortunes. ' 
But  what  says  the  other  ? — Whisper  on  ! 

I  hear  you  ! 

[Putting  the  key  to  his  ear. 
All  very  true  ! — but,  good  Fidelity  ! 
If  I    refuse    King    Emerick,    will    you 

promise. 
And  swear  now,  to  unlock  the  dungeon 

door, 
And  save  me  from  the  hangman  ?    Aye  ! 

you're  silent ! 
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What,  not  a  word  in  answer  ?     A  clear 

nonsuit  !  80 

Now  for  one  look  to  see  that   all   are 

lodged 
At  the  due  distance— then — yonder  lies 

the  road 
For    Laska  and    his  royal  friend,  King 

Emerick  ! 

\_Exit     Laska.         Then      enter 
Bathory  a7id  Bethlen. 
Bethlen.   He    looked    as    if  he    were 

some  God  disguised 
In  an  old  warrior's  venerable  shape 
To  guard   and  guide   my  mother.       Is 

there  not 
Chapel  or  oratory  in  this  mansion  ? 
Old  Bathory.   Even  so. 
Bethlen.   From  that  place  then  am  I 

to  take 
A   helm   and    breast -plate,  both  inlaid 

with  gold, 
And    the    good    sword    that    once    was 

Raab  Kiuprili's.  90 

Old  Bathory.   Those  very  arms  this  day 

Sarolta  shew'd  me — 
With  wistful  look.    I'm  lost  in  wild  con- 
jectures ! 
Bethlen.   O  tempt  me  not,  e'en  with  a 

wandering  guess, 
To  break  the  first  command  a  mother's 

will 
Imposed,  a  mother's  voice  made  known 

to  me  ! 
'  Ask    not    my    son,''    said    she,     '  our 

names  or  thine. 
The  shadow  of  the  eclipse  is  passing  off 
The  full  orb  of  thy  destiny  !     Already 
The   victor    Crescent  glitters  forth    and 

sheds 
O^er  the  yet  lingering  haze  a  phantom 

light,  100 

Thou  canst  not  hasten  it!     Leave  then 

to  Heaven 
The  work  of  Heaven  :  and  with  a  silent 

spirit 
Sympathize  with  the  poivers  that  work  in 

silence  ! ' 
Thus  spake  she,  and  she  looked  as  she 

were  then 
Fresh  from  some  heavenly  vision  ! 


[Re-enter  Laska,  not  perceiving  them. 

Laska.  All  asleep ! 

[Then  observing BKTHh^N,  stands 

in  idiot-affright. 

I  must  speak   to  it  first — Put — put  th^ 

question  ! 
I'll  confess  all  !    [Stammering  with  fei 
Old  Bathory.    Laska  !  what  ails  thi 

man? 
Laska  {pointing  to  Bethlen).   There  ! 
Old  Bathory.   I  see  nothing  !  where  ? 
Laska.  He  does  not  see  it ! 

Bethlen,  torment  me  not  ! 

Bethlen.         Soft  !  Rouse  him  gently  ! 
He  hath  outwatched  his  hour,  and  half 
asleep,  no 

With  eyes  half  open,  mingles  sight  with 
dreams. 
Old  Bathory.  Ho!    Laska!    Don't  you 
know  us  !  'tis  Bathory 
And  Bethlen  !  ' 

Laska  {recovering himself ).  Good  now! 
Ha  !  ha  !  An  excellent  trick. 
Afraid  ?     Nay,  no  offence  !     But  I  must 

laugh. 
But   are  you    sure   now,    that   'tis  you, 
yourself? 
Bethlen  {holding  up  his  hand  as  if  to 
strike    him).     Would'st  be    con- 
vinced ? 
Laska.        No  nearer,  pray  !  consider  1 
If  it  should  prove  his  ghost,  the  touch 

would  freeze  me 
To  a  tombstone.     No  nearer  ! 

Bethlen.  The  fool  is  drunk  ! 

Laska   {still  more   recovering).     Well 

now  !    I  love  a  brave  man  to  my 

heart. 

I  myself  braved  the  monster,  and  would 

fain  120 

Have  saved  the  false  one  from   the  fate 

she  tempted. 

Old  Bathojy.   You,  Laska  ? 

Bethlen  {to  Bathory).   Mark  !    Hea 

grant  it  may  be  so  ! 

Glycine  ? 

Laska.     She  I      I   traced  her  by  the 
voice. 
You'll  scarce  believe  me,  when  I  say  I 
heard 
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The  close  of  a  song :  the  poor  wretch 

had  been  singing  : 
As  if  she  wished  to  compliment  the  war- 
wolf 
At  once  with  music  and  a  meal  ! 

Bethlen  {to  Bathory).  Mark  that  ! 

Laska.   At  the  next  moment  I  beheld 

her  running, 
Wringing  her  hands  with,    '  Bethlen  I  0 

poor  Bethleti ! ' 
I  almost  fear,  the  sudden  noise  I  made, 
Rushing  impetuous  through  the  brake, 

alarmed  her.  131 

She  stopt,  then  mad  with  fear,   turned 

round  and  ran 
Into  the  monster's  gripe.      One  piteous 

scream 
I  heard.     There  was  no  second — I — 

Bethlen.  Stop  there  ! 

We'll  spare  your  modesty  !     Who  dares 

not  honour 
Laska's  brave  tongue,  and  high  heroic 

fancy  ? 
Laska.     You   too.   Sir    Knight,  have 

come  back  safe  and  sound  ! 

you 


played    the    hero     at     a    cautious 

distance  ! 
Or  was  it  that  you  sent  the  poor  girl 

forward 
To  stay  the  monster's  stomach  ?   Dainties 

quickly  140 

Pall  on  the  taste  and  cloy  the  appetite  ! 
OldBathory.   Laska,  beware  !    Forget 

not  what  thou  art  ! 
Should'st  thou  but  dream  thou'rt  valiant, 

ci-oss  thyself ! 
And    ache   all   over   at    the    dangerous 

fancy  ! 
Laska.   What  then  !  you  swell  upon 

my  lady's  favour. 
High  Lords  and  perilous  of  one  day's 

growth  ! 

iBut  other  judges  now  sit  on  the  bench  ! 
And  haply,  Laska  hath  found  audience 

there, 
Where  to  defend  the  treason  of  a  son 
Might  end  in  lifting  up  both  Son  and 

Father  150 

itill  higher  ;    to  a  height    from    which 

indeed 


You  both  may  drop,   but,  spite   of  fate 

and  fortune. 
Will    be    secured    from    falling    to    the 

ground. 
'Tis    possible    too,     young   man  !    that 

royal  Emerick, 
At    Laska's    rightful    suit,     may    make 

enquiry 
.By  whom  seduced,  the  maid  so  strangely 

missing — 
Bethlen.     Soft  !     my     good     Laska ! 

might  it  not  suffice. 
If  to   yourself,    being    Lord    Casimir's 

steward, 
I  should  make  record  of  Glycine's  fate  ? 
Laska.   'Tis  well !  it  shall  content  me  ! 

though  your  fear  160 

Has    all    the    credit    of    these    lowered 

tones. 

\Then  very  potnponsly. 
First    we    demand    the   manner   of  her 

death  ? 
Bethlen.     Nay  !     that's    superfluous  ! 

Have  you  not  just  told  us. 
That    you   yourself,    led    by    impetuous 

valour. 
Witnessed    the    whole?      My    tale's    of 

later  date. 
After  the  fate,   from  which  your  valour 

strove 
In  vain  to  rescue  the  rash  maid,  I  saw 

her  ! 
Laska.   Glycine  ? 
Bethleit.    Nay  !    Dare  I   accuse   wise 

Laska, 
Whose  words  find  access  to  a  monarch's 

ear, 
Of  a  base,  braggart  lie  ?     It  must  have 

been  170 

Her  spirit  that  appeared  to  me.      But 

haply 
I  come  too  late  ?     It  has  itself  delivered 
Its  own  commission  to  you  ? 

Old  Bathory.  'Tis  most  likely  ! 

And  the  ghost  doubtless  vanished,  when 

we  entered 
And  found  brave  Laska  staring  wide — at 

nothing  ! 
Laska.  'Tis  well !    You've  ready  wits ! 

I  shall  report  them, 
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With  all  due  honour,  to  his  Majesty  ! 

Treasure  them  up,   I  pray  !     A  certain 
person, 

Whom   the   king  flatters  with  his   con- 
fidence, 

Tells  you,  his  royal  friend  asks  startling 
questions  !  i8o 

'Tis  but  a  hint  !     And  now  what  says 
the  ghost  !  • 

Bethlen.    Listen  !    for  thus  it  spake  : 
'  Say  thou  to  Laska, 

Glycine,  kttowmg  all  thy  thoughts  engrossed 

Lt  thy  new  office  of  khig's  fool  and  knave. 

Foreseeing  thouUt  forget  with  thine  own 
hand 

To  make  due  penance  for  the  wrongs  thou'st 
caused  her. 

For  thy  souVs  safety,  doth  consent  to  take  it 

From  Bethlen^ s  cudgeP — thus. 

[Beats  him  off. 

Off !  scoundrel  !  off ! 

[Laska  runs  away. 

Old  Bathory.   The  sudden  swelling  of 

this  shallow  dastard 

Tells  of  a  recent   storm  :   the  first  dis- 
ruption 190 

Of    the    black    cloud    that   hangs    and 
threatens  o'er  us. 
Bethlen.   E'en  this  reproves  my  loiter- 
ing.     Say  where  lies 

The  oratory  ? 

Old  Bathory.     Ascend    yon   flight    of 
stairs  ! 

Midway  the  corridor  a  silver  lamp 

Hangs    o'er    the    entrance    of    Sarolta's 
chambei", 

And  facing  it,  the  low  arched  oratory  ! 

Me  thou'lt  find  watching  at  the  outward 
gate  : 

For  a  petard  might  burst  the  bars,  un- 
heard 

By  the  drenched  porter,  and  Saroltahourly 

Expects  Lord  Casimir,  spite  of  Emerick's 
message  !  200 

Bethlen.     There    I    will    meet   you  ! 
And  till  then  good-night ! 

Dear  good  old  man,  good-night  ! 

Old  Bathory.  O  yet  one  moment  ! 

What  I  repelled,  when  it  did  seem  my 
own. 


I   cling  to,  now  'tis  parting — call  mc 

father  !  j 

It  can  not  now  mislead  thee,     O  my  son, 
Ere  yet  our  tongues  have  learnt  anothei| 
name,  j 

Bethlen  ! — say — Father  to  me  !  j 

Bethlen.  Now,  and  for  evei| 

My  father  !    other   sire    than    thou,   oc! 

earth    . 
I  never  had,  a  dearer  could  not  have  ! 
From  the  base  earth  you  raised  me  tC' 
your  arms,  aic 

And  I  would  leap  from  off  a  throne,  and 

kneeling. 
Ask    Heaven's   blessing   from   thy  lips. 
My  father  ! 
Bathory.   Go  !   Go  ! 

[Bethlen   breaks  off  ajid  exit. 

Bathory  looks  affectionately 

after  him. 

May  every  "star  now  shining  over  us, 

Be  as  an  angel's  eye,  to  watch  and  guard 

him  !  \Exit  Bathory. 

[Scene  II] 

Scene  changes  to  a  splendid  Bed-chamber, 
hung  with  tapestry.  Sarolta  in  an 
elegant  JVight  Dress,  and  an  Attendant. 

Attendant.     We    all    did    love    her, 

madam  ! 
Sarolta.  She  deserved  it  ! 

Luckless  Glycine  !  rash,  unhappy  girl  ! 
'Twas   the   first   time   she  e'er  deceived 
me. 
Attendant.   She  was  in  love,  and  had 
she  not  died  thus, 
With  grief  for  Bethlen's  loss,  and  fear  of 

Laska, 
She  would  have  pined  herself  to  death 
at  home. 
Sarolta.   Has  the  youth's  father  come 

back  from  his  search  ? 
Attendant.   He  never  will,  I  fear  me. 
O  dear  lady  ! 
That  Laska  did  so  triumph  o'er  the  old 

man — 
It  was    quite    cruel  —  'YouUl  be   stire^ 
said  he,  10 
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'  To  meet  with  part  at  least  of  your  son 

Bethlen, 
\0r   the   ivar-ivolf  must   have   a   quick 

digestion  ! 
Go  !  Seai-ch  the  wood  by  all  means  !     Go  ! 

i  I  pray  you  !  ' 

Sarolta.   Inhuman  wretch  ! 
Attendant.  And  old  Bathory  answered 
With  a  sad  smile,  '//"  is  a  zvitcKs  prayer, 
And  may    Heaven    read  it  backwards  J' 
I  Though  she  was  rash, 

jTwas  a  small  fault  for  such  a  punish- 
j  ment  ! 

I    Sarolta.   Nay  !  'twas  my  grief,  and  not 

my  anger  spoke. 
;3mall  fault  indeed  !  but  leave   me,  my 

good  girl  ! 
I   feel    a   weight   that    only   prayer   can 

lighten.  {^Exit  Attendant. 

p    they   were    innocent,    and    yet    have 

perished  21 

[n  their  May  of  life  ;  and  Vice  grows  old 

in  triumph, 
[s  it  Mercy's  hand,  that  for  the  bad  man 

holds 

Life's  closing  gate  ? 

Still  passing  thence  petitionary  Hours 
Fo  woo  the  obdurate  spirit  to  repentance? 
Or  would   this    chillness    tell    me,   that 

there  is 
Suilt  too  enormous  to  be  duly  punished, 
Save  by  increase  of  guilt  ?     The  Powers 

of  Evil 
\re  jealous  claimants.      Guilt   too  hath 

its  ordeal,  30 

\.nd  Hell  its  own  probation  ! — Meixiful 
;  Heaven, 

Rather  than  this,   pour  down  upon  thy 

suppliant 
Disease,    and    agony,     and    comfortless 

want  ! 
D  send  us  forth  to  wander  on,  unsheltered ! 
Make  our  food  bitter  with  despised  tears  ! 
Let  viperous  scorn  hiss  at  us  as  we  pass  ! 
Vea,  let  us  sink  down  at  our  enemy's  gate, 
And    beg  forgiveness    and  a    morsel  of 

bread  ! 
With  all  the  heaviest  worldly  visitations 
Let  the   dire  father's  curse  that  hovers 

o'er  us  40 


Work  out  its  dread  fulfilment,  and  the 

spirit 
Of  w-ronged  Kiuprili  be  appeased.      But 

only. 
Only,  O  merciful  in  vengeance  !   let  not 
That  plague  turn  inward  on  my  Casimir's 

soul ! 
Scare   thence   the   fiend   Ambition,    and 

restore  him 
To  his  own  heart !      O  save  him  !  Save 
my  husband  ! 

\Puring  the    latter  part  of  this 
speech  Emerick   cotnes  for- 
ward from  his  hiding-place. 
Sarolta  seeing  him,  without 
recognizing  him. 
In  such  a  shape  a  father's  curse  should 
come. 
Emerick  {advancing").    Fear  not 
Sarolta.    Who    art    thou  ?      Robber  ? 

Traitor  ? 

Emerick.  P^iend  ! 

Who  in  good  hour   hath  startled  these 

dark  fancies,  49 

Rapacious  traitors,  that  would  fain  depose 

Joy,  love,  and  beauty,  from  their  natural 

thrones  : 

Those  lips,  those   angel  eyes,  that  regal 

forehead. 

Sarolta.    Strengthen  me.  Heaven  1     I 

must  not  seem  afraid  !        [^Aside. 

The  king  to-night  then  deigns  to  play  the 

masker. 
What  seeks  your  Majesty  ? 

Emerick.  Sarolta's  love ; 

And   Emerick's   power  lies  prostrate  at 
her  feet. 
Sa7-olta.   Heaven  guard  the  sovereign's 
power  from  such  debasement  ! 
Far  rather.  Sire,  let  it  descend  in  venge- 
ance 
On  the  base  ingrate,  on  the  faithless  slave 
Who   dared   unbar    the    doors    of  these 
retirements  !  60 

For  whom  ?     Has  Casimir  deserved  this 

insult  ? 
O    my  misgiving    heart  !     If — if — from 

Heaven 
Yet  not  from  you.  Lord  Emerick  ! 

Emerick.  Chiefly  from  me. 
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Has  he  not  like  an  ingrate  robbed  my 

court 
Of  Beauty's  star,  and  kept  my  heart  in 

darkness  ? 
First    then    on    him    I    will    administer 

justice — 
If  not  in  mercy,  yet  in  love  and  rapture. 
[Seizes  her. 
Sarolta.   Help  !     Treason  !    Help  ! 
Emerick.  Call  louder  !  Scream  again  ! 
Here's  none  can  hear  you  ! 

Sarolta.   Hear  me,  hear  me,  Heaven  ! 

Emerick.   Nay,  why  this  rage  ?     Who 

best  deserves  you  ?     Casimir,    70 

Emerick's  bought  implement,  the  jealous 

slave 
That  mews  you  up  with  bolts  and  bars  ? 

or  Emerick 
Who  proffers  you  a  throne  ?     Nay,  mine 

you  shall  be. 
Hence  with  this  fond  resistance  !    Yield ; 

then  live 
This  month   a  widow,  and   the  next  a 
queen  ! 
Sarolta.   Yet,  yet  for  one  brief  moment 
[Struggling. 
Unhand  me,  I  conjure  you. 

[She  throws  him  off,  and  rushes 
towards  a  toilet.  Emerick 
follows,  and  as  she  takes  a 
dagger,  he  g7-asps  it  in  her 
hand. 
Emerick.  Ha  !  Ha  !  a  dagger  ; 

A  seemly  ornament  for  a  lady's  casket  ! 
'Tis  held,  devotion  is  akin  to  love, 
But  yours  is  tragic  !      Love  in  war  !     It 
charms  me,  80 

And  makes  your  beauty  worth  a  king's 
embraces  ! 

[During   this   speech    Bethlen 
enters  a7-med. 
Bethlen.  Ruffian,  forbear !   Turn,  turn 
and  front  my  sword  ! 
•     Emerick.    Pish  !  who  is  this  ? 

Sarolta.      O  sleepless  eye  of  Heaven  ! 
A    blest,    a    blessed    spirit  !      Whence 

earnest  thou  ? 
May  I  still  call  thee  Bethlen  ? 

Bethlen.  Ever,  lady, 

Your  faithful  soldier  ! 


E?nerick.         Insolent  slave  !  Depart ! 
Know'st  thou  not  me  ? 

Bethlen.  I  know  thou  art  a  vill^n 

And  coward  !  That  thy  devilish  purpose 

marks  thee  ! 
What   else,   this   lady  must   instruct  my 
sword  ! 

Sarolta.     Monster,    retire  !      O    touch 

him  not,  thou  blest  one  I  90 

This  is  the  hour  that  fiends  and  damned 

spirits 
Do  walk  the  earth,  and  take  what  form 

they  list  ! 
Yon  devil  hath  assumed  a  king's  ! 

Bethlen.  Usurped  it ! 

E?}zerick.   The  king  will  play  the  devil 

with  thee  indeed  ! 

But  that  I  mean  to  hear  thee  howl  on 

the  rack, 
I  would  debase  this  sword,  and  lay  thee 

prostrate 
At  this  thy  paramour's  feet ;  then  drag 

her  forth 
Stained  with  adulterous  blood,  and — 

[Then  to  Sarolta. 

— mark  you,  traitress  ! 

Strumpeted  first,   then  turned  adrift  to 

beggary  !  99 

Thou  prayed'st  for't  too. 

Sarolta.    Thou  art  so  fiendish  wicked, 

That  in  thy  blasphemies  I  scarce  hear  thy 

threats  ! 

Bethlen.   Lady,  be  calm  !  fear  not  this 
king  of  the  buskin  ! 
A  king  ?    Oh  laughter  !    A  king  Bajazet ! 
That  from  some  vagrant  actor's  tiring- 
room, 

Hath  stolen  at  once  his  speech  and  crown ! 

Emerick.  Ah  !  treason  ! 

Thou  hast  been  lessoned  and  tricked  up 

for  this  ! 

As    surely  as    the    wax    on    thy   death- 
warrant 
Shall  take   the  impression  of  this  royal 

signet. 

So  plain  thy  face  hath  ta'en  the  mask  of 
rebel  ! 

[Emerick  points  his  hand 
haughtily  to7aards  BethleN, 
who  catching  a  sight  of  ike 
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signet,  seizes  his  hand  and 

eagerly  observes    the   signet, 

then  flings  the  hand  back  with 

indignant  joy. 

Bethlen.   It  must  be  so  !     'Tis  e'en  the 

counterpart  !  no 

3ut  with  a  foul  usurping  cypher  on  it  ! 

The  light  hath  flashed  from  Heaven,  and 

I  must  follow  it  ! 
D    curst    usurper  !     O     thou     brother- 
murderer  ! 
That  madest  a  star-bright  queen  a  fugi- 
tive widow  ! 
vVho  fillest  the  land  with  curses,  being 

thyself 

\11  curses  in  one  tyrant !  see  and  tremble  ! 
This  is  Kiuprili's  sword  that  now  hangs 

o'er  thee  ! 
ECiuprili's   blasting   curse,   that    from    its 

point 
shoots    lightnings    at    thee.      Hark  !   in 

Andreas'  name, 
Heir   of  his  vengeance,   hell-hound  !    I 
defy  thee.  120 

\They  fight,  and  just  as  Emerick 
is  disarmed,  in   rush  Casi- 
MiR,   Old   Bathory,   and 
Attendants.     Casimir  ru7is 
in  between   the    combatants, 
and  parts    them ;     in    the 
struggle   Bethlen 's    sword 
is  thrown  down. 
Casimir.   The  king  !  disarmed   too  by 
a  stranger  !     Speak  ! 
What  may  this  mean  ? 

Emerick.    Deceived,  dishonored  lord  ! 
Ask  thou  yon  fair  adultress  !     She  will 

tell  thee 
A  tale,  which    would'st    thou    be   both 

dupe  and  traitor, 
Thou  wilt  believe  against  thy  friend  and 

sovereign  ! 
Thou   art    present    now,  and  a  friend's 

duty  ceases  : 
To  thine  own  justice  leave  I  thine  own 

wrongs. 
Of  half  thy  vengeance  I  perforce   must 

rob  thee. 

For  that  the  sovereign  claims.     To  thy 
allegiance  129 


I  now  commit  this  traitor  and  assassin. 

\Then  to  the  Attendants. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  dungeon  !   and 

to-morrow. 
Ere  the  sun  rises, — Hark  !   your  heads  or 
his! 
Bethlen.   Can   Hell  work   miracles  to 

mock  Heaven's  justice  ? 
Eme7-ick.    Who    speaks    to  him   dies  ! 
The  traitor  that  has  menaced 
His  king,  must  not  pollute  the  breathing 

air, 
Even  with  a  word  ! 

Casimir  {to  Bathory).   Hence  with  him 
to  the  dungeon  ! 

{Exit   Bethlen,  hurried  off  by 
Bathory  ajid  Attendants. 
Emerick.    We  hunt  to-morrow  in  your 
upland  forest  : 
Thou   {to   Casimir)  wilt   attend  us  :  and 

wilt  then  explain 
This  sudden  and  most  fortunate  arrival. 
{Exit  Emerick  ;  Manent  Casi- 
mir and  Sarolta. 
Sarolta.    My  lord  !  my  husband  !  look 
whose  sword  lies  yonder  !  140 

{Pointing    to    the    sword  which 
Bethlen  had  been  disarmed 
of  by  the  Attendants. 
It  is  Kiuprili's,  Casimir  ;  'tis  thy  father's  ! 
And    wielded    by    a    stripling's    arm,   it 

baffled. 
Yea,   fell  like  Heaven's  own  lightnings 
on  that  Tarquin. 
Casimir.    Hush  !  hush  ! 

{In  an  under  voice. 
I  had  detected  ere  I  left  the  city 
The  tyrant's  curst  intent.     Lewd,  damned 

ingrate  ! 
For  him   did   I   bring   down  a   father's 

curse  ! 
Swift  swift   must  be   our   means  !     To- 
morrow's sun 
Sets    on    his    fate    or    mine  !     O    blest 
Sarolta  !  {Embracing  her. 

No   other  prayer,   late   jDenitent,   dare  I 
offer,  150 

But  that  thy  spotless  virtues  may  prevail 
O'er    Casimir's   crimes,  and    dread   Kiu- 
prili's curse !    {Exeunt  consultitig. 

2  F 
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ACT    IV 

Scene  I 

A  glade  in  a  wood.     Eiiter  Casimir 
looking  anxiously  around. 

Casimir,   This  needs  must  be  the  siDOt  ! 
O,  here  he  comes  ! 

Enter\jQ^T)  Rudolph. 

Well  met,  Lord  Rudolph  ! 

Your  whisper  was  not  lost  upon  my  ear, 
And  I  dare  trust — 

Lo7-d  Rudolph.   Enough  !  the  time  is 
precious  ! 
You  left  Temeswar  late  on  yester-eve  ? 
And  sojourned  there  some  hours  ? 

Casiftiir.  I  did  so  ! 

Lord  Rudolph.  Heard  you 

Aught  of  a  hunt  preparing  ? 

Casimir.  Yes  ;  and  met 

The  assembled  huntsmen  ! 

Lord  Rudolph.       Was  there  no  word 

given  ? 
Casifuir.   The  word  for  me  was  this  ; 
—  The  royal  Leopard 
Chases  thy  milk-white  dedicated  Hind. 
Lord  Rudolph.   Your  answer  ? 
Casimir.   As  the  word  proves  false  or 
true  II 

Will  Casimir  cross  the  hunt,  or  join  the 
huntsmen  ! 
Lord  Rudolph.   The  event   redeemed 

their  pledge  ? 
Casimir.  It  did,  and  therefore 

Have  I  sent  back  both  pledge  and  invita- 
tion. 
The  spotless  Hind  hath  fled  to  them  for 

shelter, 
And  bears  with  her  my  seal  of  fellowship  ! 
[They  take  hands,  etc. 
Lord  Rudolph.    But    Emerick  !    how 
when  you  reported  to  him 
Sarolta's  disappearance,  and  the  flight 
Of  Bethlen  with  his  guards  ? 

Casimir.  O  he  received  it 

As  evidence  of  their  mutual  guilt.     In 

fine,  '      20 

With   cozening  warmth  condoled  with, 

and  dismissed  me. 


Lord  Rudolph.   I  entered  as  the  doo! 
was  closing  on  you  : 

His  eye  was  fixed,  yet  seemed  to  follow 
you  : 

With  such  a  look  of  hate,  and  scorn  anc 
triumph, 

As  if  he  had  you  in  the  toils  already, 

And  were  then  choosing  where  to  stal 
you  first. 

But  hush  !  draw  back  ! 

Casimir.     This  nook  is  at  the  furthes 

From  any  beaten  track. 

Lord  Rudolph.      There  !  mark  them 
{Points    to    where     Laska    am 
Pestalutz  cross  the  Stage. 
Casimir.  Laska 

Lo7-d  Rudolph.   One  of  the  two  I  re- 
cognized this  morning ;  2j| 

His  name  is  Pestalutz  :  a  trusty  ruffian, 

Whose  face  is  prologue  still  to  some  darl 
murderl 

Beware  no  stratagem,  no  trick  of  message.i 

Dispart  you  from  your  servants. 

Casimir  [aside).  I  deserve  it. 

The  comrade  of  that  ruffian  is  my  servant 

The  one  I  trusted  most  and  most  pre- 
ferred. 

But  we  must  part.       What  makes  th<| 
king  so  late? 

It  was  his  wont  to  be  an  early  stirrer. 
Lord  Rudolph.     And  his  main  poli(y,| 

To  enthral  the  sluggard  nature  in  ouT'l 
selves 

Is,  in  good  truth,  the  better  half  of  th«j 
secret 

To    enthral    the    world  :    for    the    wil 
governs  all.  4( 

See,  the  sky  lowers!    the   cross -winds' 
waywardly 

Chase  the  fantastic  masses  of  the  clouds 

With    a   wild    mockery  of  the    cominj 
hunt ! 

Casimir.   Mark  yonder  mass  !  I  makt 
it  wear  the  shape 

Of  a  huge    ram  that  butts   with   heac 
depressed. 
Lord  Rudolph  [smiling).   Belike,  soiA( 
stray  sheep  of  the  oozy  flock, 

Which,   if  bards  lie  not,   the   Sea-shep- 
herds tend, 
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iGlaucus    or    Proteus.      But    my   fancy 

shapes  it 
A  monster  couchant  on  a  rocky  shelf. 
Casimir.   Mark  too  the  edges  of  the 

lurid  mass—  50 

Restless,  as  if  some  idly- vexing  Sprite, 
.On  swift  wing  coasting  by,  with  tetchy 

hand 
Pluck'd  at  the  ringlets  of  the  vaporous 

Fleece. 
These  are  sure  signs  of  conflict  nigh  at 

hand, 
And  elemental  war  ! 

[^  smgle  trtc7npet  heard  at  some 
distance. 
Lord  Rtidolph.         That  single  blast 
Announces    that    the     tyrant's    pawing 

courser 

Neighs  at  the  gate.  \^A  volley  of  trumpets. 
Hark  !  now  the  king  comes  forth  ! 
For  ever  'midst  this  crash  of  horns  and 

clarions 
He   mounts    his    steed,    which    proudly 

rears  an-end 
While  he  looks  round  at  ease,  and  scans 

the  crowd,  60 

Vain  of  his  stately  form  and  horseman- 
ship ! 
[    must    away !    my    absence   may    be 

noticed. 
Casimir.   Oft  as  thou  canst,  essay  to 

lead  the  hunt 
Hard  by  the  forest-skirts ;  and  ere  high 

noon 
Expect    our    sworn    confederates    from 

Temeswar. 
I  trust,  ere  yet  this  clouded  sun  slopes 

westwai-d. 
That  Emerick's  death,  or  Casimir's,  will 

appease 
The  manes  of  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili  ! 

\Exit  Rudolph  andmanet  Casi- 
mir. 

The  traitor,  Laska  ! 69 

!^nd  yet  Sarolta,  simple,  inexperienced, 
Hould    see   him  as    he  was,   and    often 

warned  me. 
Whence  learned  she  this  ?^ — O  she  was 

innocent  ! 
Sind  to  ]3e  innocent  is  Nature's  wisdom  ! 


The  fledge-dove  knows  the  prowlers  of 

the  air, 
Feared  soon  as  seen,  and  flutters  back  to 

shelter. 
And  the  young  steed   recoils  upon  his 

haunches, 
The    never -yet -seen    adder's    hiss    first 

heard. 
O  surer  than  Suspicion's  hundred  eyes 
Is  that  fine  sense,  which  to  the  pure  in 

heart, 
By  mere  oppugnancy  of  their  own  good- 
ness, 80 
Reveals  the  approach  of  evil.      Casimir  ! 
O  fool  !  O  parricide  !  through  yon  wood 

did'st  thou, 
With  fire  and  sword,  pursue  a  patriot 

father, 
A  widow  and  an  orphan.      Dar'st  thou 

then 
(Curse -laden  wretch)    put    forth    these 

hands  to  raise 
The    ark,    all    sacred,    of  thy    country's 

cause  ? 
Look  down  in  pity  on  thy  son,  Kiuprili  ! 
And    let    this    deep    abhorrence    of   his 

crime, 
Unstained    with    selfish    fears,    be    his 

atonement  ! 
O  strengthen  him  to  nobler  compensa- 
tion 90 
In    the     deliverance    of    his     bleeding 

country  !  \JExit  Casimik. 

[Scene  II] 

Scejte  changes  to  the  inoicth  of  a  Cavern, 
as  in  Act  II.  Zapolya  and  Glycine 
discovered. 

Zapolya.   Our  friend  is  gone   to  seek 
some  safer  cave  : 

Do    not    then    leave    me    long    alone, 
Glycine  ! 

Having    enjoyed    thy  commune,    loneli- 
ness, 

That  but    oppressed   me  hitherto,    now 
scares. 
Glycine.   I  shall  know  Bethlen  at  the 
furthest  distance, 
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And  the   same   moment   I   descry  him, 

lady, 
I  will  return  to  you.        \^Exit  Glycine. 
\Enter  Old  Bathory,  speaking 
as  he  enters. 
Old  Bathory.   Who  hears?     A  friend  ! 
A  messenger    from  him  who    bears  the 
signet  ! 

[Zapolya,   who  had  beett  gazitig 

affectionately  after  Glycine, 

starts  at  Bathory's  voice. 

Zapolya.   He  hath  the  watch -word  ! — 

Art  thou  not  Bathory?  9 

Old  Bathory.   O  noble  lady  !  greetings 

from  your  son  !  [Bathory  kneels. 

Zapolya.     Rise !    rise  !       Or    shall    I 

rather  kneel  beside  thee, 

And  call  down  blessings  from  the  wealth 

of  Heaven 
Upon  thy  honoured  head  ?     When  thou 

last  saw'st  me 
I  would  full  fain  have  knelt  to  thee,  and 

could  not. 
Thou   dear  old  man  !      How  oft    since 

then  in  dreams 
Have   I    done   worship    to   thee,    as  an 

angel 
Bearing    my   helpless    babe    upon    thy 
wings ! 
Old  Bathory.     O    he    was    born    to 
honour !      Gallant  deeds 
And    perilous    hath    he    wrought    since 

yester-eve. 
Now  from   Temeswar   (for  to  him  was 
trusted  zo 

A  life,  save  thine,  the  dearest)  he  hastes 
hither — 
Zapolya.   Lady  Sarolta  mean'st  thou? 
Old  Bathory.  She  is  safe. 

The    royal    brute    hath    overleapt    his 

prey, 
And  when  he  turned,  a  sworded  Virtue 

faced  him. 
My  own  brave  boy  —  O   pardon,  noble 
lady  ! 

Your  son 

Zapolya.   Hark  !     Is  it  he  ? 
Old  Bathory.  I  hear  a  voice 

Too   hoarse  for   Bethlen's  !      'Twas  his 
scheme  and  hope, 


Long  ere  the  hunters  could  approach  the 

forest, 
To  have  led  you  hence. — Retire. 

Zapolya.  O  life  of  tensors  ! 

Old  Bathory.    In  the  cave's  mouth  we 
have  such  'vantage  ground         30 
That  even  this  old  arm — 

\Exeunt  Zapolya  and  Bathory 
into  the  Cave. 
Enter  Laska  and  Pestalutz. 
Laska.  Not  a  step  further ! 

Pestalutz.     Dastard !    was    this   your 

promise  to  the  king? 
Laska.   I    have    fulfilled    his    orders. 
Have  walked  with  you 
As  with  a  friend  :  have  pointed  out  Lord 

Casimir  : 
And  now  I  leave  you   to   take  care  of 

him. 
For  the  king's    purposes  are   doubtless 
friendly. 
Pestalutz    (affecting  to  start).     Be  on 

your  guard,  man  ! 
Laska  {in  affright).   Ha  !  what  now? 
Pestalutz.  Behind  you ! 

'Twas  one  of  Satan's  imps,  that  grinned 

and  threatened  you 
For  your  most  impudent  hope  to  cheat 
his  master  ! 
Laska.     Pshaw  !      What  !     you   think 
'tis    fear    that    makes   me    leave 
you  ?  4c 

Pestalutz.   Is't  not  enough  to  play  the 
knave  to  others. 
But  thou  must  lie  to  thine  own  heart  ? 
Laska    {pompously).     Friend  !    Laska 
will  be  found  at  his  own  post, 
Watching  elsewhere  for  the  king's   in- 
terest. 
There's    a   rank   plot   that   Laska  must 

hunt  down, 
'Twixt  Bethlen  and  Glycine  ! 

Pestalutz  {with  a  sneer).  What  !  the 
girl 
Whom  Laska  saw  the  war-wolf  tear  ir 
pieces  ? 
Laska  {throwing  down  a  bow  ana 
arrows).  Well  !  there's  my  arms' 
Hark  !  should  your  javelin  fail 
you. 
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These  points  are  tipt  with  venom. 

\Starts  arid  sees  Glycine  without. 
By  Heaven  !  Glycine  ! 
^ow  as  you  love  the  king,   help  me  to 
seize  her  !  so 

[They  run   out   after  GLYCINE, 
and    she    shrieks    zuithout : 
then   enter  Bathory  from 
the  caver?i. 
Old  Bathory.   Rest,  lady,  rest  !  I  feel 
in  every  sinew 
\    young     man's     strength    returning ! 

Which  way  went  they  ? 
The  shriek  came  thence. 

\^Clash  of  swords,  and  Bethlen's 
voice     heard    from     behind 
the  scenes ;  Glycine  enters 
alarmed ;    then,     as    seeing 
Laska's  bow  and  arrozas. 
Glycine.   Ha!  weapons  here?     Then, 
Bethlen,  thy  Glycine 
Will  die  with  thee  or  save  thee  ! 

[She  seizes  them  a7id  rushes  out, 
Bathory  folloiving  her. 
Lively  and  irregular  music, 
and  Peasants  with  hunting 
spears  cross  the  stage,  singing 
chorally. 

CHORAL  SONG 

Up,  up  !  ye  dames,  ye  lasses  gay  ! 
To  the  meadows  trip  away. 
Tis  you  must  tend  the  flocks  this  mom, 
And  scare  the  small  birds  from  the  corn. 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  stay  :  60 

For  the  shepherds  must  go 

With  lance  and  bow 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  to-day. 

Leave  the  hearth  and  leave  the  house 
To  the  cricket  and  the  mouse  : 
Find  grannam  out  a  sunny  seat, 
With  babe  and  lambkin  at  her  feet. 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  stay  : 

For  the  shepherds  must  go 

With  lance  and  bow  70 

To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  to-day. 
\Exeutit  Huntsmen. 

Re-enter,  as  the  Huntsmen  pass  off, 
Bathory,  Bethlen,  and  Glycine. 


Glycine  {leaning  on  Bethlen).  And  now 

once  more  a  woman 

Bethlen.  Was  it  then 

That  timid  eye,  was  it  those  maiden  hands 

That  sped  the  shaft,  which  saved  me  and 

avenged  me  ? 

Old  Bathory  {to  Bethleji    exultingly). 

'Twas  as  a  vision  blazoned  on  a 

cloud 

By  lightning,  shaped  into  a  passionate 

scheme 
Of  life  and  death  !     I  saw  the  traitor, 

Laska, 
Stoop  and  snatch  up  the  javelin  of  his 

comrade ; 
The  point  was  at  your  back,  when  her 

shaft  reached  him 
The  coward  turned,  and  at  the  self-same 
instant  80 

The    braver    villain    fell    beneath    your 
sword. 

Efiter  Zapolya. 
Zapolya.     Bethlen  !    my    child  !    and 

safe  too  ! 
Bethlen.  Mother  !  Queen  ! 

Royal  Zapolya  !  name  me  Andreas  ! 
Nor  blame  thy  son,  if  being  a  king,  he 

yet 
Hath  made  his  own  arm  minister  of  his 

justice. 
So  do  the  Gods  who  launch  the  thunder- 
bolt ! 
Zapolya.    O  Raab  Kiuprili  !    Friend  ! 
Protector  !  Guide  ! 
In  vain  we  trenched  the  altar  round  with 

waters, 
A  flash  from   Heaven  hath  touched  the 
hidden  incense-^ 
Bethlen   {hastily).    And  that  majestic 
form  that  stood  beside  thee        90 
Was  Raab  Kiuprili  ! 

Zapolya.  It  was  Raab  Kiuprili  ; 

As  sure  as  thou   art  Andreas,   and  the 
king. 
Old  Bathory.   Hail  Andreas  !  hail  my 
king  !  \Triumpha7itly. 

A7idreas.  Stop,  thou  revered  one, 

Lest  we  offend  the  jealous  Destinies 
By  shouts  ere  victory.      Deem  it  then 
thy  duty 
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To  pay  this  homage,  when  'tis  mine  to 
claim  it. 
Glycine.    Accept    thine    hand  -  maid's 
service  !  [Kneeling. 

Zapolya.  Raise  her,  son  ! 

0  raise  her  to   thine  arms  !    she  saved 

thy  life. 
And  through  her  love  for  thee,  she  saved 

thy  mother's  ! 
Hereafter  thou  shalt  know,  that  this  dear 

maid  loo 

Hath  other  and  hereditary  claims 
Upon    thy    heart,    and    with    Heaven- 
guarded  instinct 
But  carried  on  the  work  her  sire  began  ! 
Andreas.   Dear  maid  !  more  dear  thou 

canst  not  be  !   the  rest 
Shall  make  my  love  religion.      Haste  we 

hence  : 
For  as  I  reached  the  skirts  of  this  high 

forest, 

1  heard    the    noise    and   uproar   of  the 

chace, 
Doubling  its  echoes  from  the  mountain 
foot. 
Glycine.     Hark  !    sure    the    hunt    ap- 
proaches. 

[Horn    tuithout,    a7td  afterwards 

distant  thunder. 

Zapolya.  O  Kiuprili  ! 

Old  Bathory.   The   demon-hunters   of 

the  middle  air  no 

Are  in  full  cry,  and  scare  with  arrowy 

fire 
The    guilty  !       Hark  !    now    here,    now 

there,  a  horn 
Swells  singly  with  irregular  blast !    the 

tempest 
Has  scattered  them  ! 

[Horns   keaf'd  as  from   different 
places  at  a  distance. 
Zapolya.     O    Heavens  !    where    stays 

Kiuprili  ? 
Old  Bathory.    The  wood  will  be  sur- 
rounded !  leave  me  here. 
Andreas.    My  mother  !  let  me  see  thee 
once  in  safety, 
I  too  will  hasten  back,  with  lightning's 

speed. 
To  seek  the  hero  ! 


Old  Bathory.  Haste  !  my  life  upon  it 
I'll  guide  him  safe.  [  Thunder  again, 

Andreas.  Ha  !  what  a  crash  was  there ! 
Heaven  seems  to  claim  a  mightier  criminal 
[Pointing  without  to  the  body  of  \ 
Pestalutz.  ! 

Than  yon  vile  subaltern. 

Zapolya.  Your  behest,  High  powers, 
Low  I  obey !  to  the  appointed  spirit,  122 
That  hath  so  long  kept  watch  round  this 

drear  cavern. 
In  fervent  faith,  Kiuprili,  I  entrust  thee ! 
[Exeunt    Zapolya,    Andreas, 
and    Glycine,     Andreas 
having  in    haste    dropt  his 
sword.     Manet  Bathory. 
Old    Bathory.     Yon    bleeding    corse 
{pointing  to  Pestalutz  s  body)  may 
work  us  mischief  still : 
Once  seen,  'twill  rouse  alarm  and  crowd 

the  hunt" 
From  all  parts  towards  this  spot.     Stript 

of  its  armour, 
I'll  drag  it  hither. 

[Exit  Bathory.     After  aivhile 
several  Hunters  cra^j-  the  stage 
as    scattered.        Some    time 
after,  enter  KlUPRlLl  iti  his 
disguise,  fainting  with  fa- 
tigue, and  as  pursued.  , 
Raab  Kiup7-ili  (throwing  off  his  dis- 
guise).   Since  Heaven  alone  can 
save  me.  Heaven  alone              129 
Shall  be  my  trust. 

[Then  speaking  as  to  Zapolya  in 

the  Cave9-n. 

Haste  !  haste  !  Zapolya,  flee  ! 

[He  enters  the   Caverji,  and  then 

returns  in  alar??i. 

Gone  !  Seized  perhaps  ?     Oh  no,  let  me 

not  perish 
Despairing  of  Heaven's  justice  !     Faint, 

disarmed. 
Each  sinew  powerless  ;    senseless  rock, 

sustain  me  ! 
Thoti  art  parcel  of  my  native  land. 

[  Then  obsei-ving  the  srvord. 
A  sword  ! 
Ha  !    and    my   sword  !       Zapolya   hath 
escaped, 
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The  murderers  are  baffled,  and  there  lives 
An  Andreas  to  avenge  Kiuprili's  fall  ! — 
There  was  a  time,  when  this  dear  sword 

did  flash 
As  dreadful  as  the  storm-fire  from  mine 

arms- — 
I  can  scarce  raise  it  now — yet  come,  fell 

tyrant  !  140 

And    bring   with    thee   my   shame    and 

bitter  anguish, 
To  end  his  work  and  thine  !     Kiuprili 

now 
Can  take   the   death-blow  as  a  soldier 

should. 

Re-enie}-  Bathory,  with  the  dead  body  of 
Pestalutz. 
Old  Bathory.    Poor  tool  and  victim  of 
another's  guilt  ! 
Thou    follow'st    heavily  :     a     reluctant 

weight  ! 

Good  truth,  it  is  an  undeserved  honour 
That  in  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili's  cave 
A  wretch  like  thee  should  find  a  burial- 
place. 

[Then  observing  KiUPRlLl. 
'Tis    he  !  —  In  Andreas'    and    Zapolya's 

name 

Follow     me,     reverend     form  !      Thou 
need'st  not  speak,  150 

For  thou  canst  be  no  other  than  Kiuprili. 
Kiuprili.   And  are  they  safe  ? 

\Noise  without. 
Old  Bathory.  Conceal  yourself,  my  lord ! 
I  will  mislead  them  ! 

Kitiprili.  Is  Zapolya  safe  ? 

Old  Bathory.  I  doubt  it  not;  but  haste, 
haste,  I  conjure  you  ! 
[As  he  retires,  in  rushes  Casimir. 
Casimir  {entering).  Monster  ! 

Thou  shalt  not  now  escape  me  ! 

Old  Bathory.  Stop,  lord  Casimir  ! 

It  is  no  monster. 

Casimir.  Art  thou  too  a  traitor  ? 

Is  this  the  place  where  Emerick's  mur- 
derers lurk  ? 
Say  where  is  he  that,  tricked  in  this  dis- 
guise, 

First    lured    me    on,    then    scared    my 
dastard  followers  ? 


Thou  must  have  seen  him.      Say  where 
is  th'  assassin?  160 

Old  Bathory  [poijtting  to  the  body  of 
Pestalutz).    There  lies  the  as- 
sassin !  slain  by  that  same  sword 
That  was  descending  on  his  curst  em- 
ployer. 
When    entering   thou    beheld'st    Sarolta 
rescued  ! 
Casimir.    Strange   providence !    what 
then  was  he  who  fled  me  ? 
[Bathory  points  to  the   Cavern, 
whe7tce  Kiuprili  advances. 
Thy  looks  speak  fearful  things  !  Whither, 

old  man  ! 
Would  thy  hand  point  me  ? 

Old  Bathory.      Casimir,  to  thy  father. 

Casimir  (disco^iering  Kiuprili).    The 

curse  !     the    curse  !       Open    and 

swallow  me, 

Unsteady  earth  !     Fall,  dizzy  rocks  !  and 

hide  me  ! 

Old  Bathory     (to   Kiuprili).     Speak, 

speak,  my  lord  ! 
Kiuprili    [holds     out     the     sword    to 
Batho7y).     Bid     him     fulfil     his 
work  ! 
Casimir.    Thou  art  Heaven's  immedi- 
ate minister,  dread  spirit  !  170 
O    for    sweet    mercy,    take    some    other 

form. 
And    save   me    from    perdition  and   de- 
spair ! 
Old  Bathory.   He  lives  ! 
Casimir.    Lives  !     A  father's  curse  can 

never  die  ! 
Kiuprili  (in  a  tone  of  pity).  O  Casimir  ! 

Casimir  ! 
Old  Bathory.    Look  !    he  doth  forgive 
you  ! 
Hark  !  'tis  the  tyrant's  voice. 

[Emerick's  voice  luithout. 

Casimir.  I  kneel,  I  kneel  ! 

Retract  thy  curse  !       O,  by  my  mother's 

ashes. 
Have  pity  on  thy  self-abhorring  child  ! 
If  not  for  me,  yet  for  my  innocent  wife, 
Yet  for  my  countiy's  sake,  give  my  arm 

strength. 
Permitting  me  again  to  call  thee  father  ! 
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■  Riuprili.   Son,  I  forgive  thee  ! 

thy  father's  sword  ;  i8i 

When  thou  shalt  lift  it  in  thy  country's 

cause, 
In    that    same    instant    doth    thy  father 
bless  thee  ! 

[KruPRiLi  cw^Casimir  embrace; 

they  all  retire  to  the  Cavern 

supp07-tingK.iV7^\l.l.    Casi- 

MIR  as  by  accident  drops  his 

robe,  and  Bathory  throws 

it  over  the  body  of  Pesta- 

LUTZ. 

Emerick  (entering).   Fools  !  Cowards  ! 

follow — or  by  Hell  I'll  make  you 

Find  reason  to  fear  Emerick,  more  than 

all 
The  mummer-fiends  that  ever  masquer- 
aded 
As  gods  or  wood-nymphs  ! — 

{Then  sees  the  body  of  Pesta- 
LUTZ,  covered  by  Casimir's 
cloak. 

Ha  !  'tis  done  then  ! 
Our  necessary  villain  hath  proved  faith- 
ful. 
And    there    lies    Casimir,   and   our   last 
fears  ! 

Well  ! — Aye,  well  ! 190 

And  is  it  not  well  ?    For  though  grafted 

on  us, 
And  filled  too  with  our  sap,  the  deadly 

power 
Of  the  parent  poison-tree  lurked  in  its 

fibres  : 
There  was  too  much  of  Raab  Kiuprili  in 

him  : 
The  old  enemy  looked  at  me  in  his  face, 
E'en  when  his  words  did  flatter  me  with 
duty. 

\As  Emerick  moves  towards  the 
body,  enter  from  the  Cavern 
Casimir  and  Bathory. 
Old  Bathory  {pointing  to    where    the 
noise  is,  and  aside  to   Casimir). 
This  way  they  come  ! 
Casimir  {aside  to  Bathory).  Hold  them 
in  check  awhile, 
The  path  is  narrow  !     Rudolph  will  as- 
sist thee. 


^ 


E7nerick  {aside,  not  perceiving  Casimir 
and  Bathory,  and  looking  at  the 
dead  body).  And  ere  I  ring  the 
alarum  of  my  sorrow,  200 

I'll  scan  that  face  once  more,  and  mur- 
mur— Here 
Lies  Casimir,  the  last  of  the  Kiuprilis  ! 

{Uncovers  the  face,  and  starts^ 
Hell  !  'tis  Pestalutz  ! 

Casimir  {coming  forward).   Yes,  thou 
ingrate  Emerick  ! 
'Tis  Pestalutz  !  'tis  thy  trusty  murderer  ! 
To  quell  thee  more,  see  Raab  Kiuprili's 
sword ! 
Emerick.     Curses    on    it    and    thee ! 
Think'st  thou  that  petty  omen 
Dare  whisper  fear  to  Emerick's  destiny? 
Ho  !  Treason  !  Treason  ! 

Casimir.     Then  have  at  thee,  tyrant! 
{They  fight.      Emkrick  falls. 
Emerick.   Betrayed  and  baffled 

By  mine  own  tool  ! Oh  !  {Dies. 

Casimir  {triiimphantly).    Hear,  hear, 

my  Father  !  210 

Thou  should'st  have  witnessed  thine  own 

deed.      O  Father, 
Wake  from  that  envious  swoon  !      The 

tyrant's  fallen  ! 
,Thy  sword  hath  conquered  !    As  I  lifted 

it 
Thy  blessing  did  indeed  descend  upon; 

me  ; 
Dislodging  the  dread  curse.    It  flew  forth 

from  me 
And  lighted  on  the  tyrant  ! 

Enter  RUDOLPH,  Bathory,  and 
Attendants. 

Rudolph     and     Bathory     {entering 

Friends  !  friends  to  Casimir  ! 
Casimir.      Rejoice,      Illyrians  !      th| 

usurper's  fallen. 
Rtidolph.   So  perish  tyrants  !    so  enfl 

usurpation  ! 
Casimir.   Bear  hence  the  body,    an| 
move  slowly  on  ! 

One  moment 

Devoted  to  a  joy,  that  bears  no  witnes 
I  follow   you,    and    we  will    greet 
countiymen 
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With  the  two  best  and  fullest  gifts  of 

heaven — 
A  tyrant  fallen,  a  patriot  chief  restored  ! 
[Exeunt      Casimir      into      the 
Cavern.       The    rest   on    the 
opposite  side. 

[Scene  III] 

Sce7ie  changes  to  a  splendid  Chamber  in 
Casimir's  Castle.  Confederates  dis- 
covered. 

First  Confederate.   It  can  not  but  suc- 
ceed, friends.      From  this  palace 
E'en  to  the   wood,  our  messengers  are 

posted 
With  such  short  interspace,  that  fast  as 

sound 
Can  travel   to    us,    we    shall   learn    the 

event  ! 

Enter  another  Confederate. 
What  tidings  from  Temeswar  ? 

Second  Cojifederate.       With  one  voice 
Th'  assembled  chieftains  have  deposed 

the  tyrant  ; 
He  is  proclaimed  the  public  enemy, 
And  the  protection  of  the  law  withdrawn. 
First  Confederate.   Just  doom  for  him, 

who  governs  without  law  ! 
Is  it  known   on  whom   the  sov'reignty 

will  fall  ?  10 

Second  Confederate.     Nothing    is    yet 

decided  :  but  report 
Points  to  Lord   Casimir.      The  grateful 

memory 
Of  his  renowned  father 

Enter  Sarolta. 

Hail  to  Sarolta  ! 
Sarolta.    Confederate  friends  !  I  bring 
to  you  a  joy 

Worthy  your  noble  cause  !  Kiuprili  lives, 

And  from    his    obscure    exile,  hath    re- 
turned 

To  bless  our  country.     More  and  greater 
tidings 

Might  I   disclose ;  but   that  a  woman's 
voice 

Would  mar  the  wonderous  tale.     Wait 
we  for  him. 


The   partner  of  the   glory — Raab   Kiu- 
prili ;  20 
For  he  alone  is  worthy  to  announce  it. 

\Shozits  of  '  Kiuprili,  Kiuprili,' 
ajid  'The  Tyrant's  fallen,' 
without.  Then  enter  KIU- 
PRILI, Casimir,  Rudolph, 
Bathory,  and  Attendants, 
after  the   clatnour  has   siib- 


Raab  Kiuprili.    Spare  yet  your  joy,  my 
friends  !     A  higher  waits  you  : 
Behold,  your  Queen  ! 

[Enter  f-oni    opposite    side,    Za- 
polya  a;?<^  Andreas  royally 
attired,  with  Glycine. 
Confederate.    Comes  she  from  heaven 

to  bless  us? 
Other  Confederates.    It  is  !  it  is  ! 
Zapolya.   Heaven's    work   of  grace  is 
full! 
Kiuprili,  thou  art  safe  ! 

Raab  Kitiprili.  Royal  Zapolya  ! 

To  the  heavenly  powers,   pay    we    our 

duty  first ; 
Who  not  alone   preserved  thee,  but  for 

thee 
And   for   our  country,  the  one  precious 

branch 
Of  Andreas'  royal  house.      O   country- 
men, 
Behold    your    King  !      And    thank  our 
country's  genius,  30 

That   the   same  means  which  have  pre- 
served our  sovereign, 
Have  likewise  reared  him  worthier  of  the 

throne 
By  virtue  than  by  birth.    The  undoubted 

proofs 
Pledged  by  his  royal  mother,   and  this 

old  man, 
(Whose  name  henceforth  be  dear  to  all 

Illyrians) 
We  haste  to  lay  before   the   assembled 
council. 
All.   Hail,    Andreas  !    Hail,    Illyria's 

rightful  king ! 
Andreas.    Supported  thus,  O  friends  ! 
'twere  cowardice 
Unworthy  of  a  royal  birth,  to  shrink 
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From  the  appointed  charge.     Yet,  while 
we  wait  40 

The  awful  sanction  of  convened  Illyria, 
In  this  brief  while,  O  let  me  feel  myself 
The    child,    the    friend,    the    debtor ! — 

Heroic  mother ! — 
But  what  can  breath  add  to  that  sacred 

name  ? 
Kiuprili !  gift  of  Providence,  to  teach  us 
That  loyalty  is  but  the  public  form 
Of  the  sublimest  friendship,  let  my  youth 
Climb  round  thee,  as  the  vine  around  its 

elm  : 
Thou    my    support   and    /  thy    faithful 

fruitage. 
My  heart  is  full,  and  these  poor  words 
express  not,  50 

They  are  but   an  art  to  check  its  over- 
swelling. 
Bathory !  shrink  not  from  my  filial  arms  ! 
Now,  and  from  henceforth  thou  shalt  not 

forbid  me 
To  call  thee  father  !     And  dare  I  forget 
The  powerful  intercession  of  thy  virtue, 
Lady  Sarolta  ?     Still  acknowledge  me 
Thy  faithful  soldier  ! — But  what  invoca- 
tion 
Shall    my    full    soul    address    to    thee. 

Glycine  ? 
ThoH  sword  that  leap'st  forth  from  a  bed 
of  roses  :  59 

Thou  falcon-hearted  dove  ? 

Zapolya.         Hear  that  from  me,  son  ! 
For  ere  she  lived,  her  father  saved  thy 

life, 
Thine,  and  thy  fugitive  mother's  ! 

Casimir.  Chef  Ragozzi ! 


0  shame  upon  my  head  I     I  would  have 

given  her 
To  a  base  slave  ! 

Zapolya.   Heaven   overruled   thy  pur- 
pose, 
And  sent  an  angel  {pointing  to  Sarolta) 

to  thy  house  to  guard  her  ! 
Thou  precious  bark  !  freighted  with  all 

our  treasures  !        YTo  Andreas. 
The  sport  of  tempests,  and  yet  ne'er  the 

victim, 
How  many  may  claim  salvage  in  thee  ! 
{Pointing  to  GLYCINE. )    Take  her,  son  ! 
A  queen   that  brings  with  her  a  richer 

dowry  69 

Than  orient  kings  can  give  ! 

Sarolta.  A  banquet  waits  ! — 

On  this   auspicious   day,   for  some  few 

hours 

1  claim  to  be  your  hostess.      Scenes  so 

awful 
With  flashing  light,  force  wisdom  on  us 

all! 
E'en   women  at  the  distaff  hence   may 

see. 
That  bad  men  may  rebel,  but  ne'er  be 

free  ; 
May  whisper,  when  the  waves  of  faction 

foam. 
None  love  their  country,  but  who  love 

their  home  ; 
For  freedom  can  with  those  alone  abide, 
Who  wear  the  golden  chain,  with  honest 

pride,  79 

Of  love  and  duty,  at  their  own  fire-side  : 
While  mad  ambition  ever  doth  caress 
Its  own  sure  fate,  in  its  own  restlessness  ! 


END    OF    ZAPOLYA. 


ADDENDA 


EPIGRAMS,  Etc. 


[A  few  '  Epigrams '  which  had  gained  a  place  in  Coleridge's  collected  works  have  been  omitted, 
being  found  not  to  belong  to  him.  A  few  others  have  been  excluded  as  too  trivial.  But  the  omissions 
have  been  more  than  compensated  by  additions  of  better  quality  from  MSS.  hitherto  unprinted. 

It  is  difficult  at  this  time  of  day  to  deal  quite  adequately  with  a  certain  class  of  these  effusions. 
To  exclude  all,  would  be  to  mask  one  side  of  a  man  exceptionally  many-sided  :  to  include  only  one 
or  two  would  equally  convey  a  false  impression.  Already  they  have  been  included  in  so  many 
editions  of  Coleridge's  works  as  to  have  become  part  and  parcel  of  them,  and  will  always  have 
to  be  taken  into  account  in  any  estimate  of  his  genius  and  character. 

Few  of  the  less  serious  of  the  '  Epigrams '  are  entirely  original :  many  are  translated  from 
Lessing,  and  as  a  rule,  rendered  with  no  great  felicity.] 


You're  careful  o'er  your  wealth,  'tis  true. 
Yet  so,  that  of  your  plenteous  store, 
The  poor  man  tastes  and  blesses  you — 
For  you  flee  Poverty  and  not  the  Poor. 

MS.  1799. 


Say  what  you  will,  Ingenious  Youth  ! 

You'll  find  me  neither  Dupe  nor  Dunce : 
Once  you  deceived  me — only  once, 

'Twas  then  when  you  told  me  the 
Truth. 

MS.  1799. 

[ANOTHER   VERSION] 


If  the  guilt  of  all  lying  consists  in  deceit. 

Lie  on — 'tis  your  duty,  sweet  youth  ! 

For  believe  me,  then  only  we  find  you  a 

cheat 

When  you  cunningly  tell  us  the  truth. 

Ann.  Anth.  i8oo. 


ON  AN  INSIGNIFICANT 

No  doleful  faces  here,  no  sighing — 
Here  rots  a  thing  that  woii  by  dying 
'Tis  Cypher  lies  beneath  this  crust — 
Whom  Death  created  into  dust. 

MS.  179 


ON  A  SLANDERER 

From  yonder  tomb  of  recent  date, 
There  comes  a  strange  mephitic  blast. 
Here  lies — Ha  !  Backbite,  you  at  last- 
'Tis  he  indeed  :  and  sure  as  fate. 
They  buried  him  in  overhaste — 
Into  the  earth  he  has  been  cast, 
And  in  this  grave. 

Before  the  man  had  breathed  his  last. 
MS.  1799. 

6 

There  comes  from  old  Avaro's  grave 
A  deadly  stench — why,  sure  they  have 
Immured  his  soul  within  his  grave  ? 
Keepsake,  1829. 
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LINES   IN   A   GERMAN 
STUDENT'S  ALBUM 

We  both  attended  the  same  College, 
Where   sheets  of  paper  we   did  blur 
many, 
And  now  we're  going  to  sport  our  know- 
ledge. 
In  England  I,  and  you  in  Germany. 
Carlyon's  Early  Years,  etc.  i.  68.  i799- 


ON  A  READER  OF  HIS  OWN 

VERSES 

Hoarse  Msevius  reads  his  hobbling  verse 

To  all  and  at  all  times. 
And  deems  them  both  divinely  smooth, 

His  voice  as  well  as  rhymes. 

But  folks  say,  Mtevius  is  no  ass  ! 

But  Meevius  makes  it  clear 
That  he's  a  monster  of  an  ass. 
An  ass  without  an  ear. 
Morn.  Post,  Sep.  7,  1799. 


Jem  writes  his  verses  with  more  speed 
Than  the  printer's  boy  can  set  'em  ; 
Quite  as  fast  as  we  can  read. 
And  only  not  so  fast  as  we  forget  'em. 
Morn.  Post,  Sep.  23,  1799. 


Doris  can  find  no  taste  in  tea. 
Green  to  her  drinks  like  Bohea  ; 
Because  she  makes  the  tea  so  small 
She  never  tastes  the  tea  at  all. 
Morn.  Post,  Nov.  14,  1799. 


II 


Jack 


drinks   fine   wines,  wears  modish 
clothing, 

But  prithee  where  lies  Jack's  estate  ? 
In  Algebra,  for  there  I  found  of^late 
A  quantity  call'd  less  than  nothing. 
Morn.  Post,  Nov.  16,  1799. 


What  ?  rise  again  with  all  one's  bones  ? 

Quoth  Giles,  I  hope  you  fib. 
I  trusted  when  I  went  to  Heaven 
To  go  without  my  rib. 
Morn.  Post,  Dec.  12,  1799. 

13 
JOB'S  LUCK 

Sly  Beelzebub  took  all  occasions 
To  try  Job's  constancy  and  patience  ; 
He  took  his  honours,  took  his  health, 
He  took  his  children,  took  his  wealth, 
His  camels,  horses,  asses,  cows — 
And  the  sly  Devil  did  not  take  his  spouse. 

But  Heaven  that  brings  out  good  from 

evil, 
And  loves  to  disappoint  the  Devil, 
Had  predetermined  to  restore 
Twofold  all  Job  had  before, 
His  children,  camels,  horses,  cows, — 
Short-sighted    Devil,    not    to    take    his 
spouse  !  1799. 

Mom.  Post,  Sept.  26,  1801 

14 

TO  MR.  PYE 

On  his  Carmen  SectiJare  (a  title  which  has  by- 
various  persons  who  have  heard  it,  been  thus 
translated,  'A  Poem  an  age  long''). 

Your  Poem  must  ete7-nal  be. 

Eternal  I  it  can't  fail. 
For  'tis  incomprehensible. 
And  without  head  or  tail ! 
Morn.  Post,  Jan.  24,  1800. 

The  following  eight  '  Epigrams '  were 
printed  in  The  Annual  Anthology  for 
1800  : — 

IS 

0  WOULD  the  Baptist  come  again 
And  preach  aloud  with  might  and  main 
Repentance  to  our  viperous  race  ! 

But  should  this  miracle  take  place, 

1  hope,  ere  Irish  ground  he  treads, 
He'll  lay  in  a  good  stock  of  heads  ! 
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i6 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FORMER 

I  HOLD  of  all  our  viperous  race 
The  greedy  creeping  things  in  place 
Most  vile,  most  venomous  ;  and  then 
The  United  Irishmen  ! 
To  come  on  earth  should  John  determine, 
Imprimis,  we'll  excuse  his  sermon. 
Without  a  word  the  good  old  Dervis 
Might  work  incalculable  service, 
At  once  from  tyranny  and  riot 
Save  laws,  lives,  liberties  and  moneys. 
If  sticking  to  his  ancient  diet 
He'd  but  eat  up   our  locusts   and  ivild 
honeys  ! 

17 
As  Dick  and  I  at  Charing  Cross  were 
walking, 
Whom  should  we  see  on  t'other  side 
pass  by 
But  Informator  with  a  stranger  talking. 

So  I  exclaim'd,  'Lord,  what  a  lie!' 
Quoth    Dick — '  What,    can    you    hear 
him?' 
'  Hear  him  !  stuff  ! 
I  saw  him  open  his  mouth — an't  that 
enough  ? ' 


TO  A  PROUD  PARENT 

Thy  babes   ne'er  greet    thee    with    the 
father's  name  ; 
'  My  Lud  ! '  they  lisp.     Now  whence 
can  this  arise  ? 
Perhaps    their   mother   feels    an   honest 
shame 
And  will  not  teach  her  infant  to  tell 
lies. 

19 
HiPPONA  lets  no  silly  flush 
Disturb  her   cheek,    nought  makes   her 

blush. 
Whate'er  obscenities  you  say. 
She  nods  and  titters  frank  and  gay, 
•Oh  Shame,  awake  one  honest  flush 
For  this, — that  nothing  makes  her  blush. 


Thy  lap-dog,  Rufa,  is  a  dainty  beast. 
It  don't  surprise  me  in  the  least 
To  see  thee  lick  so  dainty  clean  a  beast. 
But  that   so  dainty  clean  a  beast  lick? 

thee. 
Yes — that  surprises  me. 


ON  A  BAD  SINGER 

Swans  sing  before  they  die — 'twere  no 

bad  thing 
Should  certain  persons  die  before  they 

sing. 


OCCASIONED  BY  THE  LAST 

A  JOKE  (cries  Jack)  without  a  sting — 
Post  obitmn  can  no  man  sing. 
And  true,  if  Jack  don't  mend  his  man- 
ners 
And  quit  the  atheistic  banners. 
Post  obitiwi  will  Jack  run  foul 
Of  ^ViQ)[i  folks  as  can  only  howl. 


23 
SONG 

TO  BE  SUNG  BY  THE  LOVERS  OF  ALL 
THE  NOBLE  LIQUORS  COMPRISED 
UNDER  THE  NAME  OF  ALE. 

A. 

Ye  drinkers  of  Stingo  and  Nappy  so  free, 
Are  the  Gods  on  Olympus  so  happy  as 


They  cannot  be  so  happy  ! 

For  why  ?  they  drink  no  Nappy. 


But  what  if  Nectar,  in  their  lingo, 
Is  but  another  name  for  Stingo  ? 
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Why,  then  we  and  the  Gods  are  equally 

blest, 
And  Olympus  an  Ale-house  as  good  as 
f  the  best  ! 

M.  Post,  Sep.  i8,  1801. 

24 
EPITAPH 

ON   A   BAD   MAN 

Of  him  that  in  this  gorgeous  tomb  doth 
lie 
This  sad  brief  tale  is  all  that  Truth 
can  give — 
He  lived  like  one  who  never  thought  to 
die, 
He  died  like  one  who  dared  not  hope 

to  live  ! 
M.  Post,  SeJ>.  22,  1801.  EcrTr)0"e. 

25 

Under  this  stone  does  Walter  Harcourt 
lie, 
Who  valued  nought  that  God  or  man 
could  give  ; 
He  lived  as  if  he  never  thought  to  die ; 
He  died  as  if  he  dared  not  hope  to 
live  ! 

[So  reprinted  by  Mrs.  H.  N.  Coleridge  in 
Essays  on  his  own  Tunes  as  '  Another  Version ' ; 
with  this  foot-note :  '  The  name  Walter  Har- 
court has  been  supplied  by  the  Editor,  S.  C 
The  following  adaptation  is  now  first  printed 
from  S.  T.  C.'s  papers. — Ed.] 

C5//r  Saturday,  Sept.  10,  1830. 

W.    H.    EHEU ! 

Beneath  this  stone  does  William  Hazlitt 
lie. 
Thankless   of  all    that    God  or  man 
could  give. 
He  lived  like  one  who  never  thought  to 
die. 
He  died  like  one  who  dared  not  hope 

to  live. 
SeJ>i.  30,  1830. 


1 


With  a  sadness  at  heart,  and  an  ear- 
nest hope  grounded  on  his  misanthropic 
sadness,  when  I  first  knew  him  in  his 
20th  or  2 1st  year,  that  a  something 
existed  in  his  bodily  organism  that  in 
the  sight  of  the  All- Merciful  lessened  his 
responsibility,  and  the  moral  imputation 
of  his  acts  and  feelings. 

MS. 

26 

DRINKING  VERSUS  THINKING 

OR,  A  SONG  AGAINST  THE  NEW 
PHILOSOPHY 

My  Merry  men  all,  that  drink  with  glee 
This  fanciful  Philosophy, 

Pray  tell  me  what  good  is  it  ? 
If  antient  Nick  should  come  and  take 
The  same  across. the  Stygian  Lake, 

I  guess  we  ne'er  should  miss  it. 

Away,  each  pale,  self-brooding  spark 
That  goes  truth-hunting  in  the  dark. 

Away  from  our  carousing  ! 
To  Pallas  we  resign  such  fowls — 
Grave  birds  of  wisdom  !  ye're  but  owls. 

And  all  your  trade  but  mousing ! 

My  Merry   men  all,    here's  punch   and 

wine. 
And  spicy  bishop,  drink  divine  ! 
Let's  live  while  we  are  able. 
While    Mirth    and    Sense    sit,    hand    in 

glove. 
This  Don  Philosophy  we'll  shove 
Dead  drunk  beneath  the  table  ! 
M.  Post,  Sep.  25,  1801. 

27 

A  HINT  TO  PREMIERS  AND 
FIRST  CONSULS 

FROM  AN  OLD  TRAGEDY,  VIZ.  AGATHA 
TO  KING  ARCHELAUS 

Three    truths   should  make  thee  often 
think  and  pause  ; 
The  first  is,  that  thou  govern'st  over 
men  ; 
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The  second,  that  thy  power  is  from  the 
laws  ; 
And  this  the   third,   that  thou    must 

die  ! — and  then  ? — 
M.  Post,  Sep.  27,  1 801. 

28 

TO  A  CERTAIN  MODERN 

NARCISSUS 

Do  call,  dear  Jess,  whene'er  my  way  you 

come  ; 
My  looking-glass  will  always  be  at  home. 
M.  Post,  Dec.  16,  1801. 

29 
TO  A  CRITIC 

WHO  EXTRACTED  A  PASSAGE  FROM  A 
POEM  WITHOUT  ADDING  A  WORD  RE- 
SPECTING THE  CONTEXT,  AND  THEN 
DERIDED  IT  AS  UNINTELLIGIBLE. 

Most  candid  critic,  what  if  I, 
By  way  of  joke,  pull  out  your  eye, 
And  holding  up  the  fragment,  cry, 
'  Ha  !  ha  !  that  men  such  fools    should 

be  ! 
Behold  this  shapeless  Dab  ! — and  he 
Who  own'd  it,  fancied  it  could  see  ! ' 
The  joke  were  mighty  analytic, 
But  should  you  like  it,  candid  critic  ? 
M.  Post,  Dec.  16,  1801. 

30 
ALWAYS  AUDIBLE 

Pass  under  Jack's  window  at  twelve  at 
night. 
You'll  hear  him  still — he's  roaring  ! 
Pass  under  Jack's  window  at  twelve  at 
noon. 
You'll  hear  him  still — he's  snoring  ! 
Morn.  Post,  Dec.  19,  1801. 

31 
PONDERE  NON  NUMERO 

Friends  should  be  tueigJi'd,   not  told; 

who  boasts  to  have  won 
A  multitude  of  friends,  he  ne'er  had  one. 
Morn.  Post,  Dec.  26,  1801. 


32 

To  wed  a  fool,  I  really  cannot  see 
Why  thou,  Eliza,  art  so  very  loth  ; 
Still  on  a  par  with  other  pairs  you'd  be, 
Since  thou  hast  wit  and  sense  enough  for 
both. 
Morn.  Post,  Dec.  26,  1801. 

[The  twenty  '  Original  Epigrams '  fol- 
lowing were  printed  in  the  Morning  Post 
in  September  and  October  1802,  with 
the  signature  'E2TH2E.'] 

(September  23,  1802.) 

33 

What  is  an  Epigram  ?  a  dwarfish  whole. 
Its  body  brevity,  and  wit  its  soul. 

34 

Charles,    grave    or    merry,    at    no    lie 

would  stick, 
And  taught  at  length  his   memory  the 

same  trick. 
Believing  thus  what  he  so  oft  repeats 
He's  brought  the  thing  to  such  a  pass, 

poor  youth. 
That  now  himself  and  no  one  else 

he  cheats, 
Save  when  unluckily  he  tells  the  truth. 

35 

An  evil  spirit's  on  thee,  friend  !  of  late  ! 

Ev'n  from  the  hour  thou  cam'st  to  thy 
Estate. 

Thy  mirth  all  gone,  thy  kindness,  thy 
discretion, 

Th'  estate  hath  ijrov'd  to  thee  a  most 
complete  possession. 

Shame,  shame,  old  friend  !  would'st  thou 
be  truly  blest, 

Be  thy  wealth's  Lord,  not  slave  !  pos- 
sessor, not  possess'd. 

36 

Here  lies  the  Devil — ask  no  other  name. 

Well — but  you  mean  Lord ?    Hush  ! 

we  mean  the  same. 
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TO  ONE  WHO  PUBLISHED  IN 

PRINT 

WHAT    HAD    BEEN    ENTRUSTED    TO   HIM 
BY    MY    FIRESIDE 

Two  things  hast  thou  made  known   to 

half  the  nation, 
My  secrets  and  my  want  of  penetration : 
For   O  !   far  more  than  all  which  thou 

hast  penn'd 
It   shames  me  to  have  call'd  a  wretch, 

like  thee,  my  friend  ! 

38 

'  Obscitri  sub  luce  maligna.' — ViRG. 
Scarce  any  scandal,  but  has  a  handle ; 

In  truth  most   falsehoods  have  their 
rise  ; 
Truth  first  unlocks  Pandora's  box. 

And  out  there  fly  a  host  of  lies. 
Malignant  light,  by  cloudy  night, 

To  precipices  it  decoys  one  ! 
One  nectar-drop  from  Jove's  own  shop 

Will  flavour  a  whole  cup  of  poison. 

39 
Old  Harpy  jeers  at  castles  in  the  air, 
And     thanks     his     stars,     whenever 
Edmund  speaks, 
That    such    a    dupe    as   that  is   not   his 
heir — 
But    know,    old    Harpy  !     that    these 
fancy  freaks. 
Though    vain     and     light,     as    floating 

gossamer. 
Always  amuse,  and  sometimes  mend  the 
heart  : 
A  young  man's  idlest  hopes  are  still 
his  pleasures, 
And  fetch  a  higher  price  in  Wisdom's 
mart 
Than     all     the     unenjoying     Miser's 
treasures. 

40 

TO  A  VAIN  YOUNG  LADY 

Didst  thou  think  less  of  thy  dear  self 
Far  more  would  others  think  of  thee  ! 


Sweet    Anne !     the    knowledge    of    thy 

wealth  J 

Reduces  thee  to  poverty.  a 

Boon  Nature  gave  wit,  beauty,  health,  * 

On  thee  as  on  her  darling  pitching  ; 
Couldst  thou  forget  thou'rt  thus  enrich'd 
That  moment  would'st  thou  become 
rich  in  ! 
And  wert  thou  not  so  self-bewitch'd. 
Sweet     Anne !     thou     wert,     indeed, 
bewitching. 

{October  2,  1802.) 
41 
From  me,  Aurelia!  you  desired 
Your  proper  praise  to  know  ; 
Well  !  you're  the  Fair  by  all  admired — 
Some  twenty  years  ago. 

-      42 
FOR  A  HOUSE-DOG'S  COLLAR 

When    thieves    come,    I    bark :     when 

gallants,  I  am  still — 
So     perform     both     my    master's     and 

mistress's  will. 

43 
In  vain  I  praise  thee,  Zoilus  ! 

In  vain  thou  rail'st  at  me  ! 
Me  no  one  credits,  Zoilus  ! 

And  no  one  credits  thee  ! 

(October  g,  1802.) 

44 

EPITAPH  ON  A  MERCENARY 


MISER 


I 


A  poor  benighted  Pedlar  knock'd 

One  night  at  Sell-all's  door, 
The  same  who  saved  old  Sell-all's 
life— 
'Twas  but  the  year  before  ! 
And  Sell-all  rose  and  let  him  in. 

Not  utterly  unwilling. 
But  first  he  bargain'd  with  the  man. 
And  took  his  only  shilling  ! 
That  night  he  dreamt  he'd, given  away 
his  pelf. 
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iWalk'd  in  his  sleep,  and  sleeping  hung 

himself ! 
And  now  his  soul  and  body  rest  below  ; 
And  here  they  say  his  punishment  and 
fate  is 
To  lie  awake  and  every  hour  to  know 
How  many  people  read  his  tombstone 

GRATIS. 

{October  ii,  1802.) 

45 

A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN 

AN  AUTHOR  AND  HIS  FRIEND 

Author.    Come ;    your    opinion    of   my 

manuscript  ! 
^riend.   Dear  Joe  !  I  would  almost    as 

soon  be  whipt. 
Author.    But  I  will  have  it  ! 
^riend.   If  it  must  be  had — {hesitating) 
iTou  write  so  ill,  I  scarce  could  read  the 

hand — 
Author.  A  inere  evasion  ! 
^riend.   And  you  spell  so  bad, 
That  what  I  read  I  could  not  undei^stand. 


46 

Kupoaocpia,  OR  WISDOM  IN  FOLLY 

Tom  Slothful  talks,  as  slothful  Tom 
beseems, 
What  he  shall  shortly  gain  and  what 
be  doing, 
Then  drops  asleep,  and  so  prolongs  his 
dreams 
And  thus  enjoys  at  once  what  half  the 
world  are  wooing. 


47 

i-ACH  Bond-street  buck  conceits,  unhappy 
elf! 

le  shews  his  clothes  !  Alas  !  he  shews 
himself. 

)  that  they  knew,  these  overdrest  self- 
lovers, 

Vhat  hides  the  body  oft  the  mind  dis- 
covers. 


48 

FROM  AN  OLD  GERMAN  POET 
[Wernicke] 

That  France  has  put  us  oft  to  rout 
With  powder,  which  ourselves  found  out  ; 
And  laughs  at  us  for  fools  m  frint 
Of  which  our  genius  was  the  mint ; 
All  this  I  easily  admit, 
For  we  have  genius,  France  has  wit. 
But  'tis  too  bad,  that  blind  and  mad 
To   Frenchmen's   wives   each    travelling 
German  goes, 
Expands  his  manly  vigour  byMezVsides, 
Becomes  the  father  of  his  country's  foes 
And  turns  their  warriors  oft  to  parri- 
cides. 

49 
ON  THE  CURIOUS  CIRCUM- 
STANCE 

that  in  the  GERMAN  LANGUAGE  THE 
SUN  IS  FEMININE  AND  THE  MOON 
MASCULINE 

Our  English  poets,  bad  and  good,  agree 
To  make  the  Sun  a  male,  the  Moon  a  she. 
He  drives  his  dazzling  diligence  on  high. 
In  verse,  as  constantly  as  in  the  sky  ; 
And  cheap  as  blackberries  our  sonnets 

shew 
The  Moon,  Heaven's  huntress,  with  her 

silver  bow ; 
By   which   they'd   teach   us,   if  I  guess 

aright, 
Man  rules  the  day,  and  woman  rules  the 

night. 
In  Germany  they  just  reverse  the  thing  ; 
The  Sun  becomes  a  queen,  the  Moon  a 

king. 
Now,  that  the  Sun  should  represent  the 

women. 
The  Moon  the  men,  to  me  seem'd  mighty 

humming ; 
And  when  I  first  read  German,  made  me 

stare. 
Surely  it  is  not  that  the  wives  are  there 
As  com?)ion  as  the  Sun  to  lord  and  loon, 
And   all   their   husbands  horned  as    the 

Moon. 

2  G 


4SO 
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SPOTS  IN  THE  SUN 

My  father  confessor  is  strict  and  holy, 
Mi  Fill,  still  he  cries,  feccare  noli. 
And  yet  how  oft  I  find  the  pious  man 
At  Annette's  door,  the  lovely  courtesan  ! 
Her  soul's  deformity  the  good  man  wins 
And  not  her  charms  !  he  comes  to  hear 

her  sins  ! 
Good  father  !  I  would  fain  not  do  thee 

wrong  ; 
But  ah  !   I  fear  that  they  who  oft  and 

long 
Stand  gazing  at  the  sun,  to  count  each 

spot, 
Afust  sometimes  find  the  sun  itself  too 

hot. 

51 

When   Surface   talks  of  other  people's 

worth 
He  has  the  weakest  memory  on  earth  ! 
And  when  his  own  good  deeds  he  deigns 
to  mention. 
His  7nemory  still  is  no  whit  better  grown  ; 
But  then  he  makes  up  for  it,  all  will  own. 
By  a  prodigious  talent  of  invention. 


52 
TO  MY  CANDLE 

THE    FAREWELL    EPIGRAM 

Good  Candle,  thou  that  with  thy  brother. 
Fire, 
Art  my  best  friend  and  comforter  at 
night, 
Just  snuff'd,  thou  look'st  as  if  thou  didst 
desire 
That  I  on  thee  an  epigram  should  write. 
Dear   Candle,  burnt  down  to  a   finger- 
joint. 
Thy  own  flame  is  an  epigram  of  sight ; 
'Tis  short,  and  pointed,   and  all  over 
light. 
Yet  gives  most  light  and  burns  the  keenest 
at  the  point.       Valete  et  Plaitdite. 


53 

EPITAPH 

ON    HIMSELF 

Here  sleeps  at  length  poor  Col.,  and 

without  screaming — 
Who   died  as  he  had   always  lived,   a- 

dreaming  : 
Shot  dead,  while  sleeping,  by  the  goul 

within — 
Alone  and  all  unknown,  at  Edinbro'  in 

an  Inn.  1803. 

54 

An  excellent  adage  commands  that  we 

should 
Relate  of  the  dead  that  alone  which  is 


But  of  the  great  Lord  who  here  lies  ic 

lead 
We  know  nothing  good  but  that  he  is 

dead. 
Friend,  Nov.  12,  1809. 

55 
MOTTO 

FOR  A  transparency  DESIGNED  B\ 
WASHINGTON  ALLSTON  AND  EX- 
HIBITED AT  BRISTOL  ON  '  PRO- 
CLAMATION HAY^—Juiie  29,  1814. 

We've  fought  for  Peace,  and  conquer'd 

it  at  last. 
The  rav'ning  vulture's  leg  seems  fetter'd 

fast  ! 
Britons,  rejoice  !  and  yet  be  wary  too  : 
The    chain  may  break,    the  dipt   wing 

sprout  anew. 

[The  following  was  suggested  by  Coleridge  as  ar 
alternative,  but  the  former  was  used  : — ] 

56 

We've  conquer'd  us  a  Peace,  like  lads 

true  metalled  : 
And  Bankrupt  JVaJ>^s  accompts  seem  all 

now  settled. 
Cottle's  Early  Recollections,  ii.  145. 
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57 

Money,  I've  heard  a  wise  man  say, 
Makes  herself  wings  and  flies  away — 
Ah  !  would  she  take  it  in  her  head 
To  make  a  pair  for  me  instead. 
MS.  1815. 

58 
(  MODERN  CRITICS 

No  private  grudge  they  need,  no  personal 

spite, 
The  viva  sectio  is  its  own  delight  ! 
All  enmity,  all  envy,  they  disclaim, 
Disinterested  thieves  of  our  good  name  : 
Cool,  sober  murderers  of  their  neighbours' 

fame  ! 
Bios-  Lit.  (1817),  ii.  118.  ?  1S16. 

59 

WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM 

Parry  seeks  the  Polar  ridge. 

Rhymes  seeks  S.  T.  Coleridge, 

Author  of  Works,  whereof — tho'  not  in 

Dutch— 
The  public  little  knows — the  publisher 

too  much.    V,  ?  1S18. 

I?' 

SENTIMENTAL 

The  rose  that  blushes  like  the  morn, 

Bedecks  the  valleys  low  ; 
And  so  dost  thou,  sweet  infant  corn. 

My  Angelina's  toe. 

But  on  the  rose  there  grows  a  thorn 

That  breeds  disastrous  woe  ; 
And  so  dost  thou,  remorseless  corn, 

On  Angelina's  toe.  1824. 

61 

THE  ALTERNATIVE 

This  way  or  that,  ye  Powers  above  me  ! 

I  of  my  grief  were  rid — 
Did  Enna  either  really  love  me. 

Or  cease  to  think  she  did.  1826 


62 
LINES 

TO    A    COMIC   AUTHOR,  ON    AN   ABUSIVE 
REVIEW 

What  though  the  chilly  wide-mouth'd 

quacking  chorus 
From  the  rank  swamps  of  murk  Review- 
land  croak  : 
So  was  it,  neighbour,  in  the  times  before 

us, 
When   Momus,    throwing   on   his  Attic 

cloak, 
Romp'd   with    the    Graces ;    and    each 

tickled  Muse 
(That  Turk,  Dan  Phoebus,  whom  bards 

call  divine. 
Was  married  to — at  least,  he  kept — all 

nine) 
Fled,  but  still  with  reverted  faces  ran  ; 
Yet,    somewhat   the  broad  freedoms   to 

excuse, 
They  had   allured  the   audacious  Greek 

to  use. 
Swore  they  mistook  him  for  their  own 

good  man. 
This  Momus — Aristophanes  on  earth 
Men  call'd  him — maugre  all  his  wit  and 

worth. 
Was    croak'd    and  gabbled   at.       How, 

then,  should  you. 
Or  I,  friend,  hope  to  'scape  the  skulking 

crew? 
No !  laugh,  and  say  aloud,  in  tones  of  glee, 
'  I    hate    the    quacking  tribe,  and  they 

hate  me  ! '  ?  1825. 

63 

AUTHORS  AND  PUBLISHERS 

'A  HEAVY  wit  shall  hang  at  eveiy  lord,' 
So  sung  Dan  Pope  ;  but  'pon  my  word. 

He  was  a  story-teller. 
Or  else  the  times  have  altered  quite. 
For  wits,  or  heavy,  now,  or  light 

Hang  each  by  a  bookseller. 
S.  T.  C. 

Quoted  in  News  of  Literature ,  Dec.  10,  1825. 
See  Arch.  Constable  and  his  Literary  Corre- 
sj>ondents,  1873,  iii,  482. 
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64 
COLOGNE 

In  Kohln,  a  town  of  monks  and  bones, 
And   pavements  fang'd  with  murderous 

stones, 
And     rags,     and     hags,     and     hideous 

wenches  ; 
I  counted  two  and  seventy  stenches, 
All  well  defined,  and  several  stinks  ! 
Ye  Nymphs  that  reign  o'er  sewers  and 

sinks. 
The  river  Rhine,  it  is  well  known. 
Doth  wash  your  city  of  Cologne  ; 
But    tell    me,    Nymphs  !    what    power 

divine 
Shall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Rhine  ? 

6s 
ON  MY  JOYFUL  DEPARTURE 

FROM    THE    SAME    CITY 

As  I  am  rhymer, 
And  now  at  least  a  merry  one, 
Mr.  Mum's  Rudesheimer 
And  the  church  of  St.  Geryon 
Are  the  two  things  alone 
That  deserve  to  be  known 
In  the  body -and -soul -stinking  town  of 
Cologne.  1828. 

66 

In  Spain,  that  land  of  Monks  and  Apes, 
The  thing  called  Wine  doth  come  from 

grapes, 
But  on  the  noble  River  Rhine, 
The  thing  called  Gripes  doth  come  from 

Wine  !  1828. 

Memoir  qfC.  M.  Young;  1871,  p.  122. 

67 

Last  Monday  all  the  papers  said 
That  Mr. was  dead  ; 

Why,  then,  what  said  the  city  ? 
The  tenth  part  sadly  shook  their  head. 
And  shaking  sigh'd  and  sighing  said, 

'  Pity,  indeed,  'tis  pity  ! ' 


But  when  the  said  report  was  found 
A  rumour  wholly  without  ground. 
Why,  then,  what  said  the  city? 
The  other  nine  parts  shook  their  headj 
Repeating  what  the  tenth  had  said, 
'  Pity,  indeed,  'tis  pity  !  ' 
Keepsake,  1829. 

68 

CHOLERA  CURED  BEFOREl 

HAND 

Or  a  premonition  promulgated  gratis  for  the 
use  of  the  Useful  Classes,  specially  those  resident 
in  St.  Giles's,  Saffron  Hill,  Bethnal  Green,  etc. ; 
and  likewise,  inasmuch  as  the  good  man  is  merci- 
ful even  to  the  beasts,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Bulls 
and  Bears  of  the  Stock  Exchange. 

'Pains  ventral,  subventral, 
In  stomach  or  entrail, 
Think  no  longer  mere  prefaces 
For  grins,  groans,  and  wry  faces  ; 
But  off  to  the    doctor,   fast  as  ye 

crawl  ! — 

Yet  far  better   'twould  be  not  to  have 
them  at  all. 

Now  to  'scape  inward  aches. 
Eat  no  plums  nor  plum-cakes  ; 
Cry  avaunt  !  new  potato — 
And  don't  drink,  like  old  Cato. 
Ah  !  beware  of  Dispipsy, 
And  don't  ye  get  tipsy  ! 
For  tho'  gin  and  whiskey 
May  make  you  feel  frisky, 
They're  but  crimps  to  Dispipsy ; 
And  nose  to  tail,  with  this  gipsy 
Comes,  black  as  a  porpus, 
The  diabolus  ipse, 
Call'd  Cholery  Morpus ; 
Who  with  horns,  hoofs,  and  tail,  croaks 

for  carrion  to  feed  him, 
Tho'   being  a  Devil,  no  one  never  has 

seed  him  ! 

Ah  !  then  my  dear  honies, 
There's  no  cure  for  you 
For  loves  nor  for  monies  : — 
You'll  find  it  too  true. 


I 


FRAGMENTS  FROM  A  COMMONPLACE  BOOK 


453 


Och  !  the  hallabaloo  ! 
Och  !  och  !  how  you'll  wail, 
When  the  offal-fed  vagrant 
Shall  turn  you  as  blue 
As  the  gas-light  unfragrant, 
That  gushes  in  jets   from   beneath  his 
own  tail ; — 
'Till  swift  as  the  mail, 
He  at  last  brings  the  cramps  on, 
That  will  twist  you  like  Samson. 
So  without  further  blethring, 
Dear  mudlarks  !  my  brethren  ! 


Of  all  scents  and  degrees, 
(Yourselves  and  your  shes) 
Forswear  all  cabal,  lads. 
Wakes,  unions,  and  rows, 
Hot  dreams,  and  cold  salads, 
And  don't  pig  in  styes  that  would  suffo- 
cate sows  ! 
Quit  Cobbett's,  O'Connell's  and  Beelze- 
bub's banners. 
And  whitewash  at  once  bowels,  rooms, 
hands,  and  manners  ! 
July  26,  1832. 


r    11 

FRAGMENTS  FROM  A  COMMONPLACE  BOOK, 

Circa  1795-97 

Once  in  the  possession  of  John  Mathew  Gutch,  and  now  (since  1868)  in  the  British  Museum,  Add. 
MSS.  27901.  Some  of  these  Fragments  were  printed  in  Coleridge's  i?««az«.r,  4  vols.  1836-39  ;  others 
are  now  printed  for  the  first  time. 


Little  Daisy — very  late  spring.    March. 
Quid  si  vivat  ?     Do  all  things  in  Faith. 
Never  phick  a  flower  again  !     Mem. 

[I  do  not  think  Coleridge  took  this 
vow  in  public — but  Landor  did — ('Fae- 
sulan  Idyll'  in  Gebir,  Count Jtilian,  etc., 
1831). 

'  And  'tis  and  ever  was  my  wish  and  way 
To  let  all  flowers  live  freely.    .   .    . 
I  never  pluck  the  rose  :  the  violet's  head 
Hath  shaken  with  my  breath  upon  its 

bank 
And  not  reproacht  me  :  the  ever-sacred 

cup 
Of  the  pure  lily  hath  between  my  hands 
Felt  safe,  unsoil'd,  nor  lost  one  grain  of 

gold.'— Ed.] 


Light  cargoes  waft  of  modulated  sound 
From    viewless    Hybla    brought,    when 

Melodies 
Like   Birds   of  Paradise  on  wings,  that 

aye 
Disport  in  wild  varieties  of  hues, 
Murmur    around    the    honey  -  dropping 

flowers. 


Broad -BREASTED   rock  —  hanging  cliff 

that  glasses 
His  rugged  forehead  in  the  calmy  sea. 

[Its    high,    o'er -hanging,    white,   broad- 
breasted  cliffs, 
Glassed  on  the  subject  ocean. 

Destiny  of  Natiojts. — Ed.] 
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13 

Where  Cam  his  stealthy  flowings  most 

Wherefore  art  thou  come  ?  doth  not 

dissembles 

the  Creator  of  all  things  know  all  things  ? 

And  scarce  the  willow's  watery  shadow 

And  if  thou  art  come  to  seek  him,  know 

trembles. 

that  where  thou  wast,  there  he  was. 

5 

[See  Wanderings  o/Caui.\ 

With  secret  hand  heal  the  conjectur'd 

\ 

wound, 

[or] 

And  cauldrons  the  scoop'd  earth,  a  boil- 

Guess at  the  wound,  and  heal  with  secret 

ing  sea. 

hand. 

15 

6 

Rush  on  my  ear,  a  cataract  of  sound. 

OUTMALICE     Calumny's     imposthum'd 

tongue. 

16 

7 

The  guilty  pomp,   consuming  while    it 

And  write  Impromptus 

flares. 

Spurring    their    Pegasus    with    tortoise 

gallop. 

17 

8 

My  heart  seraglios  a  whole  host  of  joys. 

Due  to  the  Staggerers,  that  made  drunk 

18 

by  Power 

Forget  thirst's   eager  promise,  and  pre- 

A DUNGEON 

sume, 

Dark  Dreamers  !  that  the  world  forgets 

In  darkness  I  remain'd — the  neighbour's 

it  too. 

clock 

9 

Told  me  that  now  the  rising  sun 

Shone  lovely  on  my  garden. 

Perish  warmth 

[See    Osorio,    Act    i.    and    Remorse,   Act    i. 

Unfaithful  to  its  seeming  ! 

Scene  ii.] 

lO 

Poetry  without  egotism,  comparatively 

19 

The  Sun  (for  now  his  orb  'gan  slowly 

sink) 
Shot  half  his  rays  aslant  the  heath  whose 

uninteresting. 

[See  Preface,  1796.] 

flowers 

Purpled  the  mountain's  broad  and  level 

1 1 

top  ; 

Old  age,  '  the  shape  and  messenger  of 

Rich  was  his  bed   of  tlouds,  and  wide 

Death,' 

beneath 

His  wither'd  fist  still  knocking  at  Death's 

Expecting   Ocean   smiled  with   dimpled 

door. 

face. 

12 

20 

God  no  distance  knows. 

The  quick  raw  flesh  that  burneth  in  the 

All  of  the  whole  possessing  ! 

wound. 
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Wisdom,  Mother  of  retired  Thought. 


Nature 
Wrote    Rascal    on    his    face  by  chalco- 
graphic  art  ! 

23 
Dim  specks    of  entity.     (Applied  to 
invisible  insects.) 

24 

In  this  world 
We  dwell  among  the  tombs  and  touch 
The  pollutions  of  the  Dead — to  God  ! 

\^&e.  Destiny  of  Nations,  11.   169- 17 1. 

For  she  had  lived 
In  this  bad  world,  as  in  a  place  of  tombs. 
And  touched  not  the  pollutions  of  the 
dead.  Ed.] 

25 
The  mild  despairing  of  a  heart  resigned. 

26 

Such  fierce  vivacity  as  fires  the  eye 
Of  Genius  fancy-craz'd. 

[See  Destiny  of  Nations,  11.  250,  251. 

Such  strange  vivacity,  as  fires  the  eye 
Of  misery  fancy-craz'd.  Ed.] 

27 

like  a  mighty  Giantess 

Seiz'd  in  sore  travail  and  prodigious  birth 
Sick  Nature  struggled  :  long  and  strange 

her  pangs  ; 
Her  groans  were  horrible,  but  O  !  most 

fair 
The    twins    she    bore — Equality  and 
Peace  ! 

[See  Ode  to  the  Departing  Year.  In 
the  original  edition  the  second  strophe 
thus  ended  : — 


Seiz'd  in  sore  travail  and  portentous  birth 
(Her  eye-balls  flashing  a  pernicious  glare) 
Sick    Nature     struggles  !      Hark  !    her 

pangs  increase  ! 
Her  groans  are  horrible  !     But  O  !  most 

fair 
The  promised  twins  she  bears — Equality 

and  Peace ! 

The  '  Ode  '  was  published  on  the  last 
day  of  1796.  On  the  6th  February  1 797 
Coleridge  wrote  of  this  passage  to  John 
Thelwall  : — '  You  forgot  to  point  out  to 
me  that  the  whole  child-birth  of  Nature 
is  at  once  ludicrous  and  disgusting — an 
epigram  smart  yet  bombastic' — Ed.] 

28 

Discontent 
Mild    as   an   infant    low-plaining   in  its 
sleep. 

29 

terrible  and  loud 

As    the    strong    Voice    that     from    the 

Thunder-cloud 
Speaks  to  the  startled  Midnight. 

30 

The  swallows 
Interweaving  there,  and  the  pair'd  sea- 
mews 
At  distance  wildly  wailing ! 


31 

On  the  broad  mountain-top 
The    neighing  wild-colt   races   with  the 

wind 
O'er  fern  and  heath-flowers. 


32 
A  long  deep  lane 
So    overshadow'd,    it    might    seem   one 

bower — • 
The   damp   clay-banks  were   furr'd  with 
mouldy  moss. 
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Broad-breasted  Pollards,  with  broad- 
branching  heads. 

34 
'TWAS  sweet  to  know  it  only  possible — 
Some  wishes  cross'd  my  mind  and  dimly 

cheer'd  it — 
And     one     or     two     poor    melancholy 

Pleasures — 
In  these,  the  pale  unwarming  light  of 

Hope 
Silv'ring  their  flimsy  wing,  flew  silent  by, 
Moths  in  the  moonlight. 

35 

Behind  the  thin 
Grey  cloud  that  cover'd  but  not  hid  the 

sky 
The  round  full  moon  look'd  small. 

[See  Christabel,  II.  i6,  17. 
The  thin  grey  cloud  is  spread  on  high, 
It  covers  but  not  hides  the  sky. — Ed.] 

36 

The  subtle  snow  in  every  breeze,  rose 
curling  from  the  grove,  like  pillars  of 
cottage  smoke. 

[See  The  Picture;  or.  The  Lover's  Resolu- 
tion, 11.  148-150. 

All  the  air  is  calm. 
The  smoke  from  cottage-chimneys,  tinged 

with  light. 
Rises  in  columns. — Ed.] 

37 

Hartley  fell  down  and  hurt  himself. 
I  caught  him  up  angry  and  screaming — 
and  ran  out  of  doors  with  him.  The 
moon  caught  his  eye — he  ceased  crying 
immediately — and  his  eyes  and  the  tears 
in  them,  how  they  glittered  in  the 
moonlight  ! 

[See  this  versified  at  the  end  of  The 
Nightingale:  a  Conversation  Poem. — 
Ed.] 


38 
Describe — 

the  never -bloomless  Furze  —  and  the 
transition  to  the  Gordonia  Lasianthus. 
[Which  is  done  at  great  length,  in 
prose.  "The  never -bloomless  furze" 
occurs  in  the  sixth  line  of  Fears  in 
Solitude.  — Ed.  ] 


39 

The  sunshine  lies  on  the  cottage-wall, 
A-shining  thro'  the  snow. 

40 


\ 


A  maniac  in  the  woods — She  crosses 
heedlessly  the  woodman's  path — scourg'd 
by  rebounding  boughs. 

[Compare  this  with  discarded  stanza  in 
'  Intro,  to  the  Tale  of  the  Dark  Ladie ' 
['Love'],  as  printed  in  the  Morning  Post ^ 
Dec.  21,  1799.      See  'Note  123.' 

And  how  he  cross'd  the  woodman's  paths. 
Thro'  briars  and  swampy  mosses  beat ; 
How    bows     rebounding    scourg'd    his 
limbs. 
And  low  stubs  gor'd  his  feet. — Ed.] 


41 
SABBATH-DAY 

From  the   Miller's  mossy  wheel  the 
water-drops  dripp'd  leisurely. 


42 

The  merry  nightingale 
That  crowds,  and  hurries,  and  precipi- 
tates 
With    fast    thick    warble    his    delicious 
notes 

[and  so  on,  down  to  '  Of  all  its  music ' 
— the  passage  verbatim  et  literatim  as 
it  has  appeared  in  all  the  editions  of 
The  Nightingale:  a  Cojiversation  Poem. 
—Ed.] 
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43 
HYMNS— MOON 

In  a  cave  in  the  mountains  of  Cash- 
meer,  an  image  of  ice,  which  makes  its 
appearance  thus  :  Two  days  before  the 
new  moon  there  appears  a  bubble  of  ice, 
which  increases  in  size  every  day  till  the 
fifteenth  day,  at  which  it  is  an  ell  or 
more  in  height ;  —  then,  as  the  moon 
decreases  the  image  does  also  till  it 
vanishes.  Mem.  Read  the  whole  107th 
page  of  Maurice's  Hindostan. 

[In  a  list  of  projected  works  (twenty- 
seven  in  number  !)  entered  by  Coleridge  in 
this  note-book,  the  sixteenth  runs  thus  : 
'Hymns  to  the  Sun,  the  Moon,  and 
the  Elements  —  six  hymns.  In  one  of 
them  to  introduce  a  dissection  of  Athe- 
ism, particularly  the  Godwinian  System 
of  Pride.  Proud  of  what  ?  An  outcast 
of  blind  Nature  ruled  by  a  fatal  Neces- 
sity— Slave  of  an  Ideot  Nature.  In  the 
last  Hymn  a  sublime  enumeration  of  all 
the  charms  or  tremendities  of  Nature — 
then  a  bold  avowal  of  Berkeley's  sys- 
tem !  !  !  ! '  The  entry  following  '  Hymns 
— Moon'  is  this:  '  Hymns— Sun — 
Remember  to  look  at  Quintus  Curtius — 
lib.  3,  cap.  3  and  4.'  There  are  also  a 
number  of  similar  jottings  with  regard  to 
the  Elements  ;  but  the  scheme  came  to 
nothing. — Ed.] 


44 


The  tongue  can't  speak  when  the  mouth 

is  cramm'd  with  earth — 
A  little  mould   fills  up   most    eloquent 

mouths, 
And  a  square  stone  with  a  few  pious 

texts 
Cut  neatly  on  it,  keeps  the  mould  down 

tight. 

[The  original  of  a  soliloquy  of  Osorio 
(the  'Ordonio'  of  Remorse),  in  Osorio, 
Act  iii.  p.  497. — Ed,] 


45 

And  with  my  whole  heart  sing  the  stately 

song, 
Loving  the  God  that  made  me. 

[See  Fears  in  Solitude,  11.  1 93-1 97- 

O  divine 
And  beauteous  island  !  thou  hast  been 

my  sole 
And  most  magnificent    temple,    in    the 

which 
I   walk  with  awe,  and  sing  my  stately 

songs, 
Loving  the  God  that  made  me  ! — Ed.] 

46 

bowed  spirit  (a). 

Deep   inward  stillness   and   a  bowed 
soul  (a). 

Searching  of  Heart. 
Fancy's  wilder  foragings. 
God' s  Judgment  dallying  {b). 

[See     Ode    on   the    Departing    Year, 
Strophe  I.  (first  edition). 

(a)  Long  had  I  listen' d,  free  from  mortal 

fear, 
With  inward  stillness,  and  a  bowed 
mind. 

And  in  the   first   edition  (1796),    Anti- 
strophe  II.  : 

(b)  Hark  !  how  wide  Nature  joins  her 

groans  below — 
Rise,  God  of  Nature,  rise !  Why  sleep 
thy  bolts  unhurl'd  ? 

Soon  after  occurs  this  entry : — 

Stood  up  beautiful  before  God. 
Evidently    the    original  of    the    closing 
lines  of  Antistrophe  I.  of  the  Ode. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Earth  made  reverence 

meet. 
And    stood    up,    beautiful,    before    the 

cloudy  seat. 
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Further  on  is  found — 

God's  Image,  Sister  of  the  Cherubim  ! 

the   original   of  the  closing  line  of  the 
Ode— 

God's  Image,  sister  of  the  Seraphim  ! 
Ed.] 

47 
And  re-implace  God's  Image  in  the  Soul. 

48 
And  arrows  steelled  with  wrath. 


49 

Lov'd  the   same   Love,   and  hated  the 

same  hate, 
Breath'd  in  unison  !   etc.  etc. 


50 

O  MAN  !  thou  half-dead  Angel  ! 

SI 

Great  things  such  as  the  Ocean  counter- 
feit infinity. 

52 

Thy  stern  and  sullen  eye,  and  thy  dark 
brow 

Chill  me,  like  dew-damps  of  th'  unwhole- 
some Night. 

My  Love,  a  timorous  and  tender  flower, 

Closes  beneath  thy  Touch,  unkindly 
man  ! 

Breath'd  on  by  gentle  gales  of  Courtesy 


And  cheer'd  by  sunshine  of  impassion'd 

look — 
Then  ope  its  petals  of  no  vulgar  hues. 

[See  Remorse,  Act  i.  Sc.  ii. ,  and 
Osorio,  Act  i.  Teresa  (Maria),  replying 
to  Valdez'  (Velez')  importunings  to 
marry  Ordonio  (Osorio) — 

For  mercy's  sake 
Press  me  no  more  !     I  have  no  power  to 

love  him. 
His  proud  forbidding  eye,  and  his  dark 

brow, 
Chill  me  like  dew-damps  of  the  unwhole- 
some night ; 
My  love,  a  timorous  and  tender  flower. 
Closes  beneath  his  touch.  Ed.] 

53 

With  skill  that  never  Alchemist  yet  told. 
Made  drossy  Lead  as  ductile  as  pure  Gold. 

54 

Grant  me  a   patron,  gracious   Heaven  ! 

whene'er 
Myunwash'd  follies  call  for  penance  drear : 
But  when  more  hideous  guilt  this  heart 

infests 
Instead  of  fiery  coals  upon  my  pate, 
O  let  a  titled  patron  be  my  fate  ; — 
That    fierce    compendium    of  -Egyptian 

pests  ! 
Right  reverend  Dean,   right  honourable 

Squire, 
Lord,  Marquis,  Earl,  Duke,  Prince, — or 

if  aught  higher. 
However  proudly  nicknamed,  he  shall  be 
Anathema  Maranatha  to  me  ! 


Ill 
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55 

O'er  the  raised  earth  the  gales  of  even- 
ing sigh  ; 
And,  see,  a  Daisy  peeps  upon  its  slope  ! 
I  wipe  the   dimming  waters  from  mine 
eye; 
Even    on    the    cold   grave    lights  the 
Cherub  Hope  ! 

[Printed  (only)  in  the  first  '  Note '  to 
Poems  1852  (p.  379),  from  a  'memoran- 
dum by  the  author,'  who  describes  the 
lines  as  '  the  concluding  stanza  of  an 
Elegy  on  a  Lady,  who  died  in  early 
youth' ;  and  as  composed  '  before  my  1 5th 
year. '  In  a  letter  (unpubhshed)  to  Thomas 
Poole,  Feb.  i,  1801,  Coleridge  writes  or 
quotes  the  following  with  reference  to  the 
death  of  Mrs.  Robinson  ( '  Perdita  ') — 

Well  !— 

O'er  her  piled  grave  the  gale  of  Evening 
sighs, 
And  flowers  will  grow  upon  its  grassy 
slope, 
I  wipe  the   dimming  waters  from   mine 
eye — 
Even   in   the    cold    grave   dwells    the 
Cherub  Hope  !  Ed.] 

56 
LINES  TO  THOMAS  POOLE 

[Quoted  in  a  letter  from  Coleridge  to  John  Thel- 
wall,  dated  Dec.  17,  1796.] 

Joking  apart, 
I  would  to  God  we  could  sit  by  a  fire- 


side and  joke  vivA  voce,  face  to  face — Stella 
[Mrs.  Thelwall]  and  Sara  [Mrs.  S.  T. 
Coleridge],  Jack  Thelwall  and  I  ! — as  I 
once  wrote  to  mydearyr/e??(f  T.  Poole, — 

Repeating 
Such   verse   as    Bowles,   heart  honour'd 

Poet  sang. 
That  wakes  the  Tear,  yet  steals  away  the 

Pang, 
Then,  or  with  Berkeley,  or  with  Hobbes 

romance  it. 
Dissecting  Truth  with  metaphysic  lancet. 
Or,  drawn  from  up  these  dark  unfathom'd 

wells, 
In  wiser  folly  chink  the  Cap  and  Bells. 
How  many  tales  we  told  !  what  jokes  we 

made. 
Conundrum,  Crambo,  Rebus,  or  Charade ; 
^Enigmas    that  had  driven  the    Theban 

mad. 
And  Puns,  these  best  when  exquisitely 

bad; 
And  I,  if  aught  of  archer  vein  I  hit 
With  my  own  laughter  stifled  my  own 

wit. 


57 
OVER  MY  COTTAGE 

The  Pleasures  sport  beneath  the  thatch  : 
But  Prudence  sits  upon  the  watch  ; 
Nor  Dun  nor  Doctor  lifts  the  latch  ! 

MS.  i7qg. 
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58 
The  Poet  in  his  lone  yet  genial  hour 
Gives  to  his  eye  a  magnifying  power  : 
Or  rather  he  emancipates  his  eyes 
From  the  black  shapeless  accidents    of 

size — 
In  unctuous  cones  of  kindling  coal, 
Or  smoke  upwreathing  from  the  pipe's 
trim  bole, 
His  gifted  ken  can  see 
Phantoms  of  sublimity.  iSoo. 

59 

[Maxilian  going  out  for  a  day's  pleasure,  is 
deprived  of  it  by  the  loss  of  his  purse,  '  and  if  a 
bitter  curse  on  his  malignant  stars  gave  a  wildness 
to  the  vexation  with  which  he  looked  upward — ] 

Let  us  not  blame  him  :  for  against  such 

chances 
The  heartiest  strife  of  manhood  is  scarce 

proof. 
We  may  read  constancy  and  fortitude 
To  other  souls — but  had  ourselves  been 

struck 
Ev'n  in  the  height  and  heat  of  our  keen 

wishing, 
It  might  have  made  our  heartstrings  jar. 

?  1800. 
[This  and  the  preceding  fragment  were 
printed  in  the  '  Historic  and  Gestes  of 
Maxilian'  in  Blackwood^ s  Magazine  for 
January  1822.  The  date  of  the  com- 
position of  the  first  is  known — that  of  the 
second  is  uncertain. — Ed.] 

60 

In  the  lame  and  limping  metre  of  a 
barbarous  Latin  poet — 
Est  meum  et  est  tuum,  amice  !  at  si  am- 

borum  nequit  esse, 
Sit  meum,  amice,  precor  :  quia  certe  sum 

magi'  pauper. 

'Tis  mine  and  it  is  likewise  your's ; 

But  if  this  will  not  do. 
Let  it  be  mine,  because  that  I 
Am  the  poorer  of  the  two  ! 
MS.  Nov.  I,  iSoi. 

[Coleridge  uses  this  '  dogger eP  in  the 
Preface  to  Christabel,   See  Appendix  K.] 


61 
THE  WILLS  OF  THE  WISP 

A    SAPPHIC 
Vix  ea  nostra  voce 

Lunatic  Witch-fires  !     Ghosts  of  Light 

and  Motion  ! 
Fearless  I  see  you  weave  your  wanton 

dances 
Near  me,  far  off  me  ;  you,  that  tempt  the 

traveller 

Onward  and  onward. 

Wooing,  retreating,   till  the  swamp  be- 
neath him 
Groans— and  'tis  dark  ! — This  woman's 

wile — I  know  it ! 
Learnt  it  from  thee,  from  thy  perfidious 
glances  !  , 

Black-ey'd  Rebecca  ! 
M.  Post,  Dec.  I,  1801. 

62 

Such  love  as  mourning  Husbands  have 
To  her  whose  spirit  has  been  newly  given 
For  his  guardian  Saint  in  Heaven — 

Whose  beauty  lieth  in  the  grave. 

MS.       '  41  m.  from  Inverness,  Sep.  8,  1803.' 


Within  these  circling  hollies,  woodbine- 
clad— 
Beneath  this  small  blue  roof  of  vernal 

sky — 
How  warm,  how  still !     Tho'  tears  should 

dim  mine  eye, 
Yet  will  my  heart  for  days  continue  glad, 
For  here,  my  love,  thou  art,  and  here 
am  I ! 
Remains,  i.  280.  1803?  1807? 

[Compare  with  Recollections  of  Love. — 
Ed.] 

64 

My  irritable  fears  all  sprang  irom  Love — 
Suffer  that  fear  to  strengthen  it — Give 

way 
And  let  it  work — 'twill  fix  the  Love  it 

springs  from. 
MS.  December  1803. 
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65 

Sole  maid,  associate  sole,  to  me  beyond 
Compare,  above  all  living  creature  dear — 
Thoughts,  which  have  found  their  harbour 

in  thy  breast. 
Dearest  !  ;;?«thought  of  him  to  thee  so 
dear  ! 
MS.  1804. 

66 

O  BEAUTY  in  a  beauteous  body  dight ! 
Body   that    veiling    brightness,    became 

bright. — 

Fair  cloud  which  less  we   see,   than  by 

thee  see  the  light. 

MS.  1805. 

67 

EPILOGUE  TO 

'THE  RASH  CONJURER' 

AN    UNCOMPOSED    POEM 

We  ask  and  urge — (here  ends  the  story  !) 
All  Christian  Papishes  to  pray 
That  the  unhappy  Conjurer  may. 
Instead  of  Hell,  be  put  in  Purgatory, — 

For  there,  there's  hope  ; — 

Long  live  the  Pope  ! 
Remains,  i.  52.  1805. 

68 

0  th'  Oppressive,  irksome  weight 
Felt  in  an  uncertain  state  : 
Comfort,  peace,  and  rest  adieu 
Should  I  prove  at  least  untrue  ! 
Self-confiding  wretch,  I  thought 

1  could  love  thee  as  I  ought. 
Win  thee  and  deserve  to  feel 
All  the  Love  thou  canst  reveal. 
And  still  I  chuse  thee,  follow  still. 


1805. 
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A  SUMPTUOUS  and  magnificent  Revenge. 

MS.  March  1806. 

70 

Let   Eagle   bid   the   Tortoise   sunward 

soar — 
As  vainly  Strength  speaks  to  a  broken 

Mind. 


['  A  slip  torn  from  some  old  letter.  .  .  . 
It  is  endorsed  by  Poole,  "  Reply  of  Cole- 
ridge on  my  urging  him  to  exert  himself, 
1 807."  ' — Thomas  Poole  and  his  Friends, 
by  Mrs.  H.  Sandford,  1888,  ii.  195.] 

71 

The  singing  Kettle  and  the  purring  Cat, 
The  gentle  breathing  of  the  cradled  Babe, 
The  silence  of  the  Mother's  love-bright 

eye. 
And  tender  smile  answering  its  smile  of 

sleep. 

MS.  1808. 

72 

Two  wedded  hearts,  if  ere  were  such, 
Imprison'd  in  adjoining  cells. 
Across  whose  thin  partition-wall 
The  builder  left  one  narrow  rent, 
And  where,  most  content  in  discontent, 
A  joy  with  itself  at  strife — 
Die  into  an  intenser  life. 


73 

The  builder  left  one  narrow  rent. 

Two  wedded  hearts,  if  ere  were  such, 

Contented  most  in  discontent. 

Still   these   cling,   and  try  in  vain  to 
touch  ! 

O  Joy  !   with  thy  own  joy  at  strife, 
That  yearning  for  the  Realms  above . 

Wouldst  die  into  intensest  Life, 
And  Union  absolute  of  Love  ! 
MS.  1808. 

74 
EPIGRAM  ON  KEPLER 

FROM   THE   GERMAN 

No  mortal  spirit  yet  had*  clomb  so  high 
As   Kepler — yet  his    Country    saw  him 

die 
For  very  want  !  the  Minds  alone  he  fed, 
And  so  the  Bodies  left  him  without  bread. 
The  Friend  for  Nov.  30,  1809  (1818,  ii.  95 ; 
1850,  ii.  69). 
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When  Hope  but  made  Tranquillity  be 

felt: 
A  flight  of  Hope  for  ever  on  the  wing 
But  made  Tranquillity  a  common  thing ; 
And  wheeling  round  and  round  in  sportive 

coil, 
Fann'd  the  calm  air  upon   the  brow  of 

Toil. 


?  1810. 


76 


I  have  experienced 
The  worst  the  world  can  wreak  on  me — 

the  worst 
That  can  make  Life  indifferent,  yet  dis- 
turb 
With    whisper'd    discontent    the    dying 

prayer— 
I  have  beheld  the  whole  of  all,  wherein 
My  heart  had  any  interest  in  this  life 
To  be  disrent  and  torn  from  off  my  Hopes 
That  nothing  now  is  left.       Why  then 

live  on  ? 
That  hostage  that  the  world  had  in  its 

keeping 
Given  by  me  as  a  pledge  that  I  would 

live — ■ 
That  hope  of  Her,  say  rather  that  pui-e 

Faith 
In  her  fix'd  Love,  which  held  me  to  keep 

truce 
With  the  tyranny  of  Life — is  gone,  ah  ! 

whither  ? 
What  boots  it  to  reply?  'tis  gone  !  and 

now 
Well  may  I  break  the  pact,  this  league  of 

Blood 
That   ties   me   to  myself — and  break   I 

shall. 


77 

As  when  the  new  or  full  Moon  urges 
The  high,  large,  long  unbreaking  surges 
Of  the  Pacific  main. 
MS.  1811. 


78 

A  LOW  dead  Thunder  mutter'd  thro'  the 

night,  _ 
As  'twere  a  giant  angry  in  his  sleep — 
Nature !   sweet  nurse,  O  take  me  in  thy 

lap 
And  tell  me  of  my  Father  yet  unseen. 
Sweet  tales,  and  true,  that  lull  me  into 

sleep 
And  leave  me  dreaming. 
MS.  1811. 

79 

His  own  fair  countenance,  his  kingly  fore- 
head, 
His  tender  smiles,  love's  day-dawn  on  his 

lips. 
The  sense,  and  spirit,  and  the  light  divine, 
At  the  same  moment  in  his  steadfast  eye 
Where  Virtue's  native  crest,  th'  immortal 

soul's 
Unconscious  meek  self-heraldry, — to  man 
Genial,  and  pleasant  to  his  guardian  angel. 
He  suffer'd  nor  complain'd  ; — though  oft 

with  tears 
He  mourn'd  th'  oppression  of  his  helpless 

brethren,  —  il 

Yea,  with  a  deeper  and  yet  holier  grief  " 
Mourn'd   for   the   oppressor.       In  those 

sabbath  hours 
His  solemn  grief,  like  the  slow  cloud  at 

sunset, 
Was  but  the  veil  of  purest  meditation 
Pierced  thro'  and  saturate  with  the  rays 

of  mind. 
Remains,  i.  277.  1812. 

[See  Teresa's  speech  to  Valdez  in  Re- 
morse, iv.  2. — Ed.] 


80 

BREVITY  OF  THE  GREEK  AND 

ENGLISH  COMPARED 


As  an  instance  of  compression  and 
brevity  in  narration,  unattainable  in  any 
language  but  the  Greek,  the  following 
distich  was  quoted  : — 


I 


XVi- 
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yjftvahv    di>'}]p    evpibp,    SXiwe  ^pbxoV  adrap 
dv  Xlirev,  oix  ^vpibv,  ^^pev,  6v  edpe,  ^pdxov. 

This  was  denied  by  one  of  the  com- 
pany, who  instantly  rendered  the  lines 
in  English.  ...  It  is  a  mere  trial  of 
comparative  brevity,  —  wit  and  poetry 
quite  out  of  the  question  : — 

Jack    finding    gold    left   a  rope  on    the 

ground  ; 
Bill  missing  his  gold  used  the  rope  which 

he  found. 
S.  T.  C.  in  Omniana,  1812,  ii.  123. 

[In  Moore's  Memoirs,  vii.  85,  he  says 
that  Wordsworth  gave  him  the  following 
as  his  (Wordsworth's)  attempt : — 

A  thief  found  gold,  and  left  a  rope,  but 
he  [who]  could  not  find 

The  gold  he  left  tied  on  the  rope  the 
thief  had  left  behind.  Ed.] 


81 


Written  on  a  fly-leaf  of  a  copy  of  Field  on 
the  Church,  folio,  1628,  under  the  name  of  a 
former  possessor  of  the  volume  inscribed  thus  : 
'  Hannah  Scollock,  her  book,  February  10,  1787.' 

This,  Hannah  Scollock  !  may  have  been 

the  case  ; 
Your  writing  therefore  I  will  not  erase. 
But  now  this  book,  once  yours,  belongs 

to  me. 
The    Morning     Posfs     and      Courier''s 

S.  T.  C.  ;— 
Elsewhere   in    College,  knowledge,    wit 

and  scholarage 
To  friends  and  public  known  as  S.  T. 

Coleridge. 
Witness  hereto  my  hand,  on  Ashly  Green, 
One  thousand,  twice  four  hundred,  and 

fourteen 
Year  of  our   Lord — and    of  the  month 

November 
The  fifteenth  day,  if  right  I  do  remember. 

Remains,  iii.  57.  1814. 


82 

In  the  two  following  lines,  for  instance, 
there  is  nothing  objectionable,  nothing 
which  would  preclude  them  from  form- 
ing, in  their  proper  place,  part  of  a 
descriptive  poem  : — 

Behold  yon  row  of  pines,  that  shorn  and 

bow'd 
Bend  from  the  sea-blast,  seen  at  twilight 

eve. 

But  with  a  small  alteration  of  rhythm, 
the  same  words  would  be  equally  in  their 
place  in  a  book  of  topography,  or  in  a 
descriptive  tour.  The  same  image  will 
rise  into  a  semblance  of  poetry  if  thus 
conveyed : — 

Yon  row  of  bleak  and  visionary  pines, 
By    twilight    glimpse    discerned,   mark .' 

how  they  flee 
From  the  fierce  sea-blast,  all  their  tresses 

wild 
Streaming  before  them. 
Biog.  Lit.  1817,  ii.  18  ;  1850,  ii.  20.         1815. 

83 

ErOENKAinAN 

The  following  burlesque  on  the  Fichtean 
Egoismus  may,  perhaps,  be  amusing  to  the  few 
who  have  studied  the  system,  and  to  those  who 
are  unacquainted  with  it,  may  convey  as  toler- 
able a  likeness  of  Fichte's  idealism  as  can  be 
expected  from  an  avowed  caricature.     [S.  T,  CI 

The  Categorical  Imperative,  or  the  Annuncia- 
tion of  the  New  Teutonic  God,  EmENKAIHAN  : 
a  dithyrambic  Ode,  by  Querkopf  Von  Klubstick, 
Grammarian,  and  Subrector  in  Gymnasio.    .    .   . 

Eu  !  Dei  vices  geretts,  ipse  Divus, 
(Speak   English,  friend  !)   the  God  Im- 

perativus, 
Here  on  this  market-cross  aloud  I  cry : 
'  I,  I,  I  !  I  itself  I  ! 
The  form   and   the  substance,  the  what 

and  the  why, 
The  when  and  the  where,  and  the  low 

and.  the  high, 
The  inside  and  outside,  the  earth  and 

the  sky. 
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I,  you,  and  he,  and  he,  you  and  I, 
All  souls  and  all  bodies  are  I  itself  I  ! 
All  I  itself  I  ! 

(Fools  !  a  truce  with  this  start- 
ing !) 
All  my  I  !  all  my  I  ! 
He's  a  heretic  dog  who  but  adds  Betty 

Martin  ! ' 
Thus  cried  the  God  with  high  imperial 

tone  : 
In  robe  of  stiffest   state,  that  scofif'd  at 

beauty, 
A  pronoun-verb  imperative  he  shone — 
Then    substantive    and    plural  -  singular 

grown, 
He  thus  spake  on  : — '  Behold  in  I  alone 
(For  Ethics  boast  a  syntax  of  their  own) 
Or  if  in  ye,  yet  as  I  doth  depute  ye. 
In  O  !   I,  you,  the  vocative  of  duty  ! 
I    of  the    world's    whole    Lexicon    the 

root  ! 
Of  the  whole  universe  of  touch,  sound, 

sight, 
The  genitive  and  ablative  to  boot  : 
The  accusative  of  wrong,  the  nom'native 

of  right. 
And  in  all  cases  the  case  absolute  ! 
Self- construed,    I   all   other  moods    de- 
cline : 
Imperative,  from  nothing  we  derive  us  ; 
Yet  as  a  super-postulate  of  mine, 
Unconstrued  antecedence  I  assign, 
To  X  Y  Z,  the  God  Infinitivus  !' 


Biog.  Literaria,  1817,  i.  148  n. 


84 


1815. 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FIRST 
STROPHE  OF  PINDAR'S 
SECOND    OLYMPIC 

'  As  nearly  as  possible  word  for  word.' 

Ye  harp-controlling  hymns  ! 

or, 
Ye  hymns  the  sovereigns  of  harps  ! 
What  God  ?  what  Hero  ! 
"What  Man  shall  we  celebrate  ? 


TiTily  Pisa  indeed  is  of  Jove, 

But   the  Olympiad    (or,    the   Olympian 

games)  did  Hercules  establish. 
The  first-fruits  of  the  spoils  of  war. 
But  Theron  for  the  four-horsed  car 
That  bore  victory  to  him, 
It  behoves  us  now  to  voice  aloud  : 
The  Just,  the  Hospitable, 
The  Bulwark  of  Agrigentum, 
Of  renowned  fathers 
The  Flower,  even  him 
Who  preserves  his  native  city  erect  and 
safe. 
Biog.  Lit.  1817,  ii.  90  ;  1847,  ii.  93. 


8S 
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TRANSLATION  OF  A  FRAGMENT 
OF  HERACLITUS 

In  a  marginal  note  on  Select  Dis- 
courses, by  John  Smith,  of  Queens'  Col- 
lege, Cambridge,  1660,  printed  in  the 
Remains,  iii.  418,  Coleridge  complains 
that  his  author  is  wrong  in  stating  that 
the  Sibyl  was  noted  by  Heraclitus  '  as 
one  speaking  ridiculous  and  unseemly 
speeches  with  her  furious  mouth.'  '  This 
fragment'  (says  Coleridge)  '  is  misquoted 
and  misunderstood  :  for  yeXacrra.  it  should 
be  dfxvpLara,  unperfumed,  inornate  lays, 
not  redolent  of  art.     Render  it  thus  : — 

Not  her's 
To  win  the  sense  by  words  of  rhetoric, 
Lip  -  blossoms       breathing      perishable 

sweets  ; 
But  by  the  power  of  the  informing  Word 
Roll  sounding  onward  through  a  thou- 
sand years 
Her  deep  prophetic  bodements. 

'STd/Mari  /laivofjiivcp  is  '  with  ecstatic 
mouth.'  [S.  T.  C]  In  the  Slalesman's 
Manual  (18 16,  p.  32)  Coleridge  gives 
the  following  as  a  prose  translation  of  the 
same  passage  :  '  Multiscience  (or  a  variety 
and  quantity  of  acquired  knowledge)  does 
not  teach  intelligence.  But  the  Sibyll 
with  wild   enthusiastic  mouth   shrilling 


Ke/u^ 
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forth  unmirthful,  inornate,  and  unper- 
fumed  truths  reaches  to  a  thousand 
years  with  her  voice  through  the  power 
of  God.'  ?  1816. 

86 

Truth  I  pursued,  as  Fancy  sketch'd  the 

way. 
And  wiser  men  than  I  went  worse  astray. 

'  Mss:  ■  1817. 

Motto  to  Essay  II.,  The  Friend,  1818,  ii.  37  ; 
1850,  ii.  27. 

87 

IMITATED    FROM 
ARISTOPHANES 
{Ntibes,  316,  etc.) 

For  the  ancients  too  .  .  .  had  their  glittering 
VAPORS,  that  (as  the  comic  poet  tells  us)  fed  a 
host  of  sophists. 

Great  goddesses  are  they  to  lazy  folks, 
Who  pour   down  on  us  gifts  of  fluent 

speech, 
Sense   most   sententious,  wonderful   fine 


And  how  to  talk  about  it  and  about  it. 
Thoughts  brisk  as  bees,  and  pathos  soft 
and  thawy.  1817. 

The  Friend,  1818,  iii.  179 ;  1850,  iii.  138. 

88 
NONSENSE  SAPPHICS 

(Written  for  James  Gillman  Junr.  as  a  School 
Exercise,  for  Merchant  Taylors' ,  c.  1822-23.) 

Here™  Jem's    first    copy    of    nonsense 

Iverses, 
All   in    the    antique    style    of    Mistress 

Sappho, 
Latin    just    like     Horace    the    tuneful 
Roman, 

Sapph's  imitator : 

But  we  Bards,  we  classical  Lyric  Poets, 
Know  a  thing  or  two  in  a  scurvy  Planet : 
Don't  we,  now  ?    Eh  ?    Brother  Horatius 
Flaccus, 

Tip  us  your  paw.  Lad : — 

C 


Here's    to    Maecenas    and     the     other 

worthies  ; 
Rich    men    of  England  !    would   ye   be 

immortal  ? 
Patronise  Genius,  giving  Cash  and  Praise 

to 

Gillman  Jacobus ; 

Gillman  Jacobus,  he  of  Merchant  Taylors', 
Minor  setate,  ingenio  at  stupendus, 
Sapphic,  Heroic,  Elegiac, — what  a 
Versificator ! 
Essays  on  his  own  Times,  1850,  p.  987. 

89 

DESIRE 

Where  true  Love  burns,  Desire  is  Love's 

pure  flame  ; 
It  is  the  reflex  of  our  earthly  frame, 
That  takes  its  meaning  from  the  nobler 

part, 
And  but  translates  the  language  of  the 

heart.  1824. 

90 
TO  EDWARD  IRVING 

'B\xt  yoii,  honored  Irving,  are  as  little  disposed 
as  myself  to  favor  such  doctrine  !  [as  that  of 
Mant  and  D'Oyley  on  Infant  Baptism]. 

Friend  pure  of  heart  and  fervent  !  we 

have  learnt 
A    different    lore  !     We    may   not    thus 

profane 
The    Idea   and    Name    of    Him    whose 

Absolute  Will 
Is  Reason — Truth  Supreme  ! — Essential 

Order !  1825. 

Aids  to  Reflection,  1825,  p.  373. 
[Note    the    adoption  of  the    opening 
phrases  from   The  Nightingale:  a   Con- 
versation Poeifi . — Ed.] 

91 

Call  the  World  Spider  ;  and  at  fancy's 

touch 
Thought  becomes    image    and   I   see  it 

such  : 

2  H 
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With    viscous    masonry    of    films    and 

threads 
Tough  as  the  nets  in  Indian  forests  found, 
It  blends  the  wallers'  and  the  weavers' 

trade, 
And  soon   the  tent-like  hangings  touch 

the  ground, 
A    dusky    chamber    that    excludes    the 

day — 
But   leave   the  prelude  and  resume  the 

lay. 
MS.  Feb.  1825. 

92 

Says  Luther  in  his  Table  Talk  (Lon- 
don, 1652,  p.  370)  : — 'The  devils  are  in 
woods,  in  waters,  in  wildernesses,  and  in 
dark  pooly  places,  ready  to  hurt  and 
prejudice  people,'  etc. — against  which  on 
the  margin  writes  S.  T.  C. — 

'  The  angel's  like  a  flea, 
The  devil  is  a  bore  ; — ' 
No  matter  for  that,  quoth  S.  T.  C, 
I  love  him  the  better  therefore. 

Yes  !  heroic  Swan,  I  love  thee   even 
when  thou  gobblest  like  a  goose  ;  for  thy 
geese  helped  to  save  the  Capitol. 
Remains,  iv.  52.  1826. 


93 

ASSOCIATION  OF  IDEAS 

['  Written  in  pencil  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  book 
of  lectures  delivered  at  the  London  University, 
in  which  the  Hartleyan  doctrine  of  association 
was  assumed  as  a  true  basis.' — Frasers  Maga- 
zine, Jan.  1835,  Art.  'Coleridgeiana.'] 

I. — By  Likeness 

Fond,    peevish,    wedded  pair  !  why  all 
this  rant  ? 
O   guard   your    tempers  !  hedge  your 
tongues  about  ! 
This  empty  head  should  warn  you  on  that 
point — 
The  teeth   were  quarrelsome,  and  so 
fell  out.  .    S.  T.  C. 


II. — Association  by  Contrast 

Phidias  changed  marble  into  feet  and 

legs._ 
Disease  !     vile    anti  -  Phidias  !     thou,    i' 

fegs ! 
Hast  turned  my  live  limbs  into  marble 

pegs. 

HI, — Association  by  Time 

siMPLicius  SNIPKIN  loquitur 

I  TOUCH  this  scar  upon  my  skull  behind,^ 
And  instantly  there  rises  in  my  mind 
Napoleon's  mighty  hosts  from  Moscov 

lost. 
Driven  forth  to  perish  in  the  fangs  o\ 

Frost. 
For  in  that  self-same  month,  and  self-j 

same  day, 
Down  Skinner  Street  I  took  my  hasty 

way — 
Mischief  and  Frost  had  set  the  boys  at 

play ; 
I  stept   upon   a  slide — oh  !  treacherous 

tread  ! — 
Fell    smash    with    bottom    bruised,  and 

brake  my  head ! 
Thus  Time's  co-presence  links  the  great 

and  small, 
Napoleon's  overthrow,  and  Snipkin's  fall. 

?  1830. 

94 

Finally,  what  is  Reason  ?     You  have 
often  asked  me ;  and  this  is  my  answer : — 

Whene'er    the    mist,   that    stands  'twixt 

God  and  thee, 
Defecates  to  a  pure  transparency. 
That    intercepts  no    light   and   adds  no 

stain — 
There   Reason  is,  and   then  begins  her 

reign  ! 

But,  alas  ! 

tu  stesso  ti  fai  grosso 

Col  falso  immaginar,  si  che  non  vedi 
Cio  che  vedresti,  se  I'avessi  scosso. 

Dante,  Paradiso,  Canto  i. 


FRAGMENTS  FROM  VARIOUS  SOURCES 
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[With  false  imagination  thou  thyself 
Mak'st  dull,  so  that  thou  see'st  not  the 

thing 
Which  thou  had'st  seen,  had  that  been 

shaken  off.  Gary.] 

Closing  words  of  On  the  Constitution 
of  Church  and  State,  1830. 

95 
TO  A  CHILD 

Little  Miss  Fanny, 
So  cubic  and  canny, 
With  blue  eyes  and  blue  shoes — 
The  Queen  of  the  Blues  ! 
As  darling  a  girl  as  there  is  in  the  world — 
If  she'll  laugh,  skip  and  jump, 


And  not  be  Miss  Ghi7np  ! 


1834. 


[For  the  '  Fragments '  which  follow  I 
have  been  unable  to  find  dates — in  many 
cases,  even  approximatively.] 

96 

There  are   two   births,  the  one  when 

Light 
First  strikes  the  new-awaken'd  sense — 
The  other  when  two  souls  unite, 
And  we  must  count  our  life  from  then. 

When  you  lov'd  me,  and  I  lov'd  you. 
Then  both  of  us  were  born  anew. 

MS. 

97 

This  yearning  heart  (Love  !  witness  what 

I  say) 
Enshrines  thy  form  as  purely  as  it  may. 
Round  which,  as  to  some  spirit  uttering 

bliss. 
My  thoughts  all  stand  ministrant  night 

and  day 
Like  saintly  Priests,  that  dare  not  think 

amiss. 
MS. 

98 

These,  Emmeline,  are  not 
The  journies  but  digressions  of  our  Souls, 
That  being  once  informed  with   Love, 
must  work 


And  rather  wander  than  stand   still,   I 

trow. 
There  is    a   Wisdom    to    be    shewn    in 

Passion, 
And  there  are  stay'd  and  settled  Griefs. 

I'll  be 
Severe  unto  myself,  and  make  my  Soul 
Seek  out  a  regular  motion. 
MS. 

99 

His  native  accents  to  her  stranger's  ear, 
Skill'd   in  the    tongues    of  France    and 

Italy — 
Or  while  she  warbles  with  bright  eyes 

upraised, 
Her  fingers  shoot  like  streams  of  silver 

light 
Amid  the  golden  haze  of  thrilling  strings. 
MS. 

100 

I  STAND  alone,  nor  tho'  my  heart  should 

break. 
Have  I,  to  whom  I   may  complain  or 

speak. 
Here  I  stand,  a  hopeless  man  and  sad, 
Who  hoped  to  have  seen  my  Love,  my 

Life. 
And  strange  it  were  indeed,  could  I  be 

glad 
Remembering  her,   my  soul's  betrothed 

wife. 
For  in  this  world  no  creature  that  has 

life 
Was  e'er  to  me  so  gracious  and  so  good. 
Her  loss  to  my  Heart,  like  the  Heart's 

blood. 

MS.   on  fly-leaf  of  Menzini's  Poesie',    1782, 
vol.  ii. 


What  never  is  but  only  is  to  be, 

This  is  not  Life — 
O  Hopeless  Hope,  and  Death's  Hypo- 
crisy— 
And  with  perpetual  promise  breaks  its 
promises. 
3'IS. 


FRAGMENTS  FROM  VARIOUS  SOURCES 


THE  THREE  SORTS  OF  FRIENDS 

[First  printed  \x\Frasers  Magazine  for  January 
1835.     Art.  '  Coleridgeiana. '] 

Though    friendships   differ   endless    in 

degree. 
The  sorts,  methinks,  may  be  reduced  to 

three. 
^Acquaintance  many,  and  Co^quaintance 

few  ; 
But  for  /wquaintance  I  know  only  two — 
The  friend  I've  mourned  with,  and  the 

maid  I  woo  ! 

My  dear  Gillman  —  The  ground 
and  materiel  of  this  division  of  one's 
friends  into  ac,  con  and  zVzquaintance, 
was  given  by  Hartley  Coleridge  when  he 
was  scarcely  five  years  old  [1801].  On 
some  one  asking  him  if  Anny  Sealey  (a 
little  girl  he  went  to  school  with)  was  an 
acquaintance  of  his,  he  replied,  very 
fervently  pressing  his  right  hand  on  his 
heart,  '  No,  she  is  an  z'wquaintance  ! ' 
'  Well  !  'tis  a  father's  tale '  ;  and  the 
recollection  soothes  your  old  friend  and 
w«quaintance,  S.  T.  Coleridge. 

103 
I  [S.  T.  C]  find  the  following  lines 
among  my  papers,  in  my  own  writing, 
but  whether  an  unfinished  fragment,  or  a 
contribution  to  some  friend's  production, 
I  know  not  : — • 

What  boots  to  tell  how  o'er  his  grave 
She  wept,  that  would  have  died  to  save; 
Little  they  know  the  heart,  who  deem 
Her  sorrow  but  an  infant's  dream 

Of  transient  love  begotten  ; 
A  passing  gale,  that  as  it  blows 
Just  shakes  the  ripe  drop  from  the  rose — 

That  dies  and  is  forgotten. 

»    O  Woman  !  nurse  of  hopes  and  fears, 
All  lovely  in  thy  spring  of  years. 

Thy  soul  in  blameless  mirth  possessing ; 
\    Most  lovely  in  affliction's  tears, 
[        More  lovely  still-than  tears  suppressing. 

Allsop's  Letters,  Conversations,  and  Recoliec- 
tions  of  S.  T.  Coleridge,  1836,  ii.  75. 


104 
CHARITY  IN  THOUGHT 

To   praise   men   as  good,   and   to    take 
them  for  such. 
Is    a    grace  which  no  soul  can  mete 
out  to  a  tittle  ; — 
Of  which  he  who  has  not  a  little  too 
much. 
Will  by  Charity's  gauge  surely  have 
much  too  little. 


105 
PROFUSE  KINDNESS 

N^TTioi  OVK  i<Ta.(Tiv  0(70)  ttXcoj'  yjIXKTO  jravTOS. 

Hesiod. 
What   a   spring-tide  of  Love  to  dea 

friends  in  a  shoal ! 
Half  of  it  to  one  were  worth  double  th| 
whole  ! 

This  and   the   preceding  first  printed   in  the 
Poetical,  etc.,  Works,  1834. 

106 

And  this  is  your  peculiar  art,  I  know ; 
Others  may  do  like  actions,  but  not  so. 
The  Agents  alter  Things,  and  that  which 

flows 
Powerful  from  these,  comes  weaker  far 

from  those. 
MS. 

107 

Each  crime  that  once  estranges  from  the 

virtues 
Doth  make  the  memory  of  their  features 

daily 
More   dim   and   vague,   till   each  coarse 

counterfeit 
Can  have  the  passport  to  our  confidence 
Sign'd  by  ourselves.      And  fitly  are  they 

punish'd 
Who  prize  and  seek  the  honest  man  but 

as 
A  safer  lock  to  guard  dishonest  treasures. 
Remains,  i.  281. 


FRAGMENTS  FROM  VARIOUS  SOURCES 


469 


108 

Where'er  I  find  the  Good,  the  True, 

the  Fair, 
I  ask  no  names — God's  spirit  dwelleth 

there  ! 
The  unconfounded,  undivided  Three, 
Each  for  itself,  and  all  in  each,  to  see 
In  man  and  Nature,  is  Philosophy. 
MS. 

109 

0  !  Superstition  is  the  giant  shadow 
Which  the  solicitude  of  weak  mortality, 
Its  back  toward  Religion's  rising  sun, 
Casts  on  the  thin  mist  of  th'  uncertain 
future. 
MS. 

[Cf.-  _      ^_ 

And  we  in  this  low  world 
Placed  with  our  backs  to  bright  Reality, 
That    we    may    learn    with    young    un- 

wounded  ken 
The  substance  from  its  shadow. 

Destiny  oy Nations,  II.  19-22.] 

IIO 

Let  clumps  of  earth,  however  glorified, 
Roll  round  and  round   and   still  renew 

their  cycle — 
Man  rushes  like  a  winged  Cherub  through 
The  infinite  space,  and  that  which  has 
been 

Can  therefore  never  be  again 

MS. 

Ill 

As  the  appearance  of  a  star 
To  one  that's  perishing  in  a  Tempest. 
MS. 


A  WIND  that  with  Aurora  hath  abiding 
Among   the  Arabian   and    the    Persian 
Hills. 
MS.  [?  if  by  S.  T.  C] 

"3 

And  snow  whose  hanging  weight 
Archeth  some  still  deep  river,  that  for 

fear 
Steals  underneath  without  a  sound. 
MS. 


114 

The  Moon,  how  definite  its  orb  ! 
Yet  gaze  again,  and  with  a  steady  gaze — 
'Tis  there  indeed, — but  where  is  it  not  ? — 
It    is    suffused    o'er    all    the    sapphire 

Heaven, 
Trees,  herbage,   snake-like  streams,   un- 

wrinkled  Lake, 
Whose  very  murmur  does  of  it  partake  ! 

And  low  and  close  the  broad  smooth 
mountain  is  more  a  thing  of  Heaven 
than  when  distinct  by  one  dim  shade, 
and  yet  undivided  from  the  universal 
cloud  over  which  it  towers  infinite  in 
height. 

MS. 

"S 

Bright  clouds  of  reverence,  sufferably 

bright. 
That  intercept  the  dazzle,  not  the  Light ; 
That  veil  the  finite  power,  the  boundless 

power  reveal. 
Itself  an   earthly  sun   of  pure  intensest 
white. 
MS. 

116 

'TwAS  not   a  mist,   nor  was  it  quite  a 

cloud, 
But  it  pass'd  smoothly  on  towards  the 

sun — 
Smoothly  and  lightly  between  Earth  and 

Heaven  : 

So,  then  a  cloud. 
It  scarce  bedimm'd  my  star  that  shone 

behind  it  : 

And  Hesper  now 
Paus'd  on  the  welkin  blue,  and  cloudless 

brink, 
A   golden    circlet  !    while    the    Star    of 

Jove — 
That  other    lovely  star — high   o'er  my 

head 
Shone  whitely  in  the  centre  of  his  haze 
.   .  ■.   one  blue-black  cloud 
Stretch'd  like  the  \word  illeg.']  o'er  all  the 

cope  of  Heaven. 
MS. 
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TO  BABY  BATES 

You  come  from  o'er  the  waters, 
From  famed  Columbia's  land, 

And  you  have  sons  and  daughters, 
And  money  at  command. 

But  I  live  in  an  island, 
Great  Britain  is  its  name, 

With  money  none  to  buy  land. 
The  more  it  is  the  shame. 

But  we  are  all  the  children 
Of  one  great  God  of  Love, 

Whose  mercy  like  a  mill-drain 
Runs  over  from  above. 

Lullaby,  lullaby. 

Sugar -plums  and  cates, 

Close  your  little  peeping  eye, 
Bonny  Baby  B s. 

118 
EXPERIMENTS  IN  METRE 

There  in  some  darksome  shade, 

Methinks  I'd  vi^eep 

Myself  asleep. 
And  there  forgotten  fade. 
MS. 

119 

Once  again,  sweet  Willow,  wave  thee  ! 

Why  stays  my  Love  ? 
Bend  o'er  yon  streamlet — lave  thee  ! 

Why  stays  my  Love  ? 
Oft  have  I  at  evening  straying, 


Stood,  thy  branches  long  surveying, 
Graceful  in  the  light  breeze  playing,- 

Why  stays  my  Love  ? 
MS. 

120 

[The  following  little  poem,  evidently  a  very 
early  production,  was  sent  to  Mr.  D.  Stuart  01 
the  Morning  Post,  in  a  letter  from  Greta  Hall, 
Oct.  7,  1800,  '  to  fill  up  a  blank '  in  the  sheet. — 
Letters  from  the  Lake  Poets  to  Daniel  Stuart. 
Printed  for  Private  Circulation,  i88g,  p.  16.] 

ALCiEUS  TO  SAPPHO 

How  sweet,  when  crimson  colours  dart 

Across  a  breast  of  snow, 
To  see  that  you  are  in  the  heart 

That  beats  and  throbs  below. 

All  heaven  is  in  a  maiden's  blush, 
In  which  the  soul  doth  speak. 

That  it  was  you  who  sent  the  flush 
Into  the  maiden's  cheek. 

Large  steadfast  eyes  !  eyes  gently  rolled 

In  shades  of  changing  blue, 
How  sweet  are  they,  if  they  behold 

No  dearer  sight  than  you  ! 

And  can  a  lip  more  richly  glow, 

Or  be  more  fair  than  this  ? 
The  world  will  surely  answer.  No ! 

I,  Sappho,  answer.  Yes  ! 

Then   grant   one   smile,   tho'    it    should 
mean 

A  thing  of  doubtful  birth  ; 
That  I  may  say  these  eyes  have  seen 

The  fairest  face  on  earth  ! 


J 


ADAPTATIONS 


[Coleridge  rarely  quoted,  even  his  own  verses,  correctly.  Sometimes  this  arose  from  mere  careless- 
ness, but  more  often,  I  think,  he  acted  deliberately.  Sometimes  he  altered  the  sense  of  his  original, 
but  he  never  perverted  it  to  the  injury  of  the  writer's  reputation  either  for  matter  or  form.  Often  he 
expanded  and  illuminated  the  passage  he  manipulated.  See  Athenceum.,  Aug.  20,  1892;  Art. 
'Coleridge's  Quotations.' — Ed.] 


[Lord  Brooke] 

inconsistency 

'  It  is  a  most  unseemly  and  unpleasant 
thing  to  see  a  man's  life  full  of  ups  and 
downs,  one  step  like  a  Christian,  and 
another  like  a  worldling ;  it  cannot  choose 
but  pain  himself,  and  mar  the  edification 
of  others.' — [Leighton.] 

The  same  sentiment,  only  with  a 
special  application  to  the  maxims  and 
measures  of  our  Cabinet  and  Statesmen, 
had  been  finely  expressed  by  a  sage 
Poet  of  the  preceding  Generation,  in 
lines  which  no  Generation  will  find  in- 
applicable or  superannuated. 

God   and  the  World   we  worship  both 

together, 
Draw  not  our  Laws  to  Him,  but  His 

to  ours  ; 
Untrue  to  both,  so  prosperous  in  neither, 
The  imperfect  Will   brings  forth  but 

barren  Flowers  ! 
Unwise  as  all  distracted  Interests  be, 
Strangers  to  God,  Fools  in  Humanity  : 
Too  good  for  great  things,  and  too  great 

for  good, 
While  still  '  I  dare  not '  waits  upon   '  I 

wou'd. ' 
(^Aids  to    Reflection,    'Moral  and    Religious 
Aphorisms,'  No.  XVII.  182s,  p.  93.) 


[The  lines  (with  one  variant,  '  still '  for 
'  both '  in  the  first  line)  had  been  printed 
by  Coleridge,  as  Motto  to  the  Lay 
Sernioi,  addressed  to  the  Higher  and 
Middle  Classes,  in  1817  ;  and  have  often 
been  quoted  as  of  his  own  composi- 
tion. I  thought  them  Daniel's,  but 
failing  to  find  them  in  his  works,  I  put 
a  query  in  Notes  and  Queries.  A  corre- 
spondent (8th  Ser.  ii.  p.  18)  gave  the 
reference  to  Lord  Brooke's  Works,  in 
Grosart's  Fiillei^s  Worthies  Series,  ii.  127. 
\A  Treatide  of  Wari-es,  St.  Ixvi.] 

'  God  and  the  world  they  worship  still 

together ; 
Draw  not  their  lawes  to  Him,  but  His 

to  theirs  ; 
Untrue  to  both,  so  prosperous  in  neither; 
Amid    their    own    desires    still    raising 

feares  ; 
Unwise,  as  all  distracted  powers  be  ; 
Strangers  to  God,  fooles  to  humanitie. 

Too  good  for  great  things  and  too  great 
for  good.'] 

[Donne] 

The  recluse  hermit  ofttimes  more  doth 
know 

Of  the  world's  inmost  wheels,  than  world- 
lings can. 
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ADAPTATIONS 


As  man  is  of  the  world,  the  heart  of  man 
Is  an  epitome  of  God's  great  book 
Of  creatures,  and  men  need  no  further 
look.  Donne. 

(See  Donne's  ''Eclogue,  Dec.  26,  1613,' where  it 
is  said  that  the  hermit  sees  more  of  '  heaven's 
glory '  than  the  worldling.  —  Quoted  in  The 
Friend,  1818,  i.  192 ;  1850,  i.  147. 


[Samuel  Daniel] 
I 

Must  there  be  still  some  discord  mixt 

among 
The  harmony  of  men,  whose  mood  accords 
Best  with  contention  tun'd  to  notes  of 

wrong  ? 
That  when  War  fails,  Peace  must  make 

war  with  words, 
With  words  unto  destruction  arm'd  more 

strong 
Than  ever  were   our   foreign    Foemen's 

swords  : 
Making  as  deep,   tho'  not  yet  bleeding 

wounds  ? 
What   War  left   scarless.   Calumny  con- 
founds. 
*  *  *  * 

Truth  lies  entrapp'd  where  Cunning  finds 

no  bar  : 
Since  no  proportion  can  there  be  betwixt 
Our  actions  which  in  endless  motions  are. 
And  ordinances  which  are  always  fixt. 
Ten  thousand  Laws  more  cannot  reach 

so  far, 
But  Malice  goes  beyond,  or  lives  com- 

mixt 
So  close  with  Goodness,  that  it  ever  will 
Corrupt,  disguise,  or  counterfeit  it  still. 

And  therefore  would  our  glorious  Alfred, 

who 
Join'd  with  the  Kng's,  the  good  man's 

Majesty, 
Not    leave    Law's    labyrinth    without    a 

clue — 
Gave  to  deep  Skill  its  just  authority, — 


But  the  last  Judgement  (this  his  Jury's 

plan) 
Left  to  the  natural  sense  of  Work-day 

man. 

Adapted  fro7n  an  elder  Poet. 

Motto  to  Chapter  XIII.  of  the  General  Intro- 
duction to  The  Friend,  1818,  i.  149. 


Blind  is  that  soul  which  from  this  truth 
can  swerve. 

No  state  stands  sure,  but  on  the  grounds 
of  right. 

Of  virtue,  knowledge  ;  judgment  to  pre- 
serve. 

And  all  the  powers  of  learning  requisite  ? 

Though  other  shifts  a  present  turn  may 
serve. 

Yet  in  the  trial  they  will  weigh  too  light. 
Daniel. 

Motto  to  Chapter  XVI.  as  above,  1818,  i.  190. 


O  BLESSED  Letters  !  that  combine  in  one 
All  ages  past,  and  make  one  live  with  all : 
By  you  do  we  confer  with  who  are  gone. 
And  the  dead-living  unto  council  call  ! 
By  you  the  unborn  shall  have  communion 
Of  what  we  feel  and  what  doth  us  befall. 

Since  writings  are  the  veins,  the  arteries, 
And    undecaying    life  -  strings    of    those 

hearts. 
That  still  shall  pant  and  still  shall  exer- 
cise 
Their  mightiest  powers  when  nature  none 

imparts. 
The  strong  constitution  of  their  praise 
Wear  out   the  infection   of  distemper'd 
days.      Daniel's  Musophilus. 

Motto  to  Chapter  I.  of  '  The  Landing  Place' 
in  Tite  Friend,  i8i8,  i.  215. 

[The  first  passage  is  from  Daniel's 
Epistle  to  Sir  Thomas  Egerton  ;  the 
second  and  third  from  his  Musophilus ; 
but  Coleridge  has  so  altered,  transposed, 
and  rewritten  all  three  that  they  are  more 
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lis  than  Daniel's.  In  the  first  passage 
line  entire  lines  are  Coleridge's. — Ed.] 

[Milton] 

The  oppositionists  to  '  things  as  they 
ire,'  are  divided  into  many  and  different 
;lasses.  .  .  .  The  misguided  men  who  have 
unlisted  under  the  banners  of  Liberty, 
from  no  principles  or  with  bad  ones  : 
whether  they  be  those  who 

admire  they  know  not  what 
And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads 
the  other  : 

or  whether  those 

Whose  end  is  private  Hate,  not  help  to 

Freedom, 
Adverse  and  turbulent  when  she  would 

lead 
To  Virtue.  1795. 

[This  passage  is  from  the  first  of  the 
Condones  ad  Popiihim,  lectures  delivered 
it  Bristol,  February  1795,  and  published 
there  in  the  same  year.  Coleridge  -re- 
printed the  lecture  in  The  Friend  (18 18, 
ii.  248  ;  1850,  ii.  179).  The  first  quota- 
tion is  really  from  Paradise  Regained,  iii. 
50 ;  but  the  second  contains  only  a  few 
words  of  Milton,  which  will  be  found  in 
two  disconnected  passages  in  Samson 
Agonistes — [Woman  is  to  man] 

A  cleaving  mischief,  in  his  way  to  virtue 
Adverse  and  turbulent  (11.  1039-40)  : 

and 

Yet  so  it  may  fall  out,  because  their  end 
Is  hate,  not  help  to  me.  Ed.] 


[?] 
Napoleon 

Then  we  may  thank  ourselves 
^Vho  spell-bound  by  the  magic  name  of 

Peace 
Dream    golden    dreams.       Go,    warlike 

Briton,  go. 


For   the  grey  olive  branch  change   thy 

green  laurels  : 
Hang  up  thy  rusty  helmet,  that  the  bee 
May  have  a  hive,  or  spider  find  a  loom  ! 
Instead   of  doubling  drum  and  thrilling 

fife 
Be  lull'd  in  lady's  lap  with  amorous  flutes. 
But  for  Napoleon,  know,  he'll  scorn  this 

calm  : 
The  ruddy  planet  at  his  birth  bore  sway. 
Sanguine  adust  his  humour,  and  wild  fire 
His  ruling  element.     Rage,  revenge,  and 

cunning 
Make  up   the   temper   of  this   captain's 

valor. 
The  Friend,  1818,  ii.  115.  1802. 

[The  lines  are  used  as  a  motto  to 
Essay  VI.,  and  are  stated  to  be  'adapted 
from  an  old  Play.'  But  in  subsequent 
editions  the  reference  is  withdrawn,  and 
we  may  assume  that  Coleridge,  if  he 
did  not  create  the  lines,  made  them  his 
own.  The  '  calm '  was  probably  the 
'  Peace  of  Amiens.' — Ed.] 


[Southwell] 

A  Sober  Statemejit  of  Human  Life,  or 
the  True  Medium 

A  CHANCE  may  win  that  by  mischance 

was  lost  : 
The  net  that  holds  no  great,  takes  little 

fish; 
In  some  things  all,  in  all  things  none  are 

crost ; 
Few  all   they  need,   but   none  have  all 

they  wish  : 
Unmedled  joys  here  to  no  man  befall ; 
Who  least,  hath  some ;  who  most,  hath 

never  all  ! 

[Although  it  was  by  inadvertence  that 
these  lines  were  printed  in  the  Petnains 
as  Coleridge's,  they  have  been  so  often 
included  in  his  works  that  I  am  fain  to 
retain  them  here  as  his  by  adoption.  The 
title  is  his.     The  verses  form  part  of  a 
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poem  by  Robert  Southwell,  Tymes  goe  by 
Turnes.  The  text  here  printed  is  that 
found  in  Saint  Peter's  Complaint.  With 
other  Poems.     London,  1599. — Ed.] 


[Bowles] 

I  yet  remain 
To  mourn  the  hours  of  youth  (yet  mourn 

in  vain) 
That    fled    neglected :  wisely  thou    hast 

trod 
The   better   path — and  that   high  meed 

which  God 
Assign'd  to  Virtue  tow'ring  from  the  dust. 
Shall  wait  thy  rising,  Spirit  pure  and  just  ! 

O  God  !  how  sweet  it  were  to  think,  that 

all 
Who  silent  mourn  around  this  gloomy  ball 
Might  hear  the  voice  of  joy ; — but  'tis  the 

will 
Of  man's  great  Author,  that  thro'  good 

and  ill 
Calm  he  should  hold  his  course,  and  so 

sustain 
His  varied  lot  of  pleasure,  toil  and  pain  ! 

1793- 

[It  is  for  the  same  reason  that  I  include 
these  lines  which  the  editor  of  the  Re- 
mains assumed  to  be  by  Coleridge,  be- 
cause they  '  were  found  in  Mr.  Coleridge's 
hand-writing  in  one  of  the  Prayer-Books 


in  the  Chapel  of  Jesus  College,  Cam- 
bridge.' The  first  six  lines  are  taken 
from  W.  L.  Bowles's  Monody  on  Henry 
Headley,  and  although  the  remaining 
stanza  does  not  appear  in  any  of  the 
many  editions  of  Bowles's  poems  I  have 
been  able  to  consult,  it  probably  originally 
belonged  to  the  same  poem, — Ed.] 


Rid  of  a  vexing  and  a  h^v^'  l^d, 
Eternal  Lord  !  and  from  the  world  set 

free, 
Like  a  frail  Bark,  weary  I  turn  to  Thee 
From  frightful  storms  into  a  quiet  road — 
On  much  repentance  Grace  will  be  be- 

stow'd. 
The  nails,  the  thorn,  and  thy  two  hands, 

thy  face 
Benign,  meek,  \_word  illegible']  offers  grace 
To  sinners  whom  their  sins  oppress  and 


Let  not  thy  justice  view,  O  Light  divine ! 
My  faults,  and  keep  it  from  thy  sacred  ear 
[A  line  almost  entirely  illegible.] 
Cleanse  with  thy  blood  my  sins,  to  this 

incline 
More  readily,  the  more  my  years  require 
Prompt  aid,  forgiveness  speedy  and  entire. 
MS. 

[I  do  not  think  this  is  a  composition 
of  Coleridge's,  but  an  adaptation  of 
something  imperfectly  remembered  by 
him.      It  comes  from  a  note-book. — Ed.] 
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THE  RAVEN 

The  following  is  the  original  version  of  this 
oem  as  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  March 
D,  1798.  There  was  no  title,  the  verses  being 
itroduced  solely  by  the  burlesque  letter,  which 
as  reprinted  with  the  verses  when  they  next 
ppeared,  in  the  Annual  Anthology,  1800, 
nder  the  title,  The  Raven. 

'Sir, — I  am  not  absolutely  certain  that  the 
jUowing  Poem  was  written  by  Edmund  Spenser, 
nd  found  by  an  Angler  buried  in  a  fishing- 
ox  ; — 

Under  the  foot  of  Mole,  that  mountain  hoar, 
Mid  the  green  alders,  by  the  Mulla's  shore  "  ; 
ut  a  learned  Antiquarian  of  my  acquaintance 
as  given  it  as  his  opinion  that  it  resembles 
penser's  minor  Poems  as  nearly  as  Vortigern 
nd  Rowena  the  Tragedies  of  William  Shake- 
peare. — This  Poem  must  be  read  in  recitative, 
1  the  same  manner  as  the  ^gloga  Secunda  of 
he  Shepherd's  Calendar.  Cuddy.' 

UNDER  the  arms  of  a  goodly  oak-tree 
Chere  was  of  Swine  a  large  company, 
rhey  were  making  a  rude  repast 
jrunting  as  they  crunch' d  the  mast  : 
['hen  they  trotted  away  :  for  the  wind  blew 

high— 
Dne  acorn  they  left,   and  ne  more  mote 

you  spy. 
Next  came  a  Raven,  who  lik'd  not  such 

folly  : 
He   belonged,    I    believe,    to    the    witch 

Melancholy ! 
Blacker  was  he  than  blackest  jet. 
Flew  low  in  the  rain  ;    his  feathers  were 

wet. 
He   pick'd   up   the   acorn   and   buried   it 

strait, 


By  the  side  of  a  river  both  deep  and  great. 
Where  then  did  the  Raven  go  ? 
He  went  high  and  low, 
O'er  hill,   o'er  dale  did  the  black   Raven 

go! 
Many  Autumns,  many  Springs 
Travel!' d  he  with  wand'ring  wings  ; 
Many  Summers,  many  Winters — 
I  can't  tell  half  his  adventures. 
At   length   he  return'd,    and  with  him   a 

She, 
And  the  acorn  was  grown  to  a  large  oak 

tree. 
They  built   them  a   nest  in  the  topmost 

bough, 
And  young  ones  they  had,  and  were  jolly 

enow. 
But  soon   came  a  Woodman  in  leathern 

guise  : 
His  brow  like  a  pent-house  hung  over  his 

eyes. 
He'd  an  axe  in    his    hand,    and   nothing 

spoke, 
But    with   many   a    hem  !    and   a   sturdy 

stroke, 
At  last  he  brought  down  the  poor  Raven's 

own  oak. 
His  young  ones  were  kill'd  ;  for  they  could 

not  depart. 
And    his  wife   she    did    die    of  a   broken 

heart ! 
The  branches  from  off  it  the  Woodman 

did  sever  ! 
And  they  floated  it  down  on  the  course  of 

the  River : 
They  sawed  it  to  planks,  and  its  rind  they 

did  strip, 
And  with  this  tree  and  others  they  built  up 

a  ship. 
The  ship,  it  was  launch'd  ;  but  in  sight  of 

the  land 
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A  tempest  arose  which  no  ship  could  with- 
stand. 

It  bulg'd  on  a  rock,  and  the  waves  rush'd 
in  fast  : 

The  auld  Raven  flew  round  and  round, 
and  caw'd  to  the  blast. 

He  heard  the  sea-shriek  of  their  perishing 
souls — 


They  be  sunk  !     O'er  the  topmast  the  mad 

water  rolls  ! 
The  Raven  was  glad  that  such  fate  they 

did  meet. 
They  had  taken  his  all,  and  Revenge  it 

WAS  SWEET  ! 
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GREEK  PRIZE  ODE  ON  THE 
SLAVE  TRADE 

[BROWNE  GOLD  MEDAL, 
CAMBRIDGE,    1 792] 

In  maximis  Comitiis,  lul.  j,  IJ()2. 

SORS   MISERA   SerVORUM   IN  INSULIS 
Indi^  OCCIDENTALIS. 

'^fl  (TKbTUJ  TTijXas,  Qdvare,  TrpoKeLiru^v 
'Es  yivos  (TTreijdwv  Wl  ^eiJxSev  &Tq.' 
Ov  ^evicrdrjarj  yeviiwv  aTrapdyfiois 
Ov8'  o\oXtjy/j,ii), 

'AXXct,  S'  aS  /ci5/cXotcrt  xopotri^7ro£(rtf 
K'  dir/xdrwf  %apj'  ^o^epbs  fiev  iacrl, 
'AW  6/J.U3S  'EXevOepig,  crwoLKeXs, 
'Zrvyvi  Tupavve. 

AacTKiois  rev  alpbfievoi.  irTepdlin 
Tpaxi)  /jLaKpC}  'QKeavQ  Si'  oldfxa 
'Adovciv  (piXas  is  ^dpas  irirufjiai, 
Tav  re  irarpifiav 

"^v9a  fjiav  'ipaarai  ipu/uLivrjaiv, 
"AfiTTL  Kpovvoicnv  KiTplwv  vtt'  dX(rwv, 
Ola  irpbs  ^pOTWv  'iiradov  ^porol,  to, 
Aeiva,  XiyovTi.. 

^ev  Kbptj)  Nacro6  <f)ovL(j}  yi/jLovaac 
AvcrdedroLS  dficpid aXe7s  KaKoi<n, 
nS  voael  Aifxbs,  ^pi/xeral  re  7rX£i7a 

'AL/JLarbeacra,  ■ 

'Afifiiwv  i'w  TTOcrd/cij  Trpocrfj^ev 
'OTTwdreaffi.  baKpvbeacr'  op-ix^Vj 
UocrcrdKLS  %'  a/xa  Kpadia  areva^ev  ! 
AlvoiradeT  ydp 


AovXtg.  yivvq,  /Sapewy  (TvvaXyG}, 
'fls  dcjioivqri^  arevaxevvn  irh/Oei, 
'lis  irbviov  bivais  arvyipcov  KUKXevvrai 
TiKva  'AvdyKas. 

'A/j.ipria'  'iirei  y'  dtpLXrjCTLv  dfiiri 
KaCyOia,  Kal  Ao(.fxbs,  "K-dfiarbs  t  d(p€pTos 
M.dpvarai,  Kal  Mvafiocrvvas  to,  wiKpa    3' 
^d(r/xaTa  Xvypds. 

^ev  Ka/LLovTas  Mdcrrts  dypvirvos  opfxq., 
"AXiov  Trpiv  'dv  eiriyeipev  "Awj  ' 
K'  "Afiaros  bvvei  yXvKvdepKes  darpov, 
Il4v6ea  8'  dvdei 

Ws  dev  xpvxdv  ydp  dwpbvvKra 
Aelfiar  ifiirXrjTreL,  nbrov  efiirviovra  ' 
"OfJ-fia  KOL/iidTai  /uLeXiois,  $6/3os  5^ 

OiidiiroT  iiirvoi.  ^o 

Et  5^  Ti  \f/ev8os  fieOiTTwvTL  &8v 
"EXTTidos  cr/ctats  tt^S'  dveipocpdvrois, 
'TjSpius  dvL<TTd[xevoL  rdx',  oiarpoLS 
'  AXidiQivTaL 

'^fi  KaKOLffi  AovXocriJvas  xXfoires, 
'AdXioiv  03  ^ocTKOfievoi.  dLwy/jLoTs, 
Tlaides  ii^piffrai  K6/3W,  avTdd€X(pov 
Alytta  8peirovT€S, 

Otf  pa  irpo(x8ipKei  rdS'  d^vKTov  "Oyttyua, 
OH  pa  K   dfieiipiv  'Ni/J.ecns  TLvdacrei         5° 
TIvpTTVoav  ;  dKoier  ;  7)  oiiK  dKO^er'  ; 
'Us  x^^f"-  TaXXei 

IlveijfjiaT'  iK  pl^iov,  Kal  iiroarivovTi 
Fas  /jivxol,  ^ijOoi  re  fivKQivTai  alvQs, 
'EyKoreiv  roiis  vipdev  vireyyiuivTes 
To?;  KTaveovo'tv  ! 
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'AXXa  Tij  /x'  &xt^  fJLeklyapvs,  oTai 
Aupcaj'  pnral  Kidapdv,  irpoceirTa  ; 
Ti's  voTLffTa^eL  \{/LdvpLcr/j.ov  &5vv 

MdXdaKa  (pwva  ;  6° 

"Q,,  opSi  KripvK  'EX^w,  Kkadoiaiv 
'Cls  KardcTKiov  KetpoKav  iXdias  ! 
"Q,  \6yu3v  Tiiiiv  ydvo^,  'TK^pecpcopaev 
X.pijcreov  atw  ! 

'  Tldya  AaKpvuv  ocria,  ffToXayfiGiv 
'  'Nvv  &\(.s  riwp  (TTepoTra  ^evapKei 
'  Ids  At/cas  dTv^bfj.evov  redvd^ei, 

'  IlTJfia  SdfJ.a(rdev. 

''EpLTT^cei  d'  d/crats  Ai^vKricnv  ovket 
'  'A  xctpts  XP^<^^  dxapi-s  /SS^Xn/cra  7° 

'  'Old  y   ImreijeL  Kairvpoh  dTfjTais 
'  "E/cTTVoa  AoL/xd. 

'  TldrpLdos  iroppu  crvvofMaLfidvuv  re 
'  Trjpas  ou  fj-bx^oLS  dvofiOLS  iraXaiceL 
'  TtD  |3tw  TroLcpvyfj-aTa  divros  at  al 
'  "Aypia  <pv(Twv 

'  Ov  (l>6^(j}  Mdrrjp  dfj.a  6ecrinwSip 
'  ^.TadetTLV  j3pi(pos  ireXdcrei  Trlvudes 
'  Ov  '  wepiaaus  iKreraraL  yap  ijdri 

'  AovXiov  ''A/J.ap '        8o 


'  Otrives,  AoOXot  ^\oavpG)v  Awdarwv, 
'  AaKpvov  reyyeiv  'EXew  Trapeidv 
'  Oiidafius  'idov  fi^Xeoi.,  Trddovres 

'  Oav/j-ar   aKoveiv, 

'"TfJ,/ii  ral  IlatSey  Q^/j-itos  yeiovrai, 
'  'Avde/JLii^'ovaai  ^p68a  rds  TaXdvas, 
'"Ipov  7)3'  'BXevdepias  (r^/Sas  Srj, 

'Mdrpos  didXwv.' 

Tot'  'iTrefixj/av,  Ifiepbevra  fiaXXov 
Adpai,  'fj  Nt'/cas  Trep'  5xos  PpddvvBev 
Tuv  dvr)pidfj.wv  Idxai,  dpid/n^io 
"A/xart  TepirvGi. 

Xa'ip',  6's  eS  vo)/j.as  'EXiw  rbv  o'iaK  ! 
'Ep7/tidrwi'  KdXwv  'Aydwrj  irrepoiaL 
AaKpiJUV  ^VTOcrde  yiX(i)Ta  ddaa 
2^  <TT€(pavd)aeL. 

"H5e  Moicra  rdv  'Aperdv  diraSbs, 
ZeTo  fM€/xvd(x9ai  crvvex^s  tpiXy^ffu  ' 
TXafibfUv  ijd'  evXaylais  wpbs  aWep' 

Ovvofi  d^fet.  I 


MS. 


Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge, 
Coll.  Jes.  Scholaris. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  ASS 

The  following  early  version  of  these  famous 
ines  is  printed  from  the  unique  copy  in  the 
lutograph  of  Coleridge,  given  by  him  to  Mr. 
vVilliam  Smyth,  vvfho  was  Professor  of  Modern 
History  at  Cambridge  from  1807  until  his  death 
n  1849.  I  am  enabled  to  print  this  by  the  courtesy 
)f  Prof.  Smyth's  great-great-nephew,  Mr.  H.  M. 
V'aughan,  of  Keble  Coll.  Oxford.  Notwithstand- 
ng  the  burlesque  footnote  this  version  was  never 
intended  for  print,  for  Mr.  Ernest  Hartley  Cole- 
ridge has  kindly  shewn  me  a  copy  dated  just  a 
<veek  earlier  (Dec.  17,  1794)  which  Coleridge 
sent  to  Southey,  and  which  differs  but  little  from 
ihat  printed  in  the  Morning  Chronicle  of  Dec. 
30,  1794.  The  footnotes  shew  the  alterations 
made  in  both  texts.     A  note  on  Mr.  Vaughan's 


MS.  was  contributed  by  him  to  The  Chanticleer 
(Magazine  of  Jesus  Coll.  Camb.)  for  Easter  Term 
1891.— Ed. 

MONOLOGUE  TO  A  YOUNG  JACK- 
ASS IN  JESUS  PIECE  —  ITS 
MOTHER  NEAR  IT  CHAINED 
TO  A  LOG.i 

Poor  little  Foal  of  an  oppressed  Race  ! 
I  love  the  languid  Patience  of  thy  face  ; 
And  oft  with  gentle  hand  I  give  thee  bread, 

1  Address  to  a  young  Jackass,  and  its  tether  d 
Mother.  In  Familiar  Verse.  Morning  Chronicle, 
Dec.  30,  1794,  and  Southey  MS. 

1.  3.  friendly  hand. — M.  Ch. 
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And  clap  thy  ragged  Coat,  and  scratch  thy 

head. 
But  what  thy  dulled  Spirit  hath  dismay' d,   5 
That   never    thou    dost    sport    along   the 

glade — 
And    (most    unlike    the    nature   of  things 

young) 
That   still   to    earth    thy  moping   head  is 

hung? 
Doth  thy  prophetic  soul  anticipate, 
Meek  Child  of  Misery !  thy  future  fate,     10 
The  starving   meal   and   all  the  thousand 

aches 
That  patient  Merit  of  th'  Unworthy  takes  ? 
Or  is  thy  sad  heart  thrill' d  with  filial  pain 
To  see  thy  wretched    Mother's    shorten'd 

Chain  ? 
And,  truly  very  piteous  is  her  lot —  15 

Chained  to  a  Log  upon  a  narrow  spot. 
Where  the   close -eaten   Grass  is  scarcely 

seen. 
While  sweet  around  her  waves  the  tempting 

Green  ! 
Poor  Ass  !  thy  master  should  have  learnt 

to  shew 
Pity,  best  taught  by  fellowship  of  Woe.    20 
For  much  I   fear   me   that   He  lives,  like 

thee, 
Half  famished  in  a  Land  of  Luxury  ! 
How  askingly  its  steps  toward  me  tend. 
It  seems  to    say,    '  And   have  I  then  one 

Friend  ? ' 
Innocent  Foal !  despised  and  Forlorn  !    25 
I  hail  thee   Brother  —  spite  of  the  fool's 

scorn  ; 

1.  4.  and  clap  thy  head.— 5".  MS. 

1.  6.  upon  the  glade. — M.  Ch. 

1.  9.  Do  thy  prophetic  fears  anticipate. — M.  Ch. 

1.  12.  Which    '  patient    merit   of  th'   Unworthy 

takes?'— 7(/.  Ch.  and.?.  MS. 
1.  14.  lengthen'd  Chain  t—M.  Ch. 
1.  18.  While  sweet  around  her  tempts  the  waving 

green. — S.  MS. 
1.  23.  toward  me  bend. — M.  Ch. 
1.  25.  Innocent  Foal !  thou  poor  despis'd  Forlorn  ! 

—M.  Ch. 


And  fain  I'd  take  thee  with  me,  to  the  De 
Where   high-soul'd  Pantisocracy  sha 

dwell ! 
Where  Mirth  shall  tickle  Plenty's  ribles 

side 
And  smiles  from  Beauty's  Lip  on  sun-beann 

glide, ^  31 

Where  Toil  shall  wed  young  Health  tha 

charming  Lass  ! 
And  use  his  sleek  cows  for  a  looking-glass— 
Where  Rats  shall  mess  with  Terriers  hand 

in-glove, 
And  Mice  with  Pussy's  Whiskers  sport  ii 

Love  ! 
How  thou  wouldst  toss  thy  heels  in  game 

some  play,  31 

And  frisk  about,  as  lamb  or  kitten  gay  ; 
Yea — and  more  musically  sweet  to  me 
Thy  dissonant  harsh  Bray  of  joy  would  be. 
Than  Handel's  softest  airs  that  soothe  tc 

rest 
The    tumult    of    a   scoundrel    Monarch't' 

Breast !  4c 

Jes.  Coll.  Oct.  24,  1794.       S.  T.  C 

I.  27.  in  the  dell.— itf.  Ch. 

II.  28-34.  In  the  M.  Ch.  replaced  by  : — ■ 

Of  Peace  and  mild  Equality  to  dwell, 

Where  Toil  shall  call  the  charmer  Health  his 

Bride, 
And  Laughter  tickle  Plenty's  ribless  side ! 

I.  28.  Of  high-soul'd   Pantisocracy  to  dwell. — 

S.MS. 

II.  29-34.  In  the  .S".  MS.  are  replaced  by  te.xt  of 

M.  Ch. 

I.  39.  Than  Banti's  warbled  airs  that  soothe  to 

rest.— 5'.  MS. 

II.  39-40.  In  the  M.  Ch.  replaced  by  : — 


I 


Than  warbled  Melodies,  that  soothe  to  rest 
The  tumult  of  some  Scoundrel  Monarch's  breast! 

S.  T.  C. 

1^  This  is  a  truly  poetical  line,  of  which  the 
Author  has  assured  us,  that  he  did  not  mean  it 
to  have  any  -meaning. — Ed.     [Note  in  MS.] 
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APPENDIX    D 
I  O  SOR I O 

A  TRAGEDY  1 

rinted  from  the  transcript  sent  by  Coleridge  to  Sheridan  in  1797  (called  '  MS.  I.') ;  with  various  read- 
1! ;,  and  notes  written  by  Coleridge  in  another  contemporary  transcript  (called  '  MS.  II.')  presented  by 
fc  to  a  friend.  There  are  also  a  few  readings  from  a  copy  of  Act  I.  in  Coleridge's  autograph, 
fid  among  the  papers  of  Thomas  Poole  (called  '  Poole  MS.') — Ed. 


lORIO. 

;lez 


,,BERT 
ORIO 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 

Remorse. 
=  Marquis  Valdez,  Father 
to  the  two  brothers,   and 
Donna    Teresas  Guard- 
ian. 
=  DoN  Alvar,  the  eldest  son. 
=  DON  Ordonio,  the  youngest 
son. 
ANCESCO  =MoNVlEDRO,   a  Dominican 

and  Inquisitor. 
AURICE      =ZULIMEZ,  thefaithful attend- 
ant on  Alvar. 
;rdinand  =  Isidore,   a  Moresco  Chief- 
tain, ostensibly  a  Chris- 
tian. 
=  Naomi. 

=  Donna  Teresa,  an  Orphan 
Heiress. 

.HADRA,  ^ 

wife  of 
Fer- 

IINAND,     j 

^MILIARS    OF   THE    INQUISITION. 

OCRS,  Servants,  etc. 


\OMI 
ARIA 


:AlhadrA,  Wife  to  Isidore. 


'■'ime.  The  reign  of  Philip  II. ,  just  at 
the  close  of  the  civil  wars  against  the 
Moors,  and  during  the  heat  of  the  per- 
secution  which   raged  against   them, 

^  So  on  the  wrapper  of  the  MS.  I.  ;  in  MS.  11. 
jleridge  has  described  the  poem  as  '  Osorio,  a 
amatic  poem.' — Ed. 


sho7-tly  after  the  edict  which  forbad  the 
wearing  of  Moresco  apparel  under  pain 
of  death. 

Mem. — None  of  the  MSS.  has  a  list  of  the 
characters. — Ed. 


ACT  THE  FIRST 

Scene. — The  sea  shore  on  the  coast  of 
Granada. 

Velez,  Maria. 

Maria.   I  hold  Osorio  dear  :    he  is  your 

son, 
And  Albert's  brother. 

Velez.  Love  him  for  himself, 

Nor   make    the   living    wretched    for    the 

dead. 
Maria.   I  mourn  that  you  should  plead 

in  vain.  Lord  Velez  1 
But  Heaven  hath  heard  my  vow,  and  I  re- 
main 
Faithful  to  Albert,  be  he  dead  or  living. 
Velez.    Heaven  knows  with  what  delight 

I  saw  your  loves  ; 
And  could  my  heart's  blood  give  him  back 

to  thee 
I  would  die  smiling.     But  these  are  idle 

thoughts  ! 
Thy  dying  father  comes  upon  my  soul     10 
With  that  same  look,  with  which  he  gave 

thee  to  me  : 
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My  Albert's  sire  !  if  this  be  wretchednes; 
That  eats  away  the  life,  what  were  it,  thi 

you, 
If  in  a  most  assur'd  reality 
He  should  return,  and  see  a  brother's  ; 

fant 
Smile  at  him  from  my  arms  ? 

[Clasping  her  forehec 

O  what  a  thougl 

'Twas  horrible  !    it    p'ass'd  my  brain  li 

lightning. 
Velez.   'Twere  horrible,  if  but  one  dot 

remain' d 
The  very  week  he  promised  his  return. 
Maria.  Ah,  what  a  busy  joy  was  oi 

— to  see  him 
After   his    three  years'   travels  !    tho'    tl 

absence 
His  still-expected,  never-failing  letters 
Almost  endear'd  to  me  !     Even  then  wl 

tumult ! 
Velez.   O  power  of  youth  to  feed  on  pl« 

sant  thoughts 
Spite  of  conviction  !     I  am  old  and  hea 

less  ! 

Yes,  I  am  old — I  have  no  pleasant  dreams 
Hectic  and  unrefresh'd  with  rest. 

Maria    (with    great    tenderness).     1 

father  ! 
Velez.     Aye,    'twas    the   morning    th 

didst  try  to  cheer  me 
With  a  fond  gaiety.     My  heart  was  bur 

ing. 

And  yet  I  could  not  tell  me,  how  my  sle 
Was    throng' d  with  swarthy  faces,   and 

saw 
The  merchant-ship  in  which  my  son  » 

captured — 
Well,  well,   enough — captured  in  sight 

land — 
We  might  almost  have  seen  it  from  c 

house-top  ! 
Maria   {abruptly).    He   did    not  peri 

there  ! 
Velez    {impatiently).     Nay,    nay — h( 

aptly  thou  forgett'st  a  tale 
Thou  ne'er  didst  wish  to  learn — my  bra. 

Osorio 
Saw  them  both  founder  in  the  storm  tb 

parted 
Him  and  the  pirate  :  both  the  vessels  fou 

der'd. 
Gallant  Osorio  !        {^Pauses,  then  tender>\ 
O  belov'd  Maria,         j 


I    held    thee   in    mine  arms,    a   powerless 
babe. 

While    thy    poor    mother    with    a    mute 
entreaty 

Fix'd  her  faint  eyes  on  mine  :  ah,  not  for 
this. 

That  I  should  let  thee  feed  thy  soul  with 
gloom. 

And  with    slow    anguish    wear   away    thy 
life. 

The  victim  of  a  useless  constancy. 

I  must  not  see  thee  wretched. 

Maria.  There  are  woes 

lU-barter'd  for  the  garishness  of  joy  ! 

If  it  be  wretched  with  an  untired  eye       20 

To  watch  those  skiey  tints,  and  this  green 
ocean  ; 

Or  in  the  sultry  hour  beneath  some  rock. 

My  hair  dishevell'd  by  the   pleasant  sea- 
breeze, 

To    shape    sweet    visions,    and    live   o'er 
again 

All  past  hours  of  delight ;  if  it  be  wretched 

To  watch  some  bark,    and   fancy  Albert 
there  ; 

To  go  through  each  minutest  circumstance 

Of  the  bless'd  meeting,  and  to  frame  ad- 
ventures 

Most  terrible  and  strange,   and  hear  him 
tell  them  : 

(As  once  I  knew  a  crazy  Moorish  maid,  30 

Who    dress' d    her    in    her    buried    lover's 
cloaths, 

And  o'er  the  smooth  spring  in  the  moun- 
tain cleft 

Hung  with  her  lute,   and  play'd  the  self- 
same tune 

He   used    to    play,    and    listen'd    to    the 
shadow 

Herself  had  made)  ;    if  this  be  wretched- 
ness, 

And  if  indeed  it  be  a  wretched  thing 

To    trick   out    mine  own   death-bed,    and 
imagine 

That  I  had  died — died,  just  ere  his  return  ; 

Then  see  him  listening  to  my  constancy ; 

And    hover    round,     as   he    at    midnight 
ever  40 

Sits  on  my  grave  and  gazes  at  the  moon  ; 

Or  haply  in  some  more  fantastic  mood 

To  be  in  Paradise,  and  with  choice  flowers 

Build  up  a  bower  where  he  and  I  might 
dwell, 

And  there  to  wait  his  coming !     O  ray  sire  ! 
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Would' St    thou   best   prove    thy   faith    to 

generous  Albert 
\nd  most  delight  his  spirit,  go  and  make 
His  brother  happy,  make  his  aged  father 
sink  to  the  grave  with  joy  ! 

Maria.  For  mercy's  sake 

E'ress  me  no  more.     I  have  no  power  to 

love  him  ! 
His  proud  forbidding   eye,    and   his  dark 

brow  80 

Chill  me,   like  dew-damps  of  the  unwhole- 
some night. 
My  love,  a  timorous  and  tender  flower, 
Closes  beneath  his  touch. 

Velez.  You  wrong  him,  maiden, 

you  wTong  him,  by  my  soul !     Nor  was  it 

well 
To  character  by  such  unkindly  phrases 
The  stir  and  workings  of  that  love  for  you 
Which  he  has  toil'd  to   smother.      "Twas 

not  well — 
Nor  is  it  grateful  in  you  to  forget 
His    wounds   and    perilous   voyages,    and 

how 
With  an  heroic  fearlessness  of  danger       90 
He  roamed  the    coast    of  Afric    for  your 

Albert. 
It  was  not  well — you  have  moved  me  even 

to  tears. 
Maria.  O  pardon  me,  my  father  1  par- 
don me. 
It  was  a  foolish  and  ungrateful  speech, 
A   most    ungrateful    speech  !      But    I    am 

hurried 
Beyond  myself,  if  I  but  dream  of  one 
Who  aims  to  rival  Albert.     Were  we  not 
Born  on  one  day,  like  twins  of  the  same 

parent  ? 
Nursed  in  one  cradle?     Pardon  me,   my 

father !  99 

A  six  years'  absence  is  an  heavy  thing  ; 

Yet  still  the  hope  survives 

Velez  [looking forwards).    Hush — hush  ! 

Maria. 
'    Maria.   It  is  Francesco,  our  Inquisitor  ; 
'That  busy  man,  gross,  ignorant,  and  cruel ! 
Enter  FRANCESCO  and  Alhadra. 
Francesco  (to  Velez).   Where  is  your  son, 

my  lord  ?     Oh  !  here  he  comes. 

Enter  OsoRio. 

iMy  Lord  Osorio  !  this  Moresco  woman 
l(Alhadra  is  her  name)    asks  audience  of 

!  you. 


Osorio.    Hail,   reverend  father  !      What 

may  be  the  business  ? 
Francesco.   O  the  old  business — a  Mo- 
hammedan ! 

The  officers  are  in  her  husband's  house, 

And  would   have  taken  him,   but  that  he 
mention' d  no 

Your  name,   asserting    that  you  were    his 
friend, 

Aye,  and  would  warrant  him  a  Catholic. 

But  I  know  well  these  children  of  perdition, 

And    all   their    idle   fals[e]hoods    to    gain 
time  ; 

So  should  have  made  the  officers  proceed, 

But  that  this  woman  with  most  passionate 
outcries, 

(Kneeling  and  holding  forth  her  infants  to 
me) 

So  work'd  upon  me,  who  (you  know,  my 
lord  !) 

Have   human    frailties,    and    am    tender- 
hearted, 

That  I  came  with  her. 

Osorio.  You  are  merciful.       120 

{^Looking  at  Alhadra. 

I   would   that   I  could  serve  you  ;    but  in 
truth 

Your  face  is  new  to  me. 

[Alhadra  is  about  to  speak,  but  is 
interrupted  by 
Francesco.  Aye,  aye — I  thought  so  ; 

And  so  I  said  to  one  of  the  familiars. 

A  likely  story,  said  I,  that  Osorio, 

The    gallant    nobleman,    who    fought    so 
bravely 

Some  four  years  past  against  these  rebel 
Moors  ; 

Working  so  hard  from  out  the  garden  of 
faith 

To  eradicate  these  weeds  detestable  ; 

That    he    should    countenance    this    vile 
Moresco, 

Nay,  be  his  friend — and  warrant  him,  for- 
sooth !  130 

Well,  well,  my  lord !  it  is  a  warning  to  me  ; 

Now  I  return. 

Alhadra.   My  lord,  my  husband's  name 

Is  Ferdinand  :  you  may  remember  it. 

Three  years  ago  —  three   years    this    very 
week — • 

You  left  him  at  Almeria. 

Francesco     (triumphantly).         Palpably 
false  ! 

This  very  week,  three  years  ago,  my  lord  ! 

2  I 
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(You    needs    must    recollect    it    by  your 

wound) 
You  were  at  sea,  and  fought  the  Moorish 

fiends 
Who  took  and  murder' d  your  poor  brother 
Albert. 

[Maria  looks  at  Francesco  -with 
disgust  and  horror.      OsORlO'S 
appearance  to  be  collected  from 
the  speech  that  follows. 
Francesco    (to     Velez    and    pointing  to 
Osorio).   What?  is  he  ill,  my  lord? 
How  strange  he  looks  !  140 

Velez  {angrily).    You  started  on  him  too 
abruptly,  father  ! 
The  fate  of  one,  on  whom  you  know  he 
doted. 
Osorio  {starting as  in  a  sudden  agitation). 
O  heavens  !     /  doted  ! 

[  T7ten,  as  if  recovering  himself. 

Yes  !    I  DOTED  on  him  ! 

[Osorio   walks   to   the   end  of  the 

stage.     Yel^z  follows  soothing 

him. 

Maria  (her  eye  following  thetn).   I    do 

not,  cannot  love  him.      Is  my  heart 

hard  ? 

Is    my   heart    hard  ?    that    even    now    the 

thought 
Should  force  itself  upon  me — yet  I  feel  it  ! 
Francesco.    The    drops    did    start    and 
stand  upon  his  forehead  ! 
I  will  return — in  very  truth  I  grieve 
To  have  been  the  occasion.      Ho  !  attend 
me,  woman  ! 
Alhadra    (to   Maria).     O    gentle   lady, 
make  the  father  stay  150 

Till  that  my  lord  recover.      I  am  sure 
That  he  will  say  he  is  my  husband's  friend. 
Maria.  Stay,  father,  stay — my  lord  will 
soon  recover. 

[Osorio  and  Velez  retjirning. 

Oso9-io  (to  Velez  as  they  return).  Strange  ! 

that  this  Francesco 

Should  have  the  power  so  to  distemper  me. 

Velez.   Nay,  'twas  an  amiable  weakness, 

son  ! 
Francesco  (to  Osorio).   My  lord,  I  truly 

grieve 

Osorio.  Tut !  name  it  not. 

A  sudden  seizure,  father  !  think  not  of  it. 
As  to  this  woman's  husband,  I  do  know 

him  : 
I  know  him  well,  and  that  he  is  a  Christian. 


Francesco.   I  hope,  my  lord,  your  sensi- 
bility 161 
Doth  not  prevail. 

Osorio.  Nay,  nay — you  know  me  better. 
You   hear  what  I  have  said.      But  'tis  a 

trifle. 

I  had  something  here  of  more  importance. 
[Touching  his  forehead  as  if  in  thi 
act  of  recollection. 

Hah! 
The  Count  Mondejar,  our  great  general. 
Writes,  that  the  bishop  we  were  talking  oi 
Has  sicken'd  dangerously. 

Francesco.  Even  so. 

Osorio.   I  must  return  my  answer. 
Francesco.  When,  my  lord  ? 

Osorio.   To-morrow  morning,  and  shal 
not  forget 
How  bright  and  strong  your  zeal  for  the 
Catholic  faith.  17c 

Francesco.   You  are  too  kind,  my  lord 

You  overwhelm  me. 
Osorio.    Nay,   say  not  so.      As  for  thi: 
Ferdinand, 
'Tis  certain  that  he  was  a  Catholic. 
What  changes  may  have  happen'd  in  thre 

years, 
I   cannot  say,    but   grant   me  this,    goo( 

father  ! 
I'll  go  and  sift  him  :  if  I  find  him  sound, 
You'll  grant  me  your  authority  and  name 
To  liberate  his  house. 

Francesco.  My  lord  you  have  it 

Osorio  (to  Alhadra).   I  will  attend  yo 
home  within  an  hour. 
Meantime  return  with  us,  and  take  refresh 
ment.  18 

Alhadra.   Not  till  my  husband's  free, 
may  not  do  it. 
I  will  stay  here. 

Maria  (aside).   Who  is  this  Ferdinand ; 
Velez.   Daughter  ! 

Maria.   With  your  permission,  my  dea 
lord, 
I'll  loiter  a  few  minutes,  and  then  join  yov 
{^Exeunt  Velez,  Francesco,  an 
Osorio. 
Alhadra.   Hah  !  there  he  goes.     A  bitt( 
curse  go  with  him, 
A  scathing  curse  ! 

'  [Alhadra  had  been  betrayed  by  tl 
warmth  of  her  feelings  into  c. 
1  This  stage  direction  exists  only  in  MS.  I 
and  there  it  is  interpolated. — Ed. 
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imprudence.  She  checks  her- 
self, yet  recollecting  Maria's 
manner  towards  FRANCESCO, 
says  in  a  shy  and  distrustful 
vianner 
You  hate  him,  don't  you,  lady  ! 
Maria.   Nay,  fear  me  not  !  my  heart  is 

sad  for  you.^ 
Alhadra.    These  fell   Inquisitors,    these 
sons  of  blood  !  '^ 
As  I  came  on,  his  face  so  madden'd  me 
That  ever  and  anon  I  clutch'd  my  dagger 
And  half  unsheathed  it. 
Maria.  Be  more  calm,  I  pray  you. 

Alhadra.  And  as  he  stalk' d  along  the 
narrow  path  192 

Close  on   the  mountain's   edge,   my  soul 

grew  eager. 
Twas  with  hard  toil   I   made  myself  re- 
member 
rhat  his  foul  officers  held  my  babes  and 

husband. 
Po  have  leapt  upon  him  with  a  Tyger's 

plunge 
And  hurl'd  him  down  the  ragged  precipice, 
D — it  had  been  most  sweet ! 

Maria.  Hush,  hush  !  for  shame. 

Where  is  your  woman's  heart  ? 

Alhadra.  O  gentle  lady  ! 

i^ou  have  no  skill  to  guess  my  many  wrongs, 
Vlany  and  strange.     Besides  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian, {ironically)^  201 
\nd  they  do  never  pardon,  'tis  their  faith  ! 
Maria.    Shame    fall   on  those  who   so 

have  shewn  it  to  thee  ! 
Alhad?-a.  I  know  that  man  ;  'tis  well  he 
knows  not  me  ! 
Five  years  ago,  and  he  was  the  prime  agent. 
Five  years  ago  the  Holy  Brethren  seized 
me. 
Maria.  What  might  your  crime  be  ? 
Alhadra.  Solely  my  complexion. 

1  The  line  was  originally  written  : — 

Nay,  nay,  not  hate  him.  I  try  not  to  do  it ; 
md  in  this  form  it  stands  in  the  Poole  MS. 
'-IS.  II.  has  the  line  as  amended,  but  has  also 
his  stage  direction  '{perceiving  that  Alhadra 
s  conscious  she  has  spoken  imprudently)';  and 
he  word  7?ie  is  underlined. — Ed. 

2  In  Poole  MS.  this  line  was  originally— 

These  wolfish  Priests  !  these  lappers-up  cf 
Blood.  Ed. 

*  ' {ironically)' on\y  in  MS.  II.— Ed. 


They  cast  me,  then  a  young  and  nursing 

mother. 
Into  a  dungeon  of  their  prison  house. 
There  was  no  bed,  no  fire,  no  ray  of  light. 
No  touch,    no   sound   of  comfort  !      The 

black  air,  211 

It  was  a  toil  to  breathe  it  !     I  have  seen 
The   gaoler's  lamp,   the  moment  that  he 

enter'd. 
How  the  flame  sunk  at  once  down  to  the 

socket. 

0  miserable,  by  that  lamp  to  see 

My  infant  quarrelling  with  the  coarse  hard 

bread 
Brought  daily  :    for  the  little  wretch  was 

sickly — 
My  rage  had  dry'd  away  its  natural  food  1 
In  darkness  I  remain'd,  counting  the  clocks 
Which  haply  told  me  that  the  blessed  sun 
Was  rising  on  my  garden. ^  When  I  dozed, 
My  infant's    moanings   mingled  with  my 

dreams  222 

And  wak'd  me.       If  you  were  a  mother, 

Lady, 

1  should  scarce  dare  to   tell  you,   that  its 

noises 
And  peevish  cries  so  fretted  on  my  brain 
That  I  have  struck  the  innocent  babe  in 

anger ! 
Maria.  O  God  !  it  is  too  horrible  to  hear  I 
Alhadra.   What  was  it  then  to  suffer? 

'Tis  most  right 
That  such  as  you  should  hear  it.     Know 

you  not 
What  Nature  makes  you  mourn,  she  bids 

you  heal  ?  230 

Great  evils  ask  great  passions  to  redress 

them. 
And  whirlwinds  fitliest  scatter  pestilence. 
Maria.  You  were  at  length  deliver'd? 
Alhadra.  Yes,  at  length 

I  saw  the  blessed  arch  of  the  whole  heaven. 
'Twas  the  first  time  my  infant  smiled  1    No 

more. 
For  if  I  dwell  upon  that  moment,  lady, 
A   fit    comes    on,    which    makes    me   o'er 

again 
All  I  then  was,  my  knees  hang  loose  and 

drag. 
And  my  lip  falls  with  such  an  ideot  laugh 
That  you  would  start  and  shudder  ! 

Maria.  But  your  husband  ? 

1  Cf.   Fragtnents  from   an  Early  Common- 
place Book,  No.  t8,  p.  454. — Ed. 
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Alhadra.  A  month's  imprisonment  would 

kill  him,  lady  !  241 

Maria.   Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Alhadra.  He  hath  a  lion's  courage, 

But  is  not  stern  enough  for  fortitude. 

Unfit   for    boisterous    times,    with    gentle 

heart  ^ 
He  worships  Nature  in  the  hill  and  valley. 
Not  knowing  what  he  loves,  but  loves  it 
all! 

\Enter    Albert     disguised     as    a 
Moresco,  and  in  Moorish  gar- 
ments. 
Albert  (not  observing  Maria  and  Alha- 
dra).    Three   weeks    have    I    been 
loitering  here,  nor  ever 
Have  summon' d  up  my  heart  to  ask  one 
question,  248 

Or  stop  one  peasant  passing  on  this  way. 
Maria.   Know  you  that  man  ? 
Alhadra.       His  person,  not  his  name. 
I  doubt  not,  he  is  some  Moresco  chieftain 
Who  hides  himself  among  the  Alpuxarras. 
A  week  has  scarcely   pass'd   since  first  I 

saw  him  ; 
He  has  new-roof  d  the  desolate  old  cottage 
Where  Zagri  lived — who  dared  avow  the 

prophet 
And  died  like  one  of  the  faithful !     There 

he  lives. 
And  a  friend  with  him. 

Maria.  Does  he  know  his  danger 

So  near  this  seat  ? 

Alhadi-a.   He  wears  the  Moorish  robes 
too. 
As  in  defiance  of  the  royal  edict. ^ 

[Alhadra    advances  to    Albert, 

who    has    walked   to    the    back 

of   the   stage    near  the   rocks. 

Maria  drops  her  veil. 

Alhadra.     Gallant    Moresco !    you   are 

near  the  castle  260 

Of  the   Lord    Velez,    and    hard   by    does 

dwell 
A  priest,  the  creature  of  the  Inquisition. 
Albert  [retiring).    You   have  mistaken 

me — I  am  a  Christian. 
Alhadra  [to  Maria).  He  deems  that  we 
are  plotting  to  ensnare  him. 

1  Cf.  A  Tombiess  Epitaph,  p.  180.— Ed. 

2  In  MS.  II.  S.  T.  C.  added  the  note  :— '  Philip 
the  Second  had  forbidden  under  pain  of  death 
the  Moorish  Robes,' — Ed. 


Speak   to  him,   lady  !  none   can  hear  you 

speak 
And  not  believe  you  innocent  of  guile. 

[Albert,    on  hearing  this,  pause, 
and  turns  round. 
Maria.    If  aught   enforce  you  to  con- 
cealment, sir  ! 
Alhadra.  He  trembles  strangely. 

[Albert  sinks  down  and  hides  hi: 

face  in  his  garment. 

Maria.  See — we  have  disturb'ii 

him, 

[^Approaches  nearer  to  him. 
I  pray  you,  think  us  friends — uncowl  youi 

face. 

For  you  seem  faint,  and  the  night-breezi 

blows  healing.  27< 

I  pray  you,  think  us  friends  ! 

Albert   (raising  his  head).    Calm — ver 

calm  ; 

'Tis  all  too  tranquil  for  reality  ! 

And  she  spoke  to  me  with  her  innocen 

voice. 
That  voice  !  that  innocent  voice  !     She  i 

no  traitress  ! 
It  was  a  dream,  a  phantom  of  my  sleep, 
A  lying  dream. 

\He    starts    up,    and   abruptly    aa 

dresses  her. 

Maria  !  you  are  not  wedded 

Maria   (haughtily  to  Alhadra).    Let  u 

retire. 

\They  advance  to  the  front  of  tl 
stage. 

Alhadra.  He  is  indeed  a  Christiar 

Some  stray  Sir  Knight,  that  falls  in  love  ( 

a  sudden. 

Maria.    What  can  this   mean?      He 

should  he  know  my  name  ?         27 

It  seems  all  shadowy. 

Alhadra.  Here  he  comes  again. 

Albert  (aside).  She  deems  me  dead,  an 

yet  no  mourning  garment  ! 

Why  should  my  brother's  wife  wear  moun 

ing  garments  ? 

God  of  all   mercy,    make  me,   make   n 

quiet  1  [To  Mari. 

Your   pardon,   gentle   maid !    that    I  di 

turb'd  you. 
I  had  just  started  from  a  frightful  dream. 
Alhadra.   These  renegado  Moors — ho 
soon  they  learn 
The  crimes  and  follies   of  their  Christir 
tyrants  ! 
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Albert.    I    dreamt    I   had  a  friend,    on 

whom  I  lean'd 
With  blindest  trust,  and  a  betrothed  maid 
Wliom  I  was  wont  to  call  not  mine,  but 

me,  290 

For  mine  own  self  seem'd  nothing,  lacking 

her! 
This  maid  so  idoliz'd,  that  trusted  friend, 
Polluted  in  my  absence  soul  and  body  ! 
And  she  with  him  and  he  with  her  con- 
spired 
To  have  me  murder'd  in  a  wood  of  the 

mountains  : 
But  by  my  looks    and  most  impassion'd 

words 
I  roused  the  virtues,  that  are  dead  in  no 

man, 
liven  in  the  assassins'  hearts.     They  made 

their  terms. 
And  thank'd  me  for  redeeming  them  from 

murder. 
Alhadra   [to  Maria).    You  are  lost   in 

thought.     Hear  him  no  more,  sweet 

lady  !  300 

Maria.   From  morn  to  night  I  am  myself 

a  dreamer. 
And   slight   things  bring  on   me  the  idle 

mood. 
Well,  sir,  what  happen'd  then  ? 

Albert.  On  a  rude  rock, 

A  rock,  methought,  fast  by  a  grove  of  firs 
Whose  threaddy  leaves  to  the  low  breathing 

gale 
Made  a  soft  sound  most  hke  the  distant 

ocean, 
I  stay'd  as   tho'  the  hour  of  death  were 

past. 

And  I  were  sitting  in  the  world  of  spirits. 
For  all  things   seem'd  unreal !     There   I 

sate. 
The    dews    fell    clammy,    and    the    night 

descended,  310 

Black,  sultry,  close  !  and  ere  the  midnight 

hour 
A  storm  came  on,  mingling  all  sounds  of 

fear 
That  woods  and  sky  and  mountains  seem'd 

one  havock  ! 
The  second   flash  of  lightning   shew'd   a 

tree 
Hard  '  by    me,    newly  -  scathed.       I    rose 

tumultuous  : 
My  soul  work'd  high  :  I  bared  my  head  to 

the  storm, 


And  with  loud  voice  and  clamorous  agony 
Kneeling  I  pray'd  to  the  great  Spirit  that 

made  me, 
Pray'd  that  Remorse  might  fasten  on  their 

hearts, 
And  cling,    with  poisonous  tooth,    inextri- 
cable 320 
As  the  gored  lion's  bite  ! 

Maria.  A  fearful  curse  ! 

Alhadra.    But  dreamt  you  not  that  you 

retum'd  and  kill'd  him  ? 
Dreamt  you  of  no  revenge  ? 

Albert  [his  voice  trembliftg,  and  in  tones 

of  deep  distress).    She  would  have 

died, 
Died  in  her  sins — perchance,   by  her  own 

hands  ! 
And  bending  o'er  her  self-inflicted  wounds 
I  might  have  met  the  evil  glance  of  frenzy 
And  leapt  myself  into  an  unblest  grave  ! 
I  pray'd  for  the  punishment  that  cleanses 

hearts. 
For  still  I  loved  her  ! 

Alhadra.  And  you  dreamt  all  this  ? 

Maria.   My  soul  is  full  of  visions,  all  is 

wild  !  330 

Alhadra.  There  is  no  room  in  this  heart 

for  puling  love-tales. 
Lady  !   your  servants  there  seem  seeking 

us. 
Alaj-ia  [lifts  up  her  veil  and  advances  to 

Albe?-t).  Stranger,  farewell !    I  guess 

not  who  you  are. 
Nor  why  you    so  address' d  your  tale  to 

me. 
Your  mien  is  noble,  and,  I  own,  perplex'd 

me 
With  obscure  memory  of  something  past. 
Which   still   escap'd    my  efforts,    or    pre- 
sented 
Tricks    of  a   fancy   pamper'd   with   long- 
wishing. 
If   (as    it    sometimes    happens)    our   rude 

startling, 
While  your  full  heart  was  shaping  out  its 

dream,  340 

Drove  you  to  this,  your  not  ungentle  wild- 

ness. 
You  have  my  sympathy,  and  so  farewell ! 
But  if  some  undiscover'd  wrongs  oppress 

you. 
And  you  need  strength  to  drag  them  into 

light, 
The  generous  Velez,  and  my  Lord  Osorio 
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Have  arm  and  will  to  aid  a  noble  sufferer, 
Nor     shall     you     want  ■  my     favourable 

pleading. 

{^Exeunt  MARIA  and  Alhadra. 
Albert  [alone).    'Tis  strange  !  it  cannot 

be  !  my  Lord  Osorio  ! 
Her  Lord  Osorio  !     Nay,  I  will  not  do  it. 
I    curs' d    him    once,    and    one    curse    is 

enough.  350 

How  sad  she  look'd  and  pale  !    but  not 

like  guilt. 
And  her  calm  tones — sweet  as  a  song  of 

mercy  ! 
If  the  bad  spirit  retain'd  his  angel's  voice, 
Hell    scarce    were    hell.       And    why    not 

innocent  ? 
Who  meant  to  murder  me  might  well  cheat 

her. 
But  ere  she  married  him,   he  had  stain' d 

her  honour. 
Ah  !  there  I  am  hamper'd.     What  if  this 

were  a  lie 
Framed  by  the  assassin  ?  who  should  tell 

it  him 
If  it  were  truth?     Osorio  would  not   tell 

him. 
Yet  why  one  lie?     All  else,  I  know,  was 

truth.  360 

No    start  1    no    jealousy   of  stirring   con- 
science ! 
And    she    referr'd    to    me  —  fondly,    me- 

thought  ! 
Could  she  walk  here,  if  that  she  were  a 

traitress  ? 
Here   where   we    play'd    together    in    our 

childhood  ? 
Here  where   we    plighted   vows?     Where 

her  cold  cheek 
Received   my  last   kiss,    when  with   sup- 

press'd  feelings 
She  had  fainted  in  my  arms  ?     It  cannot 

be! 
'Tis  not  in  nature  !     I  will  die,  believing 
That  I  shall  meet  her  where  no  evil  is. 
No  treachery,  no  cup  dash'd  from  the  lips  ! 
I'll  haunt  this  scene  no  more — live  she  in 

peace !  371 

Her   husband — ay,    her   husband  !       May 

this  Angel 
New-mould   his    canker'd   heart !      Assist 

me.  Heaven  ! 
That    I    may    pray    for    my    poor    guilty 

brother  ! 

END   OF   ACT   THE   FIRST. 


ACT  THE  SECOND 

Scene  the  First. — A  wild  and  moun- 
tainous country.  Osorio  fl^ziiFERDiNAND 
are  discovered  at  a  little  distance  from  a 
house,  which  stands  under  the  brow  of  a 
slate  rock,  the  7-ock  covered  with  vines. 


Ferdinand  and  Osorio. 


Ferdinand.   Thrice  you  have  sav'd 
life.     Once  in  the  battle 
You  gave  it  me,    next   rescued  me   fr( 

suicide. 

When  for  my  follies  I  was  made  to  wander 
With  mouths  to  feed,  and  not  a  morsel  for 

them. 
Now,  but  for  you,  a  dungeon's  slimy  stones 
Had  pillow'd  my  snapt  joints. 

Osorio.  Good  Ferdinand  !| 

Why  this  to  me?    It  is  enough  you  know  it. 
Ferdinand.  A  common  trick  of  gratitude, 
my  lord  ! 
Seeking  to  ease  her  own  full  heart. 

Osorio.  Enough. 

A  debt  repay' d  ceases  to  be  a  debt.  10 

You  have  it  in  your  power  to  serve  me 
greatly. 
Ferdinand.  As  how,  my  lord?     I  pray 
you  name  the  thing  ! 
I  would  climb  up  an  ice-glaz'd  precipice 
To  pluck  a  weed  you  fancied. 

Osorio  [with  embarrassment  and  hesita- 
tion).  Why — that — lady — 
Ferdinand.   'Tis    now   three   years,    my 
lord  !  since  last  I  saw  you. 
Have  you  a  son,  my  lord  ? 

Oso7-io.  O  miserable ! 

\_Aside. 

Ferdinand  !  you  are  a  man,  and  know  this 

world. 

I  told  you  what  I  wish'd — now  for  th« 

truth !  ; 

She  loved  the  man  you  kill'd  !  • 

Ferdinand  [lookitig  as  suddenly  alarme^. 

You  jest,  my  lord  ? 
Osorio.   And  till  his  death  is  proved,  she 
will  not  wed  me.  2C 

Ferdinand.  You  sport  with  me,  my  lord? 
Osorio.  Come,  come,  this  foolery 

Lives  only  in  thy  looks — thy  heart  disowns 
it. 
Ferdinand.  I  can  bear  this,  and  any  thing 
more  grievous 
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From  you,  my  lord  ! — but  how  can  I  serve 
you  here  ? 
Osorio.  Why,  you  can  mouth  set  speeches 
solemnly. 

Wear  a  quaint  garment,  make  mysterious 
antics. 
^Ferdinand.    I  am  dull,  my  lord  !     I  do 

not  comprehend  you. 
Osorio.   In  blunt  terms]  ^  you  can  play 
the  sorcerer. 

She  has  no  faith  in  Holy  Church,  'tis  true. 

Her  lover  school'd  her  in  some  newer  non- 
sense :  30 

Yet  still  a  tale  of  spirits  works  on  her. 

She  is  a  lone  enthusiast,  sensitive, 

Shivers,  and  cannot  keep  the  tears  in  her 
eye. 

Such  ones  do  love  the  marvellous  too  well 

Not  to  believe  it.     We  will  wind  her  up 

With  a  strange  music,  that  she  knows  not 
of. 

With    fumes  of  frankincense,    and   mum- 
mery— 

Then  leave,  as  one  sure  token  of  his  death, 

That    portrait,    which   from   off   the   dead 
man's  neck 

I  bade  thee  take,  the  trophy  of  thy  con- 

I  quest.  40 

Ferdinand  {with  hesitation).   Just  now  I 
should  have  cursed  the  man  who 
told  me 
You  coiild  ask  aught,  my  lord !  and  I  re- 
fuse. 
.  But  this  I  cannot  do. 

I     Osorio.  Where  lies  your  scruple  ? 

I     Ferdina7id.  That  shark  Francesco. 
'      Osorio.  O  !  an  o'ersiz'd  gudgeon  ! 

'  I  baited,  sir,  my  hook  with  a  painted  mitre. 
And  now  I  play  with  him  at  the  end  of  the 

line. 
Well — and  what  next  ? 

Ferdinand  (siatntnering).    Next,  next — 
my  lord  ! 
You  know,  you  told  me  that  the  lady  loved 

you, 
Had  loved  you  with  incautious  tenderness. 
That  if  the  young  man,  her  betrothed  hus- 
band, 50 
Return'd,  yourself,  and  she,  and  an  unborn 

babe. 
Must  perish.    Now,  my  lord  !  to  be  a  man  ! 
^  The  words  in  square  brackets  are  interpolated 
m  MS.  I.     They  are  in  their  place,  as  here,  in 
MS.  II.— Ed. 


Osorio  (aloicd,  though  to  express  his  con- 
tempt he  speaks  in  the  third  person). 
This  fellow  is  a  man  !  He  kill'd  for 
hire 
One  whom  he  knew  not — yet  has  tender 
scruples. 

[  Then  turning  to  FERDINAND. 
Thy  hums  and  ha's,  thy  whine  and  stam- 
mering. 
Pish — fool  !   thou  blunder's!   through    the 

devil's  book. 
Spelling  thy  villainy  ! 

Ferdinand.  My  lord — my  lord  ! 

I  can  bear  much,  yes,  very  much  from  you. 
But    there's   a    point  where   sufferance    is 

meanness  ! 
I  am  no  villain,  never  kiU'd  for  hire.        60 

My  gratitude 

Osorio.  O  !  aye,  your  gratitude  ! 

'Twas  a  well-sounding  word — what  have 
you  done  with  it  ? 
Ferdinand.   Wbo  proffers  his  past  favors 
for  my  virtue 
Tries  to  o'erreach  me,  is  a  very  sharper. 
And  should  not  speak  of  gratitude,  my  lord  ! 
I  knew  not  'twas  your  brother  ! 

Osorio    (evidently    alarined).    And   who 

told  you  ? 
Ferdinand.    He  himself  told  me. 
Osorio.  Ha  !  you  talk'd  with  him  ? 

And  those,  the  two  Morescoes,  that  went 
with  you  ? 
Ferdinand.    Both  fell  in  a  night-brawl  at 

Malaga. 

Osorio  (in  a  low  voice).    My  brother  ! 

Ferdinand.    Yes,  my  lord  1     I  could  not 

tell  you  :  70 

I  thrust  away  the  thought,  it  drove  me  wild. 

But  hsten  to  me  now.      I  pray  you,  hsten  ! 

Osorio.  Villain  !  no  more  !     I'll  hear  no 

more  of  it. 
Ferdinand.    My  lord  !  it  much  imports 
your  future  safety 
That  you  should  hear  it. 

Osorio  (turning  off  from  Ferdinand).    Am 
I  not  a  man  ? 
"Tis  as  it  should  be  !     Tut — the  deed  itself 
Was  idle — and  these  after-pangs  still  idler  ! 
Ferdinand.    We   met   him   in   the  very 
place  you  mention' d. 
Hard  by  a  grove  of  firs. 

Osorio.  Enough  !  enough  ! 

Ferdinand.    He  fought  us  valiantly,  and 

wounded  all ;  80 
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In  fine,  compell'd  a  parley  ! 

Osorio   [sighing  as   if  lost  in   thought). 

Albert !     Brother  ! 
Fe7-dinand.   He  offer' d  me  his  purse. 
Osorio.  Yes  ? 

Ferdinand.  Yes  !   I  spurn'd  it. 

He  promis'd  us  I  know  not  what — in  vain  ! 
Then  with  a  look  and  voice  which  overaw'd 

me, 
He  said — What  mean  you,  friends?     My 

life  is  dear. 
I  have  a  brother  and  a  promised  wife 
Who  make  life  dear  to  me,  and  if  I  fall 
That  brother  will  roam  Earth  and  Hell  for 

vengeance. 
There  was  a  likeness  in  his  face  to  your's. 
I  ask'd  his  brother's  name  ;  he  said,  Osorio, 
Son    of   Lord    Velez !       I    had   well-nigh 

fainted  !  91 

At  length  I  said  (if  that  indeed  /  said  it. 
And  that  no   spirit   made  my  tongue  his 

organ). 
That   woman    is    now   pregnant    by   that 

brother. 
And  he  the  man  who  sent  us  to  destroy  you. 
He  drove  a  thrust  at  me  in  rage.    I  told  him , 
He  wore  her  portrait  round  his  neck — he 

look'd 
As   he  had  been  made  of  the  rock  that 

propp'd  him  back  ;  98 

Ay,  just  as  you  look  now — only  less  ghastly ! 
At  last  recovering  from  his  trance,  he  threw 
His  sword  away,  and  bade  us  take  his  life — 
It  was  not  worth  his  keeping. 

Osorio.  And  you  kill' d  him? 

O  blood-hounds  !  may  eternal  wrath  flame 

round  you  ! 
He  was  the  image  of  the  Deity.    [^  pause. 
It  seizes  me — by  hell  !  I  will  go  on  ! 
What?  would' St  thou  stop,  man?  thy  pale 

looks  won't  save  thee  ! 

[  Then  suddenly  pressing  his  forehead. 
Oh  !  cold,  cold,  cold — shot  thro'  with  icy 

cold! 
Ferdinand   (aside).    Were  he  alive,   he 

had  return' d  ere  now. 
The  consequence  the  same,  dead  thro'  his 

plotting  ! 
Osorio.   O  this  unutterable  dying  away 

here,  no 

This  sickness  of  the  heart !  [A  pause. 

What  if  I  went 

And  liv'd  in  a  hollow  tomb,   and  fed  on 

weeds  ? 


Ay  !  that's  the  road  to  heaven  !     O  fool ! 

fool  !  fool  !  \A  pause. 

What  have  I  done  but  that  which  nature 

destin'd 
Or  the  blind  elements  stirr'd  up  within  me? 
If  good  were  meant,  why  were  we  made 
these  beings  ? 

And  if  not  meant 

Ferdinand.   How  feel  you  now,  my  lord  ? 

[Osorio  starts,  looks  at  him  wildly, 

then,     after   a  pause,    during 

which  kis  features  are  forced 

into  a  smile. 

Osorio.  A  gust  of  the  soul !    i' faith,  it 

overset  me. 

0  'twas  all  folly — all !  idle  as  laughter  ! 
Now,  Ferdinand,  I  swear  that  thou  shall 

aid  me.  120 

Ferdinand  [in  a  low  voice).    I'll  perish 
first !     Shame  on  my  coward  heart. 
That  I  must  slink  away  from  wickedness 
Like  a  cow'd  dog  ! 

Osorio.  What  dost  thou  mutter  of? 

Ferdina?td.   Some  of  your  servants  know 

me,  I  am  certain. 
Osoi'io.     There's    some    sense    in 
scruple  ;   but  we'll  mask  you. 
Ferdinand.   They'll  know  my  gait, 
stay  !  of  late  I  have  watch' d 
A  stranger  that  lives    nigh,    still   picking 

weeds. 
Now  in  the  sv^^amp,   now  on  the  waUs  of 

the  ruin. 
Now  clamb'ring,  like  a  runaway  lunatic, 
Up  to  the  summit  of  our  highest  mount. 

1  have  watch' d  him  at  it  morning-tide  and 

noon,  131 

Once  in  the  moonlight.     Then  I  stood  so 

near, 
I  heard  him  mutt' ring  o'er  the  plant.     A 

wizard  ! 
Some  gaunt  slave,   prowling  out  for  dark 
employments. 
Osorio.   What  may  his  name  be  ? 
Ferdinand.  That  I  cannot  tell  you. 

Only  Francesco  bade  an  officer 
Speak   in   your    name,    as    lord    of    this 

domain. 

So  he  was  question'd,  who  and  what  he  was. 

This   was  his   answer  :    Say   to   the  Lord 

Osorio,  139 

'  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  .to  life  again. 

Osoj-io.   A  strange  reply  ! 

Ferdinand.   Aye — all  of  him  is  stranga 


that 


But! 
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He    call'd    himself  a    Christian — yet   he 

wears 
The    Moorish    robe,     as    if     he    courted 
death. 
Osorio.   Where  does  this  wizard  live  ? 
Ferdinand  [pointing to  a  distance).   You 
see  that  brooklet  ? 
Trace  its  course  backwards  thro'  a  narrow 

opening 
It  leads  you  to  the  place. 

Osorio.   How,  shall  I  know  it  ? 
Ferdinand.   You  can't  mistake.      It  is  a 
small  green  dale 
Built    all   around    with    high    off- sloping 

hills, 
And  from  its  shape  our  peasants  aptly  call 

it 
The  Giant's  Cradle.     There's  a  lake  in  the 
midst,  150 

,  And  round  itsbanks  tall  wood,  thatbranches 

over 
And  makes  a  kind  of  faery  forest  grow 
Down  in  the  water.     At  the  further  end 
A  puny  cataract  falls  on  the  lake  ; 
And  there   (a  curious  sight)   you   see   its 
shadow 
i  For  ever  curling,  like  a  wreath  of  smoke, 
I  Up    through    the    foliage    of    those    faery 

trees. 
I  His  cot  stands  opposite — you  cannot  miss 
I  it. 

I  Some  three  yards  up  the  hill  a  mountain 
ash 
Stretches    its   lower    boughs    and    scarlet 
clusters  160 

O'er  the  new  thatch. 

Osorio.  I  shall  not  fail  to  find  it. 

[Exit  Osorio.      Ferdinand  goes 
into  his  house. 

Scene  changes. 

The  inside  of  a  cottage,  around  which flcnuers 
and  plants  of  various  kinds  are  seen. 

Albert  and  Maurice. 

Albert.   He  doth  believe  himself  an  iron 
s6ul. 
And  therefore  puts  he   on   an    iron    out- 
ward ; 
And    those    same    mock    habiliments    of 

strength 
Hide  his  own  weakness  from  himself. 
Mawice,  His  weakness  ! 


Come,  come,  speak  out  !     Your  brother  is 

a  villain  ! 
Yet  all  the  wealth,  power,  influence,  which 

is  yours 
You  suffer  him  to  hold  ! 

Albert.  Maurice  !  dear  Maurice  ! 

That  my  return  involved  Osorio' s  death 
I    trust    would    give    me    an    unmingl'd 

pang—  170 

Yet  bearable.      But  when  I  see  my  father 
Strewing  his  scant  grey  hairs  even  on  the 

ground 
Which  soon  must  be  his  grave  ;  and  my 

Maria, 
Her  husband  proved  a  monster,   and  her 

infants 
His    infants  —  poor    Maria  !  —  all    would 

perish. 
All   perish — ^all  !  —  and   I    (nay  bear   with 

me  !) 
Could  not  survive  the  complicated  ruin  ! 
Maurice  (imcch  affected).    Nay,   now,  if 

I   have    distress'd    you  —  you    well 

know, 
I  ne'er  will  quit  your  fortunes  !  true,    'tis 

tiresome.  179 

You  are  a  painter — one  of  many  fancies — 
You  can  call  up  past  deeds,  and  make  them 

live 
On  the  blank  canvas,  and  each  little  herb, 
That  grows  on  mountain  bleak,  or  tangled 

forest, 

You've  learnt  to  name — but  / 

Albert.  Well,  to  the  Netherlands 

We    will    return,     the    heroic    Prince    of 

Orange 
Will  grant  us  an  asylum,  in  remembrance 
Of  our  past  service. 

Maurice.    Heard  you  not  some  steps  ? 
A  Ibert.   What  if  it  were  my  brother  com- 
ing onward  ! 
Not   very  wisely   (but   his    creature    teiz'd 

me)  189 

I  sent  a  most  mysterious  message  to  him. 
Mau7-ice.   Would  he  not  know  you? 
Albert.  I  unfearingly 

Trust  this  disguise.     Besides,  he  thinks  me 

dead  ; 
And  what  the  mind  believes  impossible, 
The  bodily  sense  is  slow  to  recognize. 
Add  too  my  youth,  when  last  we  saw  each 

other  ; 
Manhood  has  swell' d  my  chest,  and  taught 
my  voice 
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A  hoarser  note. 

Maurice.      Most    true !        And    Alva's 
Duke 
Did  not  improve  it  by   the  unwholesome 

viands 
He  gave  so  scantily  in  that  foul  dungeon, 
During  our  long  imprisonment. 

Enter  OSORIO. 

Albert.  It  is  he  !      200 

Maurice.     Make   yourself   talk  ;    you'll 
feel  the  less.      Come,  speak. 
Hov/  do  you  find  yourself?     Speak  to  me, 
Albert. 
Albert  {^placing  his  hand  on  his  heart). 
A  little  fluttering  here  ;  but  more  of 
sorrow  ! 
Osorio.   You  know   my  name,  perhaps, 
better  than  me. 
I  am  Osorio,  son  of  the  Lord  Velez. 

Albert   [groaning  aloud).    The    son   of 
Velez  ! 

[Osorio  walks  leisurely  round  the 

room,  and  looks  attentively  at 

the  plants. 

Maurice.  Why,  what  ails  you  now? 

[Albert  grasps  Maurice's  hand 

in  agitation. 

Maurice.     How   your    hand    trembles, 

Albert !     Speak  !  what  wish  you  ? 
Albert.  To  fall  upon  his  neck  and  weep 

in  anguish  ! 

Osorio   [returning').    All   very   curious  ! 

from  a  ruin'd  abbey 

Pluck'd    in    the    moonlight.       There's    a 

strange  power  in  weeds  210 

When  a  few  odd  prayers  have  been  mut- 

ter'd  o'er  them. 
Then  they  work  miracles  !     I  warrant  you. 
There's  not  a  leaf,  but  underneath  it  lurks 
Some  serviceable  imp.      There's  one  of  you. 
Who  sent  me  a  strange  message. 

Albert.  I  am  he  ! 

Osorio.   I  will  speak  with  you,  and  by 

yourself.  {Exit  MAURICE. 

Osorio.    '  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to 

life  again. ' 

Such  was  your  message,  sir  !     You  are  no 

dullard, 
But  one  that   strips   the  outward  rind  of 
things  ! 
Albert.   'Tis  fabled  there  are  fruits  with 
tempting  rinds  220 

That  are  all  dust  and  rottenness  within. 


Would'st  thou  I  should  strip  such  ! 

Osorio.  Thou  quibbling  fool. 

What  dost  thou  mean  ?     Think'st  thou  I 

journey' d  hither 
To  sport  with  thee  ? 

Albert.  No,  no  !  my  lord  !  to  sport 

Best  fits  the  gaiety  of  Innocence  ! 

Osorio  [draws  back  as  if  stung  and  em- 
barrassed,  then  folding  his  arms). 
O  what  a  thing  is  Man  !  the  wisest 
heart 
A  fool — a  fool,  that  laughs  at  its  own  folly, 
Yet  still  a  fool  !       \Looks  round  the  cottage. 
It  strikes  me  you  are  poor  ! 
Albert.   What  follows  thence? 
Osorio.     That  you  would  fain  be  richer. 
Besides,  you  do  not  love  the  rack,  perhaps. 
Nor  a  black  dungeon,  nor  a  fire  of  faggots. 
The   Inquisition — hey  ?      You  understand 
me,  232 

And  you  are  poor.      Now  I  have  wealth 

and  power. 
Can    quench    the   flames,   and    cure  your 

poverty. 
And  for  this  service,  all  I  ask  you  is 
That  you  should  serve  me — once — for  a  few 
hours. 
Albert  [solemnly).  Thou  art  the  son  of 
Velez  !     Would  to  Heaven 
That  I  could  truly  and  for  ever  serve  thee  ! 
Osorio.  The  canting  scoundrel  softens. 
{Aside'. 
You  are  my  friend  ! 
'  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again.; 
Nay,  no  defence  to  me.     The  holy  brethren 
Believe    these    calumnies.       I    know  thee 
better.  242 

\Then  with  great  bitterness. 
Thou  art  a  man,  and  as  a  man  I'll  trust 
thee  ! 
Albert.   Alas,  this  hollow  mirth  !  Declare 

your  business  ! 
Osorio.   I   love  a  lady,  and  she  would 
love  me 
But  for  an  idle  and  fantastic  scruple. 
Have  you  no   servants  round  the  house? 
no  listeners  ? 

[Osorio  steps  to  the  door. 
Albert.  What!  faithless    too?    false   to 
his  angel  wife? 
To  such  a  wife  ?     Well  might'st  thou  look 

so  wan, 
111- Starr' d    Maria  !      Wretch  !    my    softer 
soul  250 
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Rs  pass'd  away  !  and  I  will  probe  his  con- 

j  science. 

!     Osorio   {returned).    In    truth    this    lady 

!  loved  another  man, 

■But  he  has  perish'd. 

{    Albert.  What?  you  kill' d  him  ?  hey? 

1    Osorio.   I'll   dash    thee   to  the  earth,  if 

[  thou  but  think'st  it, 

Thou    slave  !     thou    galley  -  slave  !    thou 

mountebank  ! 
I  leave  thee  to  the  hangman  I 

Albert.  Fare  you  well ! 

I  pity  you,  Osorio  !  even  to  anguish  ! 

[Albert  retires  off  the  stage. 
Osorio  {recovering  himself).  'Twas  ide- 
otcy  !     I'll  tie  myself  to  an  aspen, 
And  wear  a  Fool's  Cap.      Ho  ! 

[Calling  after  Albert. 
Albert  (returning).   Be  brief,  what  wish 

you? 
Osorio.   You  are  deep  at  bartering — you 
charge  yourself  260 

At  a  round  sum.      Come,  come,   I  spake 
unwisely. 
Albert.   I  listen  to  you. 
Osorio.  In  a  sudden  tempest 

Did  Albert  perish — he,  I  mean,  the  lover — 

The  fellow 

Albert.   Nay,  speak  out,  'twill  ease  your 
heart 
To  call  him  villain  !     Why  stand' st  thou 

aghast  ? 

Men  think  it  natural  to  hate  their  rivals  ! 
Osorio    (hesitating    and   half   doubting 
■whether  he   should  proceed).    Now 
till  she  knows  him  dead  she  will  not 
wed  me  ! 
Albert  (with  eager  vehemence).  Are  you 
not  wedded,  then  ?     Merciful  God  ! 
Not  wedded  to  Maria  ? 

Osorio.  Why,  what  ails  thee  ? 

Art   mad   or    drunk?     Why  look'st   thou 
upward  so  ?  270 

Dost  pray  to  Lucifer,  prince  of  the  air  ? 
Albert.   Proceed.      I  shall  be  silent. 

[Albert  sits,  and  leaning  on  the 
table  hides  his  face. 
Osorio.  To  Maria  ! 

Politic  wizard  !    ere   you   sent    that   mes- 
sage, 
You  had  conn'd  your  lesson,  made  your- 
self proficient 
In   all    my   fortunes !       Hah !    you    pro- 
phesied 


A  golden  crop  ! — well,  you  have  not  mis- 
taken— 
Be  faithful  to  me,  and  I'll  pay  thee  nobly. 
Albert  (lifting  up  his  head).   Well — and 

this  lady  ! 
Osorio.    If  we  could  make  her  certain  of 
his  death. 
She  needs  must  wed  me.      Ere  her  lover 
left  her,  280 

She  tied  a  little  portrait  round  his  neck 
Entreating  him  to  wear  it. 

Albert  (sighing).  Yes  !  he  did  so  ! 

Osorio.    Why,   no  !    he   was    afraid    of 
accidents, 
Of  robberies  and  shipwrecks,  and  the  like. 
In  secrecy  he  gave  it  me  to  keep 
Till  his  return. 

Albert.     What,     he    was    your     friend 

then? 

Osorio   (wounded   and  embarrassed).     I 

was  his  friend.  \A  pause. 

Now  that  he  gave  it  me 

This  lady  knows  not.     You  are  a  mighty 

wizard — 
Can  call   this  dead  man  up — he  will  not 
come —  290 

He  is  in  heaven  then  ! — there  you  have  no 

influence — 
Still  there  are  tokens  ;  and  your  imps  may 

bring  you 
Something  he  wore  about  him  when  he 

died. 
And  when  the  smoke  of  the  incense  on  the 

altar 
Is  pass'd,  your  spirits  will  have  left  this 

picture. 
What  say  you  now  ? 

Albert  (after  a  long  pause).  Osorio,   I 

will  do  it. 
Osorio.   Delays  are  dangerous.      It  shall 
be  to-morrow 
In  the  early  evening.     Ask  for  the  Lord 

Velez. 
I    will    prepare    him.       Music,    too,    and 

incense. 
All  shall   be  ready.      Here   is    this    same 
picture —  300 

And   here  what   you  will   value   more,    a 
purse. 

Before  the  dusk 

Albert.  I  will  not  fail  to  meet  you. 

Osorio.   Till  next  we  meet,  farewell ! 
Albert  (alone,  gazes  passionately  at  the 
portrait).  And  I  did  curse  thee  ? 
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At 


my 


knees  ?      And    I 


thee 


thee     polluted, 

O  guilt 


of 


midnight? 
believed 
Thee    perjured 

murderess  ? 

0  blind  and  credulous  fool ! 

folly  ! 

Should  not  thy  inarticulate  fondnesses, 

Thy  infant  loves — should  not  thy  maiden 
vows, 

Have  come  upon  my  heart?  And  this 
sweet  image 

Tied  round  my  neck  with  many  a  chaste 
endearment  310 

And  thrilling  hands,  that  made  me  weep 
and  tremble. 

Ah,  coward  dupe  !  to  yield  it  to  the  mis- 
creant 

Who  spake  pollutions  of  thee  ! 

1  am  unworthy  of  thy  love,  Maria  ! 

Of  that  unearthly  smile  upon  those  lips, 
Which   ever  smil'd   on  me  !     Yet  do   not 

scorn  me. 
I   lisp'd   thy  name  ere   I    had  learnt   my 
mother's  ! 

Enter  Maurice. 
Albert.   Maurice  !  that  picture,  which  I 
painted  for  thee. 
Of  my  assassination. 

Maurice.  I'll  go  fetch  it. 

Albert.   Haste  !  for  I  yearn  to  tell  thee 

what  has  pass'd.  320 

[Maurice  goes  out. 

Albert  [gazing  at  the  portrait)..   Dear 

image !    rescued    from    a     traitor's 

keeping, 

I  will  not  now  prophane  thee,  holy  image ! 

To  a  dark  trick  !     That  worst  bad    man 

shall  find 
A  picture  which  shall  wake  the  hell  within 

him. 
And  rouse  a  fiery  whirlwind  in  his  con- 
science ! 

END   OF   ACT   THE    SECOND. 

ACT  THE  THIRD 

Scene  the  First. — A  hall  of  armory,  with 
an  altar  in  the  part  fartliest  from  the 
stage. 

Velez,  Osorio,   Maria. 

Maria.  Lord  Velez  !  you  have  ask'd  my 
presence  here. 
And  I  submit  ;  but  (Heaven  bear  witness 
for  me  !) 


My  heart  approves  it  not  !   'tis  mockery  !J 
\Here  Albert  enters  in  a  sorcere; 
robe. 
Maria  {to  Albert).   Stranger  !  I  mou 
and  blush  to  see  you  here 
On  such   employments  !     With  far  other 

thoughts 
I  left  you. 

Osorio  {aside).   Ha  !  he  has  been  tamper- 
ing with  her  ! 
Albert.   O  high-soul' d  maiden,  and  more 
dear  to  me 
Than  suits  the  stranger's  name,  I  swear  to 

thee, 
I  will  uncover  all  concealed  things  !  9 

Doubt,  but  decide  not ! 

Stand  from  off  the  altar. 
\Here  a  strain  of  music   is  heard 
from  behind  the  scenes,  from  an 
instrument  of  glass  or  steel — 
the  har77ionica  or  Celestina  stop, 
or  Clagget's  metallic  organ. 
Albert.   With  no  irreverent  voice  or  un- 
couth charm 
I  call  up  the  departed.     Soul  of  Albert  ! 
Hear  our  soft  suit,  and  heed  my  milder 

spells  : 
So  may  the  gates  of  Paradise  unbarr'd 
Cease  thy  swift  toils,  since  haply  thou  art 

one 
Of  that  innumerable  company, 
Who    in   broad    circle,    lovelier    than   the' 

rainbow, 
Girdle  this  round  earth  in  a  dizzy  motion, 
With   noise  too  vast  and  constant  to  be 
heard—  19 

Fitliest  unheard  !  For,  O  ye  numberless 
And  rapid  travellers  !  what  ear  unstun'd, 
What  sense  unmadden'd,  might  bear  up 

against 
The  rushing  of  your  congregated  wings  ? 
Even  now  your  living  wheel  turns  o'er  my 

head  ! 

Ye,  as  ye  pass,  toss  high  the  desart  sands, 
That   roar   and   whiten,    like   a   burst   of 

waters, 
A  sweet  appearance,  but  a  dread  illusion, 
To   the   parch' d    caravan    that   roams  by 

night. 
And  ye  build  up  on  the  becalmed  waves 
That  whirling  pillar,  which  from  earth  to 
heaven  3° 

Stands  vast,  and  moves  in  blackness.      Ye 
too  split 
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he  ice-mount,  and  with  fragments  many 

and  huge, 
"empest  the  new-thaw'd  sea,  whose  sudden 

gulphs 
aclc  in,  perchance,  some  Lapland  wizard's 

skiff, 
'hen   round    and    round    the   whirlpool's 

marge  ye  dance, 
rill  from  the  blue-swoln   corse  the   soul 

toils  out, 
Vnd  joins  your  mighty  army. 

Soul  of  Albert  ! 
iear  the  mild  spell  and  tempt  no  blacker 

charm. 
'.y  sighs  unquiet  and  the  sickly  pang 
3f  an  half  dead  yet  still  undying  hope,    40 
^ass  visible  before  our  mortal  sense  ; 
io  shall  the  Church's   cleansing  rites    be 

thine, 
!ier  knells   and   masses   that  redeem  the 

dead. 

THE  SONG 

[Sung  behind  the  scenes,  accompanied  hy  the 
same  instrument  as  before. ) 

Hear,  sweet  spirit !  hear  the  spell 

Lest  a  blacker  charm  compel ! 

So  shall  the  midnight  breezes  swell 

With  thy  deep  long-lingering  knell. 

And  at  evening  evermore 

In  a  chapel  on  the  shore 

Shall  the  chanters  sad  and  saintly,       50 

Yellow  tapers  burning  faintly, 

Doleful  masses  chant  for  thee, 

Miserere,  Domine  ! 

Hark  !  the  cadence  dies  away 

On  the  quiet  moonlight  sea. 

The  boatmen  rest  their  oars,  and  say, 

Miserere,  Domine  !  \^A  long  pause.. 

Osorio.     This     was     too     melancholy, 

father  ! 
Veles.  Nay ! 

My  Albert  lov'd  sad  music  from  a  child. 
Once  he  was  lost ;  and  after  weary  search 
We  found  him  in   an  open  place  of  the 

wood,  61 

To  which  spot  he  had  follow'd  a  blind  boy 
Who  breathed  into  a  pipe  of  sycamore  ' 
Some  strangely-moving  notes,   and  these, 

he  said, 
Were  taught  him  in  a  dream  ;  him  we  first 

saw 


Stretch'd    on   the  broad    top   of   a  sunny 

heath-bank  ; 
And,  lower  down,  poor  Albert  fast  asleep, 
His   head    upon    the    blind  boy's  dog — it 

pleased  me 
To  mark,  how  he  had  fasten'd  round  the 

pipe 
A  silver   toy,   his  grandmother  had   given 

him.  70 

Methinks    I    see    him    now,    as   he    then 

look'd. 
His  infant  dress  was  grown  too  short  for 

him. 
Yet  still  he  wore  it. 

Albert  [aside).  My  tears  must  not  flow — 
I  must  not  clasp  his  knees,  and  cry,  my 

father  ! 
Oso}-io.  The  innocent  obey  nor  charm  nor 

spell. 
My  brother  is  in  heaven.     Thou  sainted 

spirit 
Burst  on  our  sight,  a  passing  visitant  ! 
Once  more  to  hear  thy  voice,  once  more  to 

see  thee, 
O  'twere  a  joy  to  me. 

Albert  [abruptly).      A  joy  to  thee  ! 
What  if  thou  heard' st  him  now?     What  if 

his  spirit  80 

Re-enter' d  its  cold  corse,  and  came  upon 

thee. 
With  many  a  stab  from  many  a  murderer's 

poniard  ? 
What  if,    his  steadfast   eye  still  beaming 

pity 
And  brother's   love,   he   turn'd    his   head 

aside. 
Lest  he  should  look  at  thee,  and  with  one 

look 
Hurl  thee  beyond  all  power  of  penitence  ? 
Veles.   These  are  unholy  fancies  ! 
Osorio    [struggling    with    his  feelings). 

Yes,  my  father  ! 
He  is  in  heaven  ! 

A  Ibert  [still  to  Osorio).    But  what  if  this 

same  brother 
Had   Hved    even    so,    that    at    his    dying 

hour 
The  name  of  heaven  would  have  convuls'd 

his  face  90 

More  than  the  death-pang? 

Maria.  Idly-prating  man  ! 

He  was  most  virtuous. 

Albert  [still  to  Osorio).   What  if  his  very 

virtues 
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Had  pamper'd  his  swoln  heart,  and  made 

him  proud? 
And  what  if  pride  had   duped   him  into 

guilt, 
Yet  still  he  stalk'd,  a  self-created  God, 
Not  very  bold,  but  excellently  cunning  ; 
And  one  that  at  his  mother's  looking-glass, 
Would  force   his  features   to    a  frowning 

sternness  ? 
Young  lord  !      I  tell  thee,  that  there  are 

such  beings, — 
Yea,  and  it  gives  fierce  merriment  to  the 

damn'd,  loo 

To  see  these  most  proud  men,  that  loathe 

mankind, 
At    every   stir   and   buz    of  coward    con- 
science. 
Trick,  cant,  and  lie,   most  whining  hypo- 
crites ! 
Away  !  away  !      Now  let   me   hear  more 

music.  \Music  as  before. 

Albert.    The  spell  is   mutter'd — come, 

thou  wandering  shape. 
Who  own' St  no  master  in  an  eye  of  flesh, 
Whate'er  be  this  man's  doom,  fair  be  it  or 

foul, 
If  he  be  dead,  come  quick,  and  bring  with 

thee 
That  which  he  grasp'd  in  death  ;  and  if  he 

lives,  109 

Some  token  of  his  obscure  perilous  life. 

\The   whole   orchestra  crashes  into 
one  chorus. 

Wandering  demon  !  hear  the  spell 
Lest  a  blacker  charm  compel  ! 

\_A  thunder -clap.      The  incense  on 
the  altar  takes  fire  suddenly. 
[^Maria.   This  is  some  trick — I  know,  it 
is  a  trick. 
Yet    my   weak    fancy,    and    these   bodily 

creepings, 
[Would  fain  give  substance  to  the  shadow.  ]^ 

1  In  MS.  II.  this  .speech  is  crossed  out,  and  on 
the  blank  page  opposite,  the  following  is  written 
in  Coleridge's  hand  : — 

'  Instead  of  Maria's  portrait,  Albert  places  on 
the  altar  a  small  picture  of  his  attempted  assas- 
sination. The  scene  is  not  wholly  without 
poetical  merit,  but  it  is  miserably  undramatic,  or 
rather  untragic.  A  scene  of  magic  is  introduced 
in  which  no  siiigle  person  on  the  stage  has  the 
least  faith — all,  though  in  different  ways,  think  or 
know  it  to  be  a  trick— —  consequently,  etc' — Ed, 


Veles  [advancing  to  the  altar).      Ha 
A  picture  ! 

Maria.   O  God  !  my  picture? 
Albert    [gazing    at    Maria    -with 

impatient   distressfulness).     Pale: 
pale — deadly  pale  ! 
Maria.   He  grasp'd  it  when  he  died. 
\^She  swoons.      Albert   rushes  i> 
her  and  supports  her. 
Albert.  My  love  !  my  wife  ! 

Pale — pale,    and    cold  !      My   love  !    my 
wife  !  Maria  ! 

[Velez   is  at  the  altar.      OsoRlO 

remains  near  him  in  a  state  of 

stupor. 

Osorio  [rousing  himself).   Where  am  I  ? 

'Twas  a  lazy  chilliness.  120 

Veles  [takes  and  conceals  the  picture  in 

his  robe).   This  way,  my  son  !     She 

must  not  see  this  picture. 

Go,   call  the  attendants  !     Life  will  soon 

ebb  backM 

[Velez  and  Osorio  leave  the  stage. 
Albert.    Her  pulse  doth  flutter.     Maria  J 

ray  Maria  1 
Maria    [recovering — looks    round).     I 
heard  a    voice  —  but  often  in  my 
dreams, 
I  hear  that  voice,  and  wake  ;  and  try,  and 

try, 

To  hear  it  waking — but  I  never  could  ! 
And  'tis  so  now — even  so  !     Well,  he  is 

dead, 
Murder'd  perhaps  !    and  I  am  faint,  and 

feel 
As  if  it  were  no  painful  thing  to  die  ! 
Albert  [eagerly).     Believe  it  not,    sweet 
maid  !  believe  it  not,  130 

Beloved  woman  !     'Twas  a  low  imposture 
Framed  by  a  guilty  wretch. 

Maria.  Ha  !  who  art  thou? 

Albert  [exceedingly  agitated).   My  heart 

bursts  over  thee  ! 
Maria.  Didst  thou  murder  him? 

And  dost  thou  now  repent  ?    Poor  troubled 

man  ! 
I  do  forgive  thee,  and  may  Heaven  forgive 
thee  ! 
Albert  [aside).    Let  me  be  gone. 
Maria.  If  thou  didst  murder  him, 

His  spirit  ever,  at  the  throne  of  God, 
Asks  mercy  for  thee,   prays  for  mercy  for 

thee. 
With  tears  in  heaven  ! 
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Albert.  Albert  was  not  murder' d. 

bur  foster-mother 

Maria.  And  doth  she  know  aught  ? 

Albert.   She  knows  not  aught — but  haste 

thou  to  her  cottage  141 

.  o-morrow  early — bring  Lord  Velez  with 

thee, 
rhere  ye  must  meet  me — but  your  servants 
come. 
Maria    {wildly).     Nay — nay — but   tell 
me  ! 

\_A  pause — then  presses  her  forehead. 
Ah  !  'tis  lost  again  ! 
'his  dead  confused  pain  ! 

\_A  pause — she  gazes  at  Albert. 

Mysterious  man  ! 

/[ethinks,  I  cannot  fear  thee — for  thine  eye 

)oth  swim  with  pity — I  will  lean  on  thee. 

\_Exeunt  Albert  and  Maria. 

Re-enter  Velez  and  OsORio. 

Velez  {sportively).  You  shall  not  see  the 

picture,  till  you  own  it.^ 
Osorio.     This   mirth    and   raillery,    sir ! 

beseem  your  age. 
am  content  to  be  more  serious."  150 

Velez.   Do  you  think  I  did  not  scent  it 
from  the  first  ? 
i.n  excellent  scheme,  and  excellently  man- 
aged. 
Twill   blow   away  her   doubts,    and   now 

she'll  wed  you. 
'faith,  the  likeness  is  most  admirable, 
saw  the  trick — yet  these  old  eyes  grew 
dimmer 
Vith  very  foolish  tears,   it  look'd  so  like 
him  ! 
Osorio.  Where  should  I  get  her  portrait  ? 
Velez.  Get  her  portrait  ? 

'ortrait  ?     You  mean  the  picture  !     At  the 

painter's — 
■^0  difficulty  then — but  that  you  lit  upon 
^  fellow  that  could  play  the  sorcerer,     160 

1  In  MS.  II.  Coleridge  has  written  opposite 
his:  —  'Velez  supposes  the  picture  is  an  inno- 
:ent  contrivance  of  Osorio's  to  remove  Maria's 
cruples  :  Osorio,  that  it  is  the  portrait  of  Maria 
vhich  he  had  himself  given  the  supposed  Wizard.' 
-Ed. 

2  The  transcriber  of  MS.  I.  had  here  written 
superstitious,'  which  is  marked  through  with 
nk,  and  'serious'  is  substituted,  in  Coleridge's 
)wn  hand.  In  MS.  II.  'superstitious'  is  left 
indisturbed. — Ed. 


With  such  a  grace  and  terrible  majesty, 
It  was  most  rare  good  fortune.     And  how 

deeply 
He  seem'd  to  suffer  when  Maria  swoon'd. 
And  half  made  love  to   her  !     I   suppose 

you'll  ask  me 
Why  did  he  so  ? 

Osorio    [with    deep    tones    of   suppressed 
agitation).    Ay,  wherefore  did  he  so? 
Velez.   Because  you  bade  him- — and  an 
excellent  thought  ! 
A  mighty  man,  and  gentle  as  he  is  mighty. 
He'll  wind  into  her  confidence,  and  rout 
A  host  of  scruples — come,  confess,  Osorio ! 
Osorio.     You    pierce   through    mysteries 
with  a  lynx's  eye,  170 

In  this,  your  merry  mood  !  you  see  it  all ! 
Veles.   Why,  no  ! — not  all.     I  have  not 
yet  discover' d, 
At  least,    not   wholly,    what    his    speeches 

meant. 
Pride  and  hypocrisy,    and  guilt  and  cun- 
ning- 
Then  when  he  fix'd  his  obstinate  eye  on 

you. 
And  you  pretended    to   look  strange  and 

tremble. 
Why — why — what  ails  you  now? 

Osorio  {with  a  stupid  stare).    Me?  why? 
what  ails  me  ? 
A  pricking  of  the  blood  —  it  might  have 

happen'd 

At  any  other  time.      Why  scan  you  me  ? 

Velez  {clapping    him  on   the    shoulde?-). 

'Twon't  do- — 'twon't   do  —  I   have 

lived  too  long  in  the  world.         180 

His  speech  about  the  corse  and  stabs  and 

murderers. 
Had    reference    to    the    assassins    in    the 

picture  : 
That  I  made  out. 

Osorio  {with  a fj-antic  eagerness).  Assas- 
sins !   what  assassins  ! 
Velez.    Well-acted,    on  my  life  !      Your 
curiosity 
Runs  open-mouth'd,    ravenous   as  winter 

wolf. 
I  dare  not  stand  in  it's  way. 

[//if  shows  Osorio  the  picture. 
Oso}-io.  Dup'd— rdup'd — dup'd  .' 

That  villain  Ferdinand  !   {aside). 

Velez.  Dup'd — dup'd — not  I. 

As  he  swept  by  me 

Osorio.  Ha  !  what  did  he  say  ? 
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Velez.   He  caught  his  garment   up  and 
hid  his  face. 
It  seem'd  as   he  were  struggling   to  sup- 
press   190 

Osoi-io.   A  laugh  !  a  laugh  !     O  hell !  he 

laughs  at  me  ! 
Velez.   It  heaved  his  chest  more  like  a 

violent  sob. 
Osorio.  A  choking  laugh  ! 

\A  pause — then  very  wildly. 
I  tell  thee,  my  dear  father  ! 
I  am  most  glad  of  this  ! 

Velez.  Glad  ! — aye — to  be  sure. 

Osorio.   I  was  benumb'd,  and  stagger'd 
up  and  down 
Thro'  darkness  without  light — dark — darlc 

— dark — 
And  every  inch  of  this  my  flesh  did  feel 
As  if  a  cold  toad  touch' d   it !     Now  'tis 

sunshine, 
And    the   blood    dances    freely    thro'     its 
channels  !  199 

\^He    turns    off — then    (to   himself) 
mimicking  FERDINAND'S  man- 
ner y 
'  A  common  trick  of  gratitude,  my  lord  ! 
Old  gratitude  !  a  dagger  would  dissect 
His  own  full  heart,'  'twere  good  to  see  its 
colour  ! 
Velez   (looking  intently  at   the  picture). 
Calm,    yet  commanding !    how  he 
bares  his  breast. 
Yet    still   they  stand  with    dim    uncertain 

looks. 
As  penitence  had  run  before  their  crime. 
A  crime  too  black  for  aught  to  follow  it 
Save  blasphemous  despair  !     See  thisvadjxs 

face — 
With  what  a  difficult  toil  he  drags  his  soul 
To  do  the  deed.  \Then  to  Osorio. 

O  this  was  delicate  flattery 
To  poor  Maria,  and  I  love  thee  for  it ! 
Osorio  (in  a  slow  voice  with  a  reasoning 
laugh).   Love  —  love  —  and  then  we 
hate — and  what  ?  and  wherefore  ? 
Hatred  and  love.      Strange  things  !    both 
strange  alike  !  212 

What  if  one  reptile  sting  another  reptile, 

1  In  MS.  II.  Coleridge  has  written  opposite 
this  :  —  '  Osorio  immediately  supposes  that  this 
wizard  whom  Ferdinand  had  recommended  to 
him,  was  in  truth,  an  accomplice  of  Ferdinand, 
to  whom  the  whole  secret  had  been  betrayed.'— 
Ed. 


Where  is  the  crime?     The  goodly  faa 

Nature 
Hath  one  trail  less  of  slimy  filth  upon  ii 
Are  we  not  all  predestined  rottenness 
And  cold   dishonor?      Grant   it  that 

hand 
Had  given  a  morsel  to  the  hungry  won 
Somewhat  too  early.     Where's  the  guilt 

this  ?  215 

That  this  must  needs  bring  on  the  idiotcy 

Of  moist-eyed  penitence — 'tis  like  a  dream ! 

Velez.    Wild   talk,    my  child  !    but  thj 

excess  of  feeling 

[  Turns  offfrotJi  OSORIO. 

Sometimes,  I  fear,  it  will  unhinge  his  brain 

Osorio.   I  kill  a  man  and  lay  him  in  the 

sun, 

And  in  a  month  there  swarm  from  his  dead 

body 
A  thousand — nay,   ten  thousand  sentient 

beings 
In   place  of  that  one  man  whom   I   had 

kill'd. 
Now  who  shall  tell  me,  that  each  one  and 

all. 

Of  these  ten  thousand  lives,  is  not  as  happ) 

As  that  one  life,  which  being  shov'd  aside 

Made  room  for  these  ten  thousand  ?  ^ 

Velez.  Wild  as  madness ' 

Osorio.   Come,  father  !  you  have  taught 

me  to  be  merry,  23: 

And  merrily  we'll  pore  upon  this  picture. 

Velez  (holding  the  picture  before  Osorio). 

That  Moor,  who  points  his  sword 

at  Albert's  breast 

Osorio    (abruptly).     A    tender-hearted, 
scrupulous,  grateful  villain. 
Whom  I  will  strangle  ! 

Velez.  And  these  other  two 

1  Opposite  the  passage  in  MS.  II.  the  foIlo¥r 
ing  is  written  in  the  transcriber's  hand  : — 

Ce  malheur,  dites-vous,  est  le  bien  d'un  autrei 

etre — 
De   mon    corps   tout  sanglant,  mille   insectes' 

vont  naitre. 
Quand  la  mort  met  le  comble  aux  maux  que  j'al 

souffert, 
Le  beau  soulagement  d'etre  mang^  de  vers ! 
Je  ne  suis  du  grand  tout  qu'une  faible  partie— i 
Oui ;  mais  les  animaux  condamn^s  a  la  vie 
Sous  les  etres  sentants  nes  sous. la  meme  loi 
Vivent  dans  la  douleur,  et  meurent  comme  moi. 
Desastre  dc  Lishonnc. — Ed. 


OSORIO 


497 


Osorio.     Dead — dead    already! — what 

care  I  for  the  dead  ? 
]'elez.   The  heat  of  brain  and  your  too 

strong  affection 
:ir  Albert,  fighting  with  your  other  passion, 
nsettle  you,  and  give  reality  240 

0  these  your  own  contrivings. 

Osorio.  Is  it  so  ? 

ou  see  through  all  things  •^sx'Cayour  pene- 
tration, 
ow  I  am  calm.     How  fares  it  with  Maria  ? 
[y  heart  doth  ache  to  see  her. 

Velez.  Nay — defer  it ! 

lefer  it,  dear  Osorio  !     I  will  go. 

{^Exit  Velez. 
Osorio.  A  rim  of  the  sun  lies  yet  upon 

the  sea — 
nd  now  'tis  gone  !  all  may  be  done  this 
night ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Osorio.  There  is  a  man,  once  a  Moresco 
chieftain, 
)ne  Ferdinand. 

Servant.         He  lives  in  the  Alpuxarras, 
Seneath  a  slate  rock. 
Osorio.  Slate  rock  ? 

Servant.  Yes,  my  lord  !      250 

f  you   had  seen  it,    you    must  have   re- 

member'd 
"he  flight  of  steps  his  children  had  worn  up  it 
Vith  often  clambering. 
Osorio.  Well,  it  may  be  so. 

Scrvatit.   Why,  now  I  think  on't,  at  this 
time  of  the  year 
Tis  hid  by  vines. 
Osorio    [in    a    muttering    voice).     The 
cavern — aye — the  cavern. 
A&  cannot  fail  to  find  it. 

[To  the  Servant. 
Where  art  going  ? 
/ou  must  deliver  to  this  Ferdinand 
\  letter.     Stay  till  I  have  written  it. 

\Exit  the  Servant. 

Osorio   {alone).    The  tongue    can't   stir 

when  the  mouth  is  fill'd  with  mould. 

'^  little  earth  stops  up  most  eloquent  mouths, 

And    a   square    stone   with    a   few    pious 

texts 
Cut  neatly  on  it,   keeps  the  earth   down 
tight.  1  262 

1  Cf.  Fragments  from  a  Commonplace  Booh, 
No.  45,  p.  457. 


Scene  changes  to  the  space  before  the  castle. 

Francesco  and  a  Spy. 

Francesco.   Yes  !  yes  !      I  have  the  key 
of  all  their  lives. 
If  a  man  fears  me,  he  is  forced  to  love  me. 
And  if  I  can,  and  do  not  ruin  him, 
He  is  fast  bound  to  serve  and  honor  me  ! 
[Albert  enters  from  the  castle,  and 
is  crossing  the  stage. 
Spy.    There — there  —  your    Reverence  ! 
That  is  the  sorcerer. 
[Francesco   runs    up  and  rudely 
catches  hold  of  Albert.     Al- 
bert dashes  him  to  the  earth. 
Francesco  and  the  Spy  make 
an    up7-oar,    and    the   servants 
rush  from  out  the  castle. 
Francesco.    Seize,    seize   and  gag  him  ! 
or  the  Church  curses  you  ! 
[  The  servants  seize  and  gag  ALBERT. 

Enter  Velez  and  OsoRiO. 

Osorio  (aside).   This  is  most  lucky  ! 

Francesco  [inarticulate  with  rage).    See 

you  this,  Lord  Velez  ? 

Good  evidence  have  I  of  most  foul  sorcery, 

And  in  the  name  of  Holy  Church  command 

you  271 

To  give  me  up  the  keys — the  keys,  my  lord  ! 

Of  that  same  dungeon-hole  beneath  your 

castle. 
This  imp  of  hell — but  we  delay  enquiry 
Till  to  Granada  we  have  convoy' d  him. 
Osorio  (to  the  Servants).   Why  haste  you 
not  ?     Go,  fly  and  dungeon  him  ! 
Then  bring  the  keys  and  give  them  to  his 
Reverence. 

[The  Servants   htirry  off  Albert. 
Osorio  goes  vp  to  Francesco, 
and  pointing  at  Albert. 
Osorio  [with   a   latigh).     '  He  that   can 

bring  the  dead  to  life  again. ' 

Francesco.   What  ?  did  you  hear  it  ? 

Osorio.        Yes,  and  plann'd  this  scheme 

To   bring    conviction    on    him.       Ho  !    a 

wizard,  280 

Thought  I  — but  Where's   the   proof  !      I 

plann'd  this  scheme. 
The  scheme  has  answer'd — we  have  proof 
enough. 
Francesco.    My  lord,   your  pious  poHcy 
astounds  me. 
I  trust  my  honest  zeal 

2  K 
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Osorio.  Nay,  reverend  father  ! 

It  has  but  raised  my  veneration  for  you. 
But  'twould  be  well  to  stop  all  intertalk 
Between    my   servants    and    this    child    of 

darkness. 
'     Francesco.   My  lord  !  with  speed  I'll  go, 

make  swift  return, 
And  humbly  redeliver  you  the  keys. 

l^Exit  Francesco. 
!      Osorio    [alone).     '  The     stranger,     that 

lives  nigh,  still  picking  weeds. ' 
And    this    was   his   friend,   his  crony,    his 

twin-brother  !  291 

0  !  I  am  green,  a  very  simple  stripling — 
The  wise  men  of  this  world  make  nothing 

of  me. 
By  Heaven,  'twas  well  contriv'd  !     And  I, 
forsooth, 

1  was  to  cut  my  throat  in  honor  of  con- 

science. 
And  this  tall  wizard — ho  ! — he  was  to  pass 
For  Albert's  friend  !     He  haik  a  trick  of 

his  manner. 
He  was  to  tune  his  voice  to  honey'd  sad- 
ness. 
And  win  her  to  a  transfer  of  her  love 
By  lamentable  tales  of  her  dear  Albert, 
And   his    dear  Albert  !      Yea,    she  would 

have  lov'd  him.  301 

He,  that  can  sigh  out  in  a  woman's  ear 
Sad  recollections  of  her  perish'd  lover. 
And  sob  and  smile  with  veering  sympathy, 
And,  now  and  then,  as  if  by  accident, 
Pass  his  mouth  close  enough  to  touch  her 

cheek 
With  timid  lip,  he  takes  the  lover's  place. 
He  takes   his  place,   for  certain  !     Dusky 

rogue. 
Were  it  not  sport  to  whimper   with    thy 

mistress. 
Then  steal  away  and  roll  upon  my  grave, 
Till  thy  sides  shook  with  laughter  ?  Blood  ! 

blood  !  blood  !  311 

They  want  thy  blood  !  thy  blood,  Osorio ! 

[end  of  act  the  third.] 

ACT  THE  FOURTH 

Scene  the  First. — A  cavern,  dark  ex- 
cept where  a  gleam  of  moonlight  is  seen 
on  one  side  of  the  further  end  of  it,  sup- 
posed to  be  cast  on  it  from  a  cranny  in  a 
part  of  the  cavern  out  of  sight. 


[Ferdinand  alone,  an  extinguist 
torch  in  his  hand. 
Ferdinand.   Drip!  drip!  drip!  drip  !— 
in  such  a  place  as  this 
It  has  nothing  else  to  do  but  drip  I  drip 

drip  ! 
I  wish  it  had  not  dripp'd  upon  my  torch. ^ 
Faith  'twas  a  moving  letter — very  moving  ! 
His  life  in  danger — no  place  safe  but  this, 
'Twas  his  turn  now  to  talk  of  gratitude  ! 
And  yet — but  no !  there  can't  be  such  ! 

villain. 
It  cannot  be  1 

Thanks  to  that  little  crann; 

Which  lets  the  moonlight  in  !     I'll  go  ant 

sit  by  it.  < 

To  peep  at  a  tree,  or  see  a  he-goat's  beard 

Or  hear  a  cow  or  two  breathe  loud  in  thei 

sleep, 

'Twere   better   than    this  dreary   noise  0 

water-drops  !  ; 

\He  goes    out    of  sight,   opposite  t 

the  patch  of  moonlight,  retuiS^ 

after  a  minute's  elapse  ii^wk 

ec  Stacy  of  fear.  V 

A  heUish  pit  !     O  God — 'tis  like  my  nigHtj 

mair  ! 
I  was  just  in  ! — and  those  damn'd  fingerj 
of  ice  ; 

Which  clutch' d  my  hair  up  1     Ha  !  what' 
that  ?  it  moved  I 

[Ferdinand     stands     staring    a 

another  recess   in  the  cavern 

hi  the  meantime  OSORIO  enters 

with   a  torch   and  hollows   i 

him. 

Ferdhiand.   I  swear,  I  saw  a  somethinj 

moving  there  ! 

The  moonshine  came  and  went,  like  a  fia^l 

of  lightning. 
I  swear,  I  saw  it  move  ! 

[Osorio ^y«  into  the  recess,  then'M 

turns,  a?id  with  great  scorn.   \ 

Osorio.  A  jutting  clay-stonj 

Drips  on  the  long  lank  weed  that  grow' 

beneath  ; 
And  the  weed  nods  and  drips. 

Ferdinand  {forcing  a  faint  laugh).   / 
joke  to  laugh  at !  at- 


1  These  are  the  lines  which  furnished  Sheridai' 
with  his  jest  at  the  poet's  expense.  See  Prefao 
to  Remorse  in  '  Appendix  K.' — Ed. 
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was  not  that  which  frighten'd  me,  my 

lord! 
Osorio.    What  frighten'd  you  ? 
Ferdinand.      You  see  that  little  cranny  ? 
ut  first  permit  me, 

[Lights  his  torch  at  OSORIO'S,  and 
while  lighting  it. 

[A  lighted  torch  in  the  hand 
;  no  unpleasant  object  here — one's  breath 
loats  round  the  flame,  and  makes  as  many 

colours 
s    the  thin  clouds   that   travel  near    the 

moon, 
ou  see  that  cranny  there  ?]  ^ 
Osorio.  Well,  what  of  that  ? 

Ferdinand.   I  walk'd  up  to  it,  meaning 
to  sit  there. 
v'hen    I    had   reach'd    it    within    twenty 

paces 

[Ferdinand  sta7-ts  as  if  he  felt  the 

terror  over  again. 

lerciful  Heaven  !     Do  go,  my  lord  !  and 

look.      '  30 

[Osorio  goes  and  returns. 

Osorio.   It  must  have  shot  some  pleasant 

feelings  thro'  you? 
Ferdinand.    If   every   atom   of   a    dead 

man's  flesh 
hould  move,  each  one  with  a  particular 

hfe, 
et  all  as  cold  as  ever — 'twas  just  so  ! 
Ir  if  it  drizzled  needle-points  of  frost 
Jpon  a  feverish  head  made  suddenly  bald — 
Osorio   (interrupti?ig  him).    Why,   Fer- 
dinand !  I  blush  for  thy  cowardice, 
t  would  have  startled  any  man,  I  grant 

thee, 
^ut  such  a  panic. 

I  Fei-dinand.  When  a  boy,  my  lord  ! 

could  have  sat  whole  hours  beside  that 

chasm,  40 

•"ush'd  in  huge  stones  and  heard  them  thump 

and  rattle 
Against  its  horrid  sides  ;  and  hung  my  head 
^ow  down,  and  listen'd  till  the  heavy  frag- 
ments 
iunk,  with  faint  splash,  in  that  still  groan- 
ing well, 
kVhich  never  thirsty  pilgrim  blest,   which 
never 

•^  The  square  brackets  (which  appear  in  both 
VISS.)  seem  to  indicate  that  these  words  were 
in  'aside.' — Ed. 


A   living   thing   came   near  ;   unless,   per- 
chance. 
Some    blind  -  worm    battens    on    the    ropy 

mould. 
Close  at  its  edge. 

Osorio,  Art  thou  more  coward  now  ? 

Ferdinand.  Call  him  that  fears  his  fellow- 
men  a  coward.  49 
I  fear  not  man.      But  this  inhuman  cavern 
It  were  too  bad  a  prison-house  for  goblins. 
Besides  (you'll  laugh,  my  lord  !)  but  true 

it  is. 
My   last    night's    sleep    was    very   sorely 

haunted  ^ 
By  what  had  pass'd  between  us  in  the  morn- 
ing. 
I  saw  you  in  a  thousand  hideous  ways. 
And  doz'd  and  started,   doz'd  again  and 
started.  56 

I  do  entreat  your  lordship  to  believe  me. 

In  my  last  dream- • 

Osorio.  Well  ? 

Ferdinand.  I  was  in  the  act 

Of  falling  down  that  chasm,  when  Alhadra 
Waked  me.     She  heard  my  heart  beat ! 

Osorio.  Strange  enough  ! 

Had  you  been  here  before  ? 

Fei-dinand.  Never,  my  lord  ! 

But  my  eyes  do  not  see  it  now  more  clearly 
Than  in  my  dream  I  saw  that  very  chasm. 
[Osorio  sta7ids  in  a  deep  study — 
theyi,  after  a  pause. 
Osorio.   There  is  no  reason  why  it  should 
be  so. 
And  yet  it  is. 

1  Against  this  passage  Coleridge  has  written 
in  MS.  II.  : — '  This  will  be  held  by  many  for  a 
mere  Tragedy-dream — by  many  who  have  never 
given  themselves  the  trouble  to  ask  themselves 
from  what  grounds  dreams  pleased  in  Tragedy, 
and  wherefore  they  have  become  so  common.  I 
believe,however,  that  in  the  present  case,  the  whole 
is  here  psychologically  true  and  accurate.  Pro- 
phetical dreams  are  things  of  nature,  and  explic- 
able by  that  law  of  the  mind  in  which  where  dim 
ideas  are  connected  with  vivid  feelings,  Percep- 
tion and  Imagination  insinuate  themselves  and 
mix  with  the  forms  of  Recollection,  till  the  Pre- 
sent appears  to  exactly  correspond  with  the  Past. 
Whatever  is  partially  like,  the  Imagination  will 
gradually  represent  as  wholly  like — a  law  of  our 
nature  which,  when  it  is  perfectly  understood, 
woe  to  the  great  city  Babylon — to  all  the  super- 
stitions of  Men  ! ' — Ed. 
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Ferdinand.  What  is,  my  lord  ? 

Osorio.  Unpleasant 

To  kill  a  man  ! 

Ferdina7id.  Except  in  self-defence. 

Osorio.   Why  that's   my  case :  and  yet 
'tis  still  unpleasant. 
At  least  I  find  it  so  !     But  you,  perhaps, 
Have  stronger  nerves  ? 

Ferdinand.   Something  doth  trouble  you. 

How  can  I  serve  you?     By  the  life  you 

gave  me,  70 

By  all  that  makes  that  life  of  value  to  me. 

My  v/ife,  my  babes,  my  honor,  I  swear  to 

you, 
Name  it,  and  I  will  toil  to  do  the  thing. 
If  it  be  innocent  !     But  this,  my  lord  ! 
Is  not  a  place  where  yoii  could  perpetrate, 
No,  nor  propose  a  wicked  thing.   The  dark- 
ness 
(When  ten  yards  off,  we  know,  'tis  chear- 

ful  moonlight) 
Collects  the  guilt  and  crowds  it  round  the 

heart. 
It  must  be  innocent. 

Osorio.  Thyself  be  judge. 

[Osorio  walks  round  the  cavern — 
then  looking  round  it. 
One  of  our  family  knew  this  place  well.  80 
Ferdinand.  Who?  when?  my  lord. 
Osorio.         What  boots  it  who  or  when  ? 
Hang  up  the  torch.      I'll  tell  his  tale  to 
thee. 

[  They  hang  their  torches  in  some 
shelf  of  the  cavern. 
Osorio.    He  was  a  man   different  from 
other  men. 
And  he  despised  them,  yet  revered  himself.^ 
Ferdinand.   What  ?  he  was  mad  ? 
Osorio.         All  men  seem'd  mad  to  him, 
Their  actions  noisome  folly,  and  their  talk — 
A  goose's  gabble  was  more  musical. 
Nature  had  made  him  for  some  other  planet. 
And  press' d  his  soul  into  a  human  shape 
By  accident  or  malice.      In  this  world     90 
He  found  no  fit  companion  ! 

Ferdinand.  Ah,  poor  wretch  ! 

Madmen  are  mostly  proud. 

1  Against  this  passage,  Coleridge  writes  in 
MS.  II.  : — '  Under  the  mask  of  the  third  person 
Osorio  relates  his  own  story,  as  in  the  delusion  of 
self-justification  and  pride,  it  appeared  to  himself 
— at  least  as  he  wished  it  to  appear  to  himself.' — 
Ed. 


Osorio.  He  walk'd  alone, 

And  phantasies,  unsought  for,  troubled  him. 
Something  within  would  still  be  shadowing 

out 
All  possibilities,  and  with  these  shadows 
His  mind  held  dalliance.     Once,  as  so  it 

happen'd, 
A  fancy  cross' d  him  wilder  than  the  rest : 
To  this  in  moody  murmur,  and  low  voice, 
He  yielded  utterance,  as  some  talk  in  sleep. 

The  man  who  heard  him 

Why  didst  thou  look  round  ? 

Ferdina7id.   I  have  a  prattler  three  years 

old,  my  lord  !  101 

In  truth  he  is  my  darling.     As  I  went 

From  forth  my  door,  he  made  a  moan  in 

sleep — 
But  I  am  talking  idly — pray  go  on  ! 
And  what  did  this  man  ? 

Osorio.  W^ith  his  human  hand 

He  gave  a  being  and  reality 

To  that  wild  fancy  of  a  possible  thing. 

Well  it  was  done.  [  Then  very  wildly. 

Why  babblest  thou  of  guilt  i 

The  deed  was  done,  and  it  pass'd  fairly  off. 

And  he,  whose  tale  I  tell  thee — dost  thoi 

listen?  lie 

Ferdinand.    I  would,  my  lord,  you  wen 

by  7ny  fireside  ! 

I'd  listen  to  you  with  an  eager  eye, 

Tho'  you  began  this  cloudy  tale  at  mid-| 

night. 
But  I  do  listen — pray  proceed,  my  lord  ! 
Osorio.   Where  was  I  ? 
Ferdinand.    He  of  whom  you  tell  th( 

tale— 
Osorio.   Surveying  aU  things  with  a  quie' 
scorn 
Tamed  himself  down  to  living  purposes, 
The  occupations  and  the  semblances 
Of  ordinary  men — and  such  he  seem'd. 

But  that  some  over-ready  agent — he 

Ferdinand.  Ah  !  what  of  him,  my  lord 
Osorio.  He  proved  a  villain 

Betray' d  the  mystery  to  a  brother  villain ; 
And  they  between  them  hatch'd  a  damnet 
plot  12; 

To  hunt  him  down  to  infamy  and  death 
To  share  the  wealth  of  a  most  noble  family 
And  stain  the  honour  of  an  orphan  lady 
With   barbarous    mixture    and    unnatuia 

union. 
What  did  the  Velez  !     I  am  proud  of  thi 
name, 
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Since  he  dared  do  it. 

[OSORIO  grasps  his  sword  and  turns 
off  from    Ferdinand,    then, 
after  a  pause,  returns. 
Osorio.  Our  links  burn  dimly. 

Ferdinand.   A  dark  tale  darkly  finish'd  ! 
Nay,  my  lord  !  130 

Tell  what  he  did. 
Osorio  [fiercely).    That  which  his  wisdom 
prompted, 
rie  made  the  traitor  meet  him  in  this  cavern, 
^nd  here  he  kill'd  the  traitor. 

Ferdinand.  No  ! — the  fool, 

ie  had  not  wit  enough  to  be  a  traitor, 
^oor  thick-eyed  beetle  !  not  to  have  fore- 
seen 
That  he,  who  guU'd  thee  with  a  whimper' d 

lie 
To  murder   his   own  brother,    would    not 

scruple 

To  murder  thee,  if  e'er  his  guilt  grew  jealous, 

Vnd  he  could  steal  upon  thee  in  the  dark  ! 

Osorio.    Thou  would' st  not   then   have 

come,  if 

Ferdinand.  O  yes,  my  lord  ! 

would  have  met  him  arm'd,  and  scared 

the  coward  !  141 

[Ferdinand  throws  off  his   robe, 

shews  himself  armed,  and  draws 

his  sword. 

Osorio.   Now  this  is  excellent,  and  warms 

the  blood  ! 

%  heart  was  drawing  back,  drawing  me 

back 

iVith  womanish  pulls  of  pity.     Dusky  slave, 
'^ow  I  will  kill  thee  pleasantly,  and  count 

Vmong  my  comfortable  thoughts  hereafter. 
Ferdinand.   And  all  my  little  ones  father- 
less !     Die  thou  first. 
[  They  fight.     OsoRio  disarms  Fer- 
dinand,   and    in    disarming 
him,  throws  his  sword  up  that 
recess,    opposite    to  which    they 
were  standing.      ' 
Ferdinand    (springing    wildly    towards 

Osorio).   Still  I  can  strangle  thee  ! 
Osorio.  Nay,  fool !  stand  off, 

'11  kill  thee — but  not  so  !     Go  fetch  thy 
sword. 

[Ferdinand  hurries  into  the  recess 
with  his  torch.  OsoRiO  follows 
him,  and  in  a  moment  returns 
alone. 


Osorio.   Now — this  was  luck  !   No  blood- 
stains, no  dead  body  !  150 
His  dream,  too,  is  made  out.     Now  for  his 
friend.  ^                                       \Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  the  court  before  the  Castle 
(2/"Velez. 

Maria  and  her  Foster-Mother.^ 

Maria.    And  when    I    heard    that   you 

desired  to  see  me, 
I  thought  your  business  was  to  tell  me  of 

him. 
Foster-Mother.   I  never  saw  the  Moor, 

whom  you  describe. 
Maria.   'Tis  strange  !  he  spake   of  you 

familiarly 
As    mine   and    Albert's    common    foster- 
mother. 
Foster-Mother.     Now    blessings    on  the 

man,  whoe'er  he  be, 
That  join'd  your  names  with  mine  !      O 

my  sweet  lady, 
As  often  as  I  think  of  those  dear  times 
When  you  two  little  ones  would  stand  at 

eve,  160 

On  each  side  of  my  chair,  and  make  me 

learn 
All  you  had  learnt  in  the  day  ;  and  how  to 

talk 

1  Against  this  line  Coleridge  writes  in  MS. 
II.  : — '  Osorio  has  thrust  Ferdinand  down  the 
chasm.  I  think  it  an  important  instance  how 
Dreams  and  Prophecies  cooperate  to  their  own 
completion. ' — Ed. 

2  The  whole  of  this  scene  hetween  Maria  and 
her  foster-mother  was  omitted  as  unfit  for  the 
stage  in  the  acted  Remorse,  but  was  afterwards, 
with  the  exception  of  the  first  two  speeches, 
printed  in  an  appendix  to  the  second  and  later 
editions.  All  of  it  hut  the  first  speech  originally 
appeared,  under  the  title  of  '  The  Foster-Mother's 
Tale  ;  a  Dramatic  Fragment,'  as  one  of  Cole- 
ridge's contributions  to  the  Lyrical  Ballads, 
1798  (vide  p.  83  of  the  present  volume),  and 
continued,  to  appear  there,  with  some  further 
omission  as  regards  the  opening  part,  in  the  later 
editions  of  1800,  1802,  and  1805.  Cottle  in  his 
Early  Recollections  of  Coleridge  (Lond.  1837, 
vol.  i.  pp.  234,  235),  prints  a  version  of  it,  with 
some  slight  variations,  from  a  copy  in  Coleridge's 
own  writing,  given  to  him  by  the  poet  in  the 
summer  of  1797. — Ed. 


502 


APPENDIX  D 


\ 


In  gentle  phrase,  then  bid  me  sing  to  you, 
'Tis  more  like  heaven  to  come,  than  what 

has  been  ! 
Maria.   O  my  dear  mother  !  this  strange 

man  has  left  me 
Wilder'd  with  wilder  fancies  than  yon  moon 
Breeds  in  the  love-sick  maid — who  gazes 

at  it 
Till  lost  in  inward  vision,  with  wet  eye 
She    gazes    idly  !       But    that     entrance, 

mother  ! 
Foster-Mother.    Can  no  one  hear  ?     It 

is  a  perilous  tale  !  170 

Maria.   No  one. 
Foster-Mother.   My  husband's  father  told 

it  me, 
Poor  old  Leoni.     Angels  rest  his  soul  ! 
He  was  a  woodman,  and  could  fell  and 

saw 
With  lusty   arm.       You  know  that  huge 

round  beam 
Which  props  the  hanging  wall  of  the  old 

chapel  ? 
Beneath  that  tree,  while  yet  it  was  a  tree, 
He  found  a  baby  wrapt  in  mosses,  lined 
With  thistle-beards,  and  such  small  locks 

of  wool 
As  hang  on  brambles.     Well,  he  brought 

him  home. 
And  rear'd  him   at  the  then  Lord  Velez' 

cost.  180 

And  so  the  babe  grew  up  a  pretty  boy. 
A  pretty  boy,  but  most  unteachable — 
And    never   learnt    a    prayer,    nor  told   a 

bead, 
But  knew  the  names  of  birds,  and  mock'd 

their  notes, 
And  whistled,  as  he  were  a  bird  himself. 
And  all  the  autumn  'twas  his  only  play 
To  get  the  seeds  of  wild  flowers,  and  to 

plant  them 
With  earth   and  water  on  the  stumps  of 

trees. 
A  friar  who  gather' d  simples  in  the  wood, 
A  grey-hair'd  man  — he   loved  this  little 

boy,  190 

The  boy  loved  him — and,  when  the  friar 

taught  him, 
He  soon  could  write  with  the  pen  ;    and 

from  that  time 
Lived  chiefly  at  the  convent  or  the  castle. 
So  he  became  a  very  learned  youth. 
But  O  !  poor  wretch — he  read,  and  read, 

and  read. 
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Till  his  brain  turn'd- — and  ere  his  t 
tieth  year, 

He  had  unlawful  thoughts  of  many  things. 

And  though  he  pray'd,  he  never  loved  to 
pray 

With  holy  men,  nor  in  a  holy  place. 

But   yet   his    speech,  it   was    so  soft  and 
sweet,  200 

The  late  Lord  Velez  ne'er  was  wearied  with 
him, 

And    once   as   by  the   north   side    of  the 
chapel 

They  stood  together,  chain'd  in  deep  dis- 
course, 

The  earth  heav'd  under  them  with  such  a 
groan, 

That  the  wall  totter'd,  and  had  well-nigh 
fall'n 

Right  on  their  heads.     My  lord  was  sorely 
frighten' d  ; 

A  fever  seiz'd  him  ;  and  he  made  confes- 
sion 

Of  all  the  heretical  and  lawless  talk 

Which  brought    this    judgment : 
youth  was  seiz'd 

And   cast  into  that  hole.     My  husband's 
father  210 

Sobb'd  like  a  child — it  almost  broke  his 
heart. 

And  once  as  he  was  working  in  the  cellar, 

He  heard   a   voice    distinctly  ;    'twas   the 
youth's. 

Who    sung   a   doleful   song    about    green 
fields, 

How  sweet  it  were  on  lake  or  wild  savannahj 

To  hunt  for  food,  and  be  a  naked  man, 

And  wander  up  and  down  at  liberty. 

He  always  doted  on  the  youth,  and  now 

His   love   grew    desperate  ;    and    defying 
death,  ' 

He   made    that    cunning    entrance    I    de- 
scribed :  220 

And  the  young  man  escaped. 

Maria.  'Tis  a  sweet  tale:| 

Such  as  would  lull  a  list'ning  child  to  sleep, 

His  rosy  face  besoil'd  with  unwiped  tears. 

And  what  became  of  him  ? 

Foster-Mother.        He  went  on  shipboardi 

With  those  bold  voyagers,  who  made  dis- 
covery 

Of  golden  lands  ;    Leoni's  younger  brother; 

Went  likewise,   and  when  he  return'd  to 
Spain, 

He  told  Leoni  that  the  poor  mad  youth. 
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jSoon  after  they  arrived  in  that  new  world, 
|In  spite  of  his  dissuasion  seized  a  boat, 
jAnd  all  alone  set  sail  by  silent  moonlight, 
Up  a  great  river,  great  as  any  sea,         232 
And   ne'er  was   heard   of  more  ;    but   'tis 

supposed 
He  liv'd  and  died  among  the  savage  men. 

Enter  Velez. 

Velez.    Still   sad,    Maria?      This    same 

wizard  haunts  you. 
Maria.   O  Christ !  the  tortures  that  hang 
o'er  his  head. 
If  ye  betray  him  to  these  holy  brethren  ! 

Velez  [zvith  a  kind  of  sneer),   A   portly 
I  man,  and  eloquent,  and  tender  ! 

!ln  truth,  I  shall  not  wonder  if  you  mourn 
That  their  rude  grasp  should  seize  on  S2ich 
a  victim.  240 

Maria.     The   horror   of    their    ghastly 
punishments 
Doth  so  o'ertop  the  height  of  sympathy, 
That    I    should    feel    too   little    for   mine 

enemy — 
Ah  !  far  too  little — if  'twere  possible, 
I  could  feel  more,  even  tho'  my  child  or 

husband 
Were  doom'd  to  suffer  them  !     That  such 

things  are 

Velez.    Hush  !  thoughtless  woman  ! 
Maria.  Nay — it  wakes  within  me 

More  than  a  woman's  spirit. 

Velez  {angrily).  No  more  of  this — 

I  can  endure  no  more. 

Foster- Mother.  My  honor'd  master  ! 

Lord  Albert  used  to  talk  so. 

Maria.  Yes  !  my  mother  ! 

These  are  my  Albert's  lessons,  and  I  con 

them  251 

With   more   delight  than,   in   my  fondest 

hour, 
I  bend  me  o'er  his  portrait. 

Velez  {to  the  Foster-Mother).    My  good 
woman. 
You  may  retire. 

S^Exit  the  Foster-Mother. 
Velez.  We  have  mourn' d  for  Albert. 

Have  I  no  living  son  ? 

Maria.  Speak  not  of  him  ! 

That  low  imposture — my  heart  sickens  at 

it, 
If  it  be  madness,  must  I  wed  a  madman  ? 
And  if  not  madness,  there  is  mystery. 
And  guilt  doth  lurk  behind  it ! 


Velez.  Is  this  well  ? 

Maria.   Yes  !  it  is  truth.     Saw  you  his 

countenance  ?  260 

How  rage,  remorse,  and  scorn,  and  stupid 

fear, 
Displac'd    each    other    with    swift    inter- 
changes ? 
If  this  were  all  assumed,  as  you  believe. 
He  must  needs  be  a  most   consummate 

actor  ; 
And  hath  so  vast  a  power  to  deceive  me, 
I  never  could  be  safe.     And  why  assume 
The  semblance  of  such  execrable  feelings  ? 
Velez.  Ungrateful  woman  !     I  have  try'd 
to  stifle 
An  old  man's  passion  !    Was  it  not  enough 
That   thou  hast   made   my  son   a  restless 
man,  270 

Banish'd  his  health  and  half-unhinged  his 

reason, 
But  that  thou  wilt  insult  him  with  suspicion. 
And  toil  to  blast  his  honor  ?     I  am  old — 
A  comfortless  old  man  !     Thou  shalt  not 

stay 
Beneath  my  roof ! 

[Francesco  enters  and  stands  list- 
ening. 
Velez.  Repent  and  marry  him — 

Or  to  the  convent. 

Francesco    {tmcttering).     Good  !    good  ! 

very  good  ! 
Maria.    Nay,  grant  me  some  small  pit- 
tance of  my  fortune, 
And  I  will  live  a  solitary  woman. 
Or  my  poor  foster-mother  and  her  grand- 
sons 
May  be  my  household. 

Francesco    {advancing).   I  abhor  a  list- 
ener ;  280 
But  you  spoke  so,  I  could  not  chuse  but 

hear  you. 
I  pray,  my  lord  !  will  you  embolden  me 
To  ask  you  why  this  lady  doth  prefer 
To  live  in  lonely  sort,  without  a  friend 
Or  fit  companion  ? 

Velez.  Bid  her  answer  you. 

Maria.   Nature  will  be  my  friend  and  fit 
companion.      [  Turns  off  from  them. 
O  Albert  !  Albert  !  that  they  could  return, 
Those  blessed  days,  that  imitated  heaven  ! 
When  we  two  wont  to  walk  at  evening- 
tide  ; 
When  we  saw  nought  but  beauty  ;  when 
we  heard  290 


504 


APPENDIX  D 


The  voice  of  that  Almighty  One,  who  lov'd 

us, 
In  every  gale  that  breath' d,  and  wave  that 

murmur' d  ! 
O  we  have  listen'd,  even  till  high-wrought 

pleasure 
Hath    half  -  assumed    the   countenance    of 

grief. 
And  the  deep  sigh  seem'd  to  heave  up  a 

weight 
Of  bliss,   that   press'd  too   heavy   on    the 

heart. 
Francesco.    But  in  the  convent,  lady,  you 

would  have 
Such   aids    as    might    preserve   you    from 

perdition. 
There  you  might  dwell. 

Maria.  With  tame  and  credulous  faith. 
Mad  melancholy,  antic  merriment,  300 
Leanness,  disquietude,  and  secret  pangs  ! 

0  God  !  it  is  a  horrid  thing  to  know 
That  each  pale  wretch,  who  sits  and  drops 

her  beads 
Had  once  a  mind,  which  might  have  given 

her  wings 
Such  as  the  angels  wear  ! 

Francesco  (^stifling  his  7-age).   Where  is 

your  son,  my  lord  ? 
Velez.  I  have  not  seen  him,  father,  since 

he  left  you. 
Francesco.  His  lordship's  generous  nature 
hath  deceiv'd  him  ! 
That  Ferdinand  (or  if  not  he  his  wife) 

1  have  fresh  evidence — are  infidels. 

We  are  not  safe  until  they  are  rooted  out. 
Maria.   Thou  man,  who   call'st   thyself 
the  minister  311 

Of  Him  whose  law  was  love  unutterable  ! 
Why  is  thy  soul  so  parch'd  with  cruelty. 
That  still  thou   thirstest  for  thy  brother's 
blood  ? 
Velez    (rapidly).    Father  !    I    have  long 
suspected  it— her  brain — 
Heed  it  not,  father  ! 

Francesco.    Nay — but  I  must  heed  it. 
Maria.   Thou    miserable   man !    I   fear 
thee  not. 
Nor  prize  a  life  which    soon  may  weary 

me. 

Bear  witness,    Heav'n  !     I    neither    scorn 

nor  hate  him —  320 

But  O  !  'tis  wearisome  to  mourn  for  evils. 

Still  mourn,  and  have  no  power  to  remedy  ! 

\_Exit  Maria, 


Francesco.   My  lord  !  I  shall  presume  to 
wait  on  you 
To-morrow  early. 

Velez.  Be  it  so,  good  father  ! 

\^Exit  Francesco. 

Velez  (alone).   I  do  want  solace,  but  not 

such  as  thine  ! 

The  moon  is  high  in  heaven,  and  my  eyes 

ache, 
But  not  with  sleep.     Well — it  is  ever  so. 
A  child,  a  child  is  born  !  and  the  fond  heart 
Dances  !    and  yet  the  childless  are  most 
happy. 

[Scene  changes  to  the  mountains  by  moon- 
light. Alhadra  alone  in  a  Moorish 
dress,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  earth.  Then 
drop  in  one  after  another,  from  different 
parts  of  the  stage,  a  considerable  number 
of  Morescoes,  all  in  their  Moorish  gar- 
ments. They  form  a  circle  at  a  distance 
round  AlhadRA.  After  a  pause  one  of 
the  Morescoes  to  the  man  who  stands  next 
to  him. 


First   Moresco.    The   law  which  forced 

these  Christian  dresses  on  us,     330 

'Twere  pleasant  to  cleave  down  the  wretch 

who  framed  it. 

Second.  Yet  'tis  not  well  to  trample  on 

it  idly. 
First.   Our  country  robes  are  dear. 
Second.  And  like  dear  friends, 

May  chance  to    prove   most    perilous  in- 
formers. 

\A  thi}-d  Moresco,  NAOMI,  advances 
from  out  the  circle. 
Naomi.    Woman  !    may   Alia   and    the 
prophet  bless  thee  ! 
We  have  obey'd  thy  call.     Where  is  our 

chief? 
And  why  didst  thou  enjoin  the  Moorish 
garments  ? 
Alhadra  (lifting  up  her  eyes,  and  looking 
round  on  the  circle).   Warriors  of 
Mahomet,  faithful  in  the  battle. 
My  countrymen  !      Come  ye  prepared  to 

work 
An    honourable    deed?      And    would    ye 
work  it  340 

In    the   slave's    garb?      Curse    on    those 

Christian  robes  ! 
They  are  5;*^//- blasted  ;  and  whoever  wears 
them. 
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iis  arm  shrinks  wither'd,  his  heart  melts 

away, 
\nd  his  bones  soften  ! 
Naomi.  Where  is  Ferdinand  ? 

Alhadra    {in    a    deep  low  voice).     This 
night  I  went  from  forth  my  house, 
and  left 
iis  children  all  asleep ;  and  he  was  living  ! 
\nd    I    return' d,    and    found    them    still 

asleep — 
3ut  he  had  perish'd. 
All.  Perished? 

Alhadra.  He  had  perish'd  ! 

Sleep  on,  poor  babes  !  not  one  of  you  doth 
know  349 

That  he  is  fatherless,  a  desolate  orphan  ! 
iVhy  should  we  wake  them  ?     Can  an  in- 
fant's arm 
Revenge  his  murder  ? 
One  to  Another.   Did  she  say  his  murder? 
Naomi.   Murder'd?     Notmurder'd? 
Alhadra.  Murder'd  by  a  Christian  ! 

[  They  all,  at  once,  d7-aw  their  sabres. 
Alhadj-a  (to  Naomi,   who  on  being  ad- 
dressed   again    advances  from   the 
circle).     Brother    of    Zagri  !     fling 
away  thy  sword  : 
This  is  thy  chieftain's  ! 

[He  steps  forward  to  take  it. 
Dost  thou  dare  receive  it  ? 
For    I    have    sworn     by    Alia    and    the 

prophet, 
No  tear  shall  dim  these  eyes,  this  woman's 

heart 
Shall  heave  no  groan,  till  I  have  seen  that 

sword 

Wet  with   the  blood  of  all  the  house  of 
Velez  !  359 

Enter  Maurice. 
All.  A  spy  !  a  spy  ! 

[  They  seize  him. 
Maurice.   Off !  off !  unhand  me,  slaves  1 
\After  much  struggling  he    disen- 
gages himself  and   draws   his 
sword. 
Naomi  {to  Alhadra).    Speak  !   shall  we 

kill  him  ? 
Maurice.  Yes  1  ye  can  kill  a  man. 

Some  twenty  of  you  1     But  ye  are  Spanish 

slaves  ! 
And  slaves  are  always  cruel,  always  cow- 
ards. 
Alhadra.  That  man  has  spoken  truth. 
Whence  and  who  art  thou  ? 


Maurice.   I  seek  a  dear  friend,  whom  for 
aught  I  know 
The  son  of  Velez  hath  hired  one  of  you 
To  murder  !     Say,   do  ye  know  aught  of 
Albert  ? 
Alhad7-a{  sta  7- ting) .  Alb  er t  ? — three  years 
ago  I  heard  that  name 
Murmur'd    in  sleep  !      High-minded   for- 
eigner ! 
Mix   thy  revenge   with    mine,    and    stand 
among  us.  370 

[Maurice  stands  among  the  Morescoes. 
Alhadra.  Was  not  Osorio  my  husband's 

friend  ? 
Old  Man.    He  kill'd  my  son  in  battle ; 
yet  our  chieftain 
Forced  me  to  sheathe  my  dagger.     See — 

the  point 
Is  bright,  unrusted  with  the  villain's  blood  ! 
Alhadra.    He   is  your  chieftain's   mur- 
derer ! 
Naomi.  He  dies  by  Alia  ! 

All  {dropping  on  one  k7iee).         By  Alia  ! 
Alhadra.    This    night    a   reeking  slave 
came  with  loud  pant. 
Gave  Ferdinand  a  letter,  and  departed. 
Swift  as  he  came.    Pale,  with  unquiet  looks. 
He  read  the  scroll. 

Maurice.  Its  purport  ? 

Alhadra.  Yes,  I  ask'd  it. 

He    answer'd    me,    '  Alhadra !    thou    art 
worthy  380 

A  nobler  secret  ;  but  I  have  been  faithful 
To  this  bad  man,  and  faithful  I  will  be.' 
He  said,  and  arm'd  himself,  and  lit  a  torch  ; 
Then  kiss'd  his  children,  each  one  on  its 

pillow. 
And  hurried  from  me.      But  I  follow' d  him 
At  distance,  till  I  saw  him  enter  there. 
Naomi.   The  cavern  ? 
Alhadra.     Yes— the    mouth    of  yonder 
cavern. 
After  a  pause  I  saw  the  son  of  Velez 
Rush  by  with  flaring  torch  ;    he  likewise 

enter' d — 
There  was  another  and  a  longer  pause — 
And  once,  methought,  I  heard  the  clash  of 
swords,  391 

And  soon  the  son  of  Velez  reappear'd. 
He  flung  his  torch  towards  the  moon  in 

sport. 
And  seem'd  as  he  were  mirthful !     I  stood 

listening 
Impatient  for  the  footsteps  of  my  husband  ! 
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Maurice.    Thou  called' st  him? 
Alliadra.  I  crept  into  the  cavern  : 

'Twas  dark  and  very  silent. 

\Then  wildly. 
What  said'st  thou? 
No,  no  !  I  did  not  dare  call,  Ferdinand  ! 
Lest    I  should  hear  no  answer.     A  brief 

while. 
Belike,  I  lost  all  thought  and  memory     400 
Of  that   for    which    I   came !     After  that 
pause, 

0  God  !   I  heard  a  groan  ! — and  follow' d 

it. 
And  yet  another  groan — which  guided  me 
Into  a  strange  recess — and  there  was  light, 
A   hideous   light  !    his    torch    lay    on    the 

ground — 
Its  flame  burnt  dimly  o'er  a  chasm's  brink. 

1  spake — and  while  I  spake,  a  feeble  groan 
Came  from  that  chasm  !     It  was  his  last  ! 

his  death  groan  ! 
Maurice.    Comfort  her,  comfort  her.  Al- 
mighty Father !  409 
Alhadra.   I  stood  in  unimaginable  trance 

And  agony,  that  cannot  be  remember' d, 

Listening  with  horrid  hope  to  hear  a  groan  ! 

But  I  had  heard   his  last — my  husband's 
death-groan  ! 
Naomi.    Haste  !  let  us  go  ! 
Alhadra.  I  look'd  far  down  the  pit. 

My  sight  was  bounded  by  a  jutting  frag- 
ment. 

And  it  was  stain'd  with  blood  !     Then  first 
I  shriek' d  ! 

My  eyeballs  burnt  !  my  brain  grew  hot  as 
fire! 

And  all  the  hanging  drops  of  the  wet  roof 
.  Turn'd  into   blood.      I  saw  them  turn  to 
blood  !  419 

And  I  was  leaping  wildly  down  the  chasm 

When  on  the  further  brink  I  saw  his  sword, 

And  it  said.   Vengeance  !     Curses  on  my 
tongue  ! 

The  moon  hath  moved  in  heaven,  and  I 
am  here. 

And  he  hath   not  had  vengeance  !     Fer- 
dinand ! 

Spirit  of  Ferdinand  !  thy  murderer  lives  ! 

Away  !  away  ! 

\She  rushes  off,  all  following. 

END    OF    THE    FOURTH    ACT. 


ACT  THE   FIFTH 

Scene  the  First.  —  The  Sea  Shore. 

Naomi  and  a  Moresco. 

Moresco.   This  was  no  time  for  freaksj 

useless  vengeance. 
Naomi.     True  !     but     Francesco, 

Inquisitor, 
Thou  know'st  the  bloodhound —  twa 

strong  temptation. 
And  when  they  pass'd  within  a  mile  of  j 

house, 
We  could  not  curb  them  in.     They  swo 

by  Mahomet, 
It    were    a    deed    of    treachery   to    their 

brethren 
To   sail  from   Spain  and  leave  that  man 

alive. 
Moresco.   Where  is  Alhadra  ? 
Naomi.  She  moved  steadily  on 

Unswerving  from  the  path  of  her  resolve. 
Yet  each  strange  object  fix'd  her  eye  :  for 

grief  ] 

Doth  love  to  dally  with  fantastic  shapes, 
And  smiling,  like  a  sickley  moralist. 
Gives  some  resemblance  of  her  own  con- 
cerns 

To  the  straws  of  chance,  and  things  inani- 
mate. 
I    seek    her  here ;    stand   thou   upon   the 

watch.  \^Exit  Moresco. 

Naomi  {looking wistfully  to  the  distance). 

Stretch'd  on  the  rock  !     It  must  be 

she — Alhadra  ! 

[Alhadra  rises  from  the  rock,  and 

advances  slowly,  as  if  7nusing. 

Naomi.     Once   more,    well  met !    what 

ponder'st  thou  so  deeply  ? 
Alhad?-a.    I  scarce  can  tell  thee  !     For 

my  many  thoughts 
Troubled   me,   till  with  blank  and  naked 

mind 
I  only  listen'd  to  the  dashing  billows. 
It  seems  to  me,   I   could  have  closed  iny 

eyes 
And  wak'd  without  a  dream  of  what  has 

pass'd  ; 
So  well  it  counterfeited  quietness. 
This  wearied  heart  of  mine  ! 

Naojni.  'Tis  thus  by  naturC' 

Wisely  ordain' d,  that  so  excess  of  sorrow 
Might  bring  its  own  cure  with  it. 
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Alhadra.  Would  to  Heaven 

That  it  had  brought   its  last   and  certain 

cure  ! 
That  ruin  in  the  wood. 

Naomi.  It  is  a  place 

3f  ominous  fame  ;  but  'twas  the  shortest 

road, 
\'or  could  we  else  have  kept  clear  of  the 

village.  30 

I'et  some  among  us,    as  they  scal'd  the 

wall, 
Vlutter'd  old  rhyming  prayers. 

Alhadra.  On  that  broad  wall 

[  saw  a  skull ;  a  poppy  grew  beside  it, 
There  was  a  ghastly  solace  in  the  sight  ! 
Naomi.    I  mark'd   it   not,   and  in  good 

truth  the  night-bird 
urdled  my  blood,  even  till  it  prick'd  the 

heart, 
[ts  note  comes  dreariest  in  the  fall  of  the 

year  : 

\Looking  round  impatiently. 
Why  don't  they  come  ?    I  will  go  forth  and 

meet  them.  \Exit  Naomi. 

Alhadra  [alone).    The  hanging  woods, 

that  touch' d  by  autumn  seem'd 
\s  they  were  blossoming  hues  of  fire  and 

gold,  40 

The  hanging  woods,  most  lovely  in  decay, 
The  many  clouds,   the  sea,   the  rock,   the 

sands. 
Lay   in   the   silent   moonshine ;    and    the 

owl. 
Strange  !    very  strange  !)  the  scritch  owl 

only  wak'd, 
sole  voice,   sole  eye  of  all  that  world  of 

beauty  ! 
WTiy  such  a  thing  am  I  !    Where  are  these 

men? 

I  need  the  sympathy  of  human  faces 
To  beat  away  this  deep  contempt  for  all 

things 
Which   quenches    my   revenge.       Oh  !  — 

would  to  Alia  49 

The  raven  and  the  sea-mew  were  appointed 
To  bring  me  food,  or  rather  that  my  soul 
Could  drink  in  life  from  the  universal  air  ! 
It  were  a  lot  divine  in  some  small  skiff, 
Along  some  ocean's  boundless  solitude. 
To  float  for  ever  with  a  careless  course. 
And  think  myself  the  only  being  alive  ! 

[Naomi  re-enters. 

Naomi.   Thy  children 

Alhadra.   Children?     IF/eoj^  children? 


\A  fause — then  fiercely. 
Son  of  Velez, 
This  hath    new-strung   my    arm  !      Thou 
■  coward  tyrant,  59 

To  stupify  a  woman's  heart  with  anguish, 
Till  she  forgot  even  that  she  was  a  mother  ! 
\A     noise  —  enter   a    part    of   the 
Morescoes  ;     and    from      the 
opposite   side    of    the    stage    a 
Moorish  Seaman. 
Moorish  Seaman.   The    boat   is   on   the 
shore,  the  vessel  waits. 
Your  wives  and  children  are  already  stow'd ; 
I  left  them  prattling  of  the  Barbary  coast. 
Of  Mosks,     and    minarets,     and'  golden 

crescents. 
Each  had  her  separate    dream ;    but   all 

were  gay. 
Dancing,    in    thought,     to    finger -beaten 
timbrels  ! 

[Enter   MAURICE    and  the  7-est  of 
the    Morescoes     dragging     in 
Francesco. 
Francesco.   O  spaj-e  me,  spare  me  !  only 

spare  my  life  ! 
An   Old  Man.   All    hail,    Alhadra  !     O 
that  thou  hadst  heard  him  69 

When  first  we  dragg'd  him  forth  ! 

\llien  tt/rning  to  the  band. 

Here  !  in  her  presence 

\_He  advances  with  his  sword  as 
about  to  hill  him.  Maurice 
leaps  in  and  stands  with  his 
drawn  sword  betzveen  FRAN- 
CESCO and  the  Morescoes. 
Maurice.  Nay,  but  ye  shall  not ! 

Old  Man.     Shall  not  ?      Hah  ?      Shall 

not? 
Maurice.  What,  an  unarm'd  man? 

A   man    that    never   wore    a    sword?      A 

priest  ? 
It  is  unsoldierly  !      I  say,  ye  shall  not ! 
Old  Man   [turning  to   the   bands).    He 
bears  himself  most  like  an  insolent 
Spaniard  ! 
Maurice.    And  ye  like  slaves,  that  have 
destroy'd  their  master, 
But   know  not  yet  what  freedom  means  ; 

how  holy 
And  just  a  thing  it  is  !      He's  a  fall'n  foe  ! 
Come,  come,  forgive  him  ! 

All.  No,  by  Mahomet  ! 

Francesco.     O  mercy,    mercy !    talk    to 
them  of  mercy  !  80 
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Old  Man.    Mercy  to  thee  !     No,  no,  by- 
Mahomet  ! 
Maurice.    Nay,  Mahomet  taught  mercy 
and  forgiveness. 
I  am  sure  he  did  ! 

Old  Maji.    Ha  !       Ha  !       Forgiveness  ! 

Mercy  ! 
Maurice.   If  he  did  not,  he  needs  it  for 

himself ! 
Alhadra.   Blaspheming  fool  !  the  law  of 
Mahomet 
Was  given  by  him,   who  framed  the  soul 

of  man. 
This  the  best   proof — it  fits   the   soul    of 

man  ! 
Ambition,  glory,  thirst  of  enterprize, 
The    deep     and     stubborn     purpose     of 
revenge,  89 

With  all  the  boiling  revelries  of  pleasure — 
These  grow  in   the  heart,  yea,  intertwine 

their  roots 
With  its  minutest  fibres  !     And  that  Being 
Who  made  us,   laughs  to  scorn  the  lying 

faith, 
Whose  puny  precepts,  like  a  wall  of  sand. 
Would  stem   the  full   tide  of  predestined 
Nature  ! 
Naomi    [zvho   turns    toward    Francesco 

with  his  sword).   Speak  ! 
All  [to  Alhadra).  Speak  ! 

Alhadra.   Is  the  murderer  of  your  chief- 
tain dead? 
Now    as   God   liveth,    who    hath    suffer'd 

him 
To  make  my  children  orphans,  none  shall 

die 
Till  I  have  seen  his  blood  ! 

Off  with  him  to  the  vessel ! 

[A  part   of  the   Morescoes   hurry 

him  off. 

Alhadra.    The   Tyger,    that    with    un- 

quench'd  cruelty,  100 

Still  thirsts  for  blood,  leaps  on  the  hunter's 

spear 
With  prodigal  courage.     'Tis  not  so  with 
man. 
Maurice.     It  is  not  so,  remember  that, 
my  friends  ! 
Cowards  are  cruel,  and  the  cruel  cowards. 
Alhadra.   Scatter  yourselves,   take  each 
a  separate  way. 
And   move   in   silence    to    the    house    of 
Velez.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene. — A  Dungeon. 

Albert  [alone)  rises  slowly  from  a  bed 
of  reeds. 

Albert.   And  this   place  my  forefathers 

made  for  men  ! 
This  is  the  process  of  our  love  and  wisdom 
To  each  poor  brother  who  offends  against 

us — 
Most    innocent,    perhaps  —  and    what    if 

guilty?  no 

Is  this  the  only  cure  ?     Merciful  God  ! 
Each    pore  and   natiual    outlet   shriveU'd 

up 
By  ignorance  and  parching  poverty. 
His  energies  roll  back  upon  his  heart 
And  stagnate  and  corrupt  till  changed  to 

poison, 
They  break  out  on  him  like  a  loathsome 

plague-spot  ! 
Then  we   call  in  our   pamper'd   mounte- 
banks— 
And  this  is  their  best  cure  !  uncomforted 
And     friendless    solitude,     groaning    and 

tears. 
And  savage  faces  at  the  clanking  hour 
Seen    thro'    the  steaming  vapours   of  his 

dungeon  121 

By  the   lamp's    dismal   twilight !      So  he 

lies 
Circled  with  evil,  till  his  very  soul 
Unmoulds  its  essence,  hopelessly  deform'd 
By  sights  of  ever  more  deformity  ! 
With  other  ministrations  thou,  O  Nature ! 
Healest   thy  wandering   and    distemper'd 

child  : 
Thou  pourest  on  him  thy  soft  influences. 
Thy  sunny  hues,  fair  forms,  and  breathing 

sweets. 
Thy  melodies  of  woods,  and  winds,  and 

waters, 
Till  he  relent,  and  can  no  more  endure 
To  be  a  jarring  and  a  dissonant  thin: 
Amid  this  general  dance  and  minstrelsy 
But  bursting  into  tears  wins  back  his  wi 
His  angry  spirit  heal'd  and  harmoniz'd 
By  the  benignant  touch  of  love  and  beaul 

[yi    noise  at  the  dicngeon-door. 

opens,  and  OSORIO  enters  with 
a  goblet  in  his  hand. 

1  The  above  soliloquy  was  published  in  the 
Lyrical  Ballads  (1798,  pp.  139,  140),  under  the 
title  of  The  Dungeon.     Vide  p.  85. 
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Osorio.   Hail,    potent  wizard  !      In    my 

gayer  mood 
pour'd  forth  a  libation  to  old  Pluto  ; 
ind  as  I  brimm'd  the  bowl,  I  thought  of 

thee  ! 
Albert   [in    a     low   voice).    I    have    not 

summon'd  up  my  heart  to  give    140 
"hat  pang,  which  I  must  give  thee,  son  of 

Velez  ! 
Osorio  [with  affected  levity).   Thou  hast 

conspired     against     my    life     and 

honour, 
iast  trick'd  me  foully  ;    yet   I  hate  thee 

not  ! 
Vhy  should  I  hate  thee  ?    This  same  world 

of  ours^ 
t  is  a  puddle  in  a  storm  of  rain, 
\.nd  we  the  air-bladders,  that  course  up  and 

down, 
\.tA  joust  and  tilt  in  merry  tournament, 
^nd  when  one  bubble  runs  foul  of  another, 
[  Waving  his  hand  at  Albert. 
The  lesser  must  needs  break  ! 

Albert.  I  see  thy  heart ! 

There  is  a  frightful  glitter  in  thine  eye, 
iVhich    doth    betray    thee.       Crazy -con- 

scienc'd  man,  151 

This  is  the  gaiety  of  drunken  anguish, 
vVhich  fain  would  scoff  away  the  pang  of 

guilt, 
\nd  quell  each  human  feeling  ! 

Osorio.  Feeling  !  feeling  ! 

The  death  of  a  man — the  breaking  of  a 

bubble. 
Tis  true,  I  cannot  sob  for  such  misfortunes  ! 
But  faintness,  cold,  and  hunger — curses  on 

me 
If  willingly  I  e'er  inflicted  them  ! 
jCome,  share  the  beverage — this  chill  place 
j  demands  it. 

[Friendship  and  wine  ! 

[Osorio  proffers  hitii  the  goblet. 
Albert.  Yon  insect  on  the  wall. 

Which  moves  this  way  and  that  its  hun- 
dred legs,  161 
Were  it  a  toy  of  mere  mechanic  craft, 
It  were  an  infinitely  curious  thing  ! 
But  it  has  life,  Osorio  !  life  and  thought ; 
And  by  the  power  of  its  miraculous  will 
Wields  all  the  complex  movements  of  its 

frame 
Unerringly,  to  pleasurable  ends  I 
iSaw  I  that  insect  on  this  goblet's  brink, 
;I  would  remove  it  with  an  eager  terror. 


Osorio.   What  meanest  thou  ? 

Albert.  There's  poison  in  the  wine. 

Osorio.   Thou  hast  guess'd  well.     There's 

poison  in  the  wine.  171 

Shall  we  throw  dice,  which  of  us  two  shall 

drink  it  ? 
For  one  of  us  must  die  ! 

Albert.         Whom  dost  thou  think  me? 
Osorio.     The    accomplice     and    sworn 

friend  of  Ferdinand. 
Albert.  Ferdinand  !    Ferdinand  !    'tis  a 

name  I  know  not. 
Osorio.     Good !    good  !     that    lie !     by 
Heaven  !  it  has  restor'd  me. 
Now  I  am  thy  master  !     Villain,  thou  shalt 

drink  it, 
Or  die  a  bitterer  death. 

Albert.  What  strange  solution 

Hast  thou  found  out  to  satisfy  thy  fears, 
And  drug  them  to  unnatural  sleep  ? 

[Albert  takes  the  goblet,  and  with 

a  sigh  throws  it  on  the  ground. 

My  master  !     180 

Osorio.  Thou  mountebank  ! 

Albert.  Mountebank  and  villain  ! 

What  then  art  thou  ?     For  shame,  put  up 

thy  sword  ! 
What  boots  a  weapon  in  a  wither'd  arm  ? 
I    fix    mine    eye    upon    thee,    and    thou 

tremblest  ! 
I  speak — and  fear  and  wonder  crush  thy 

rage. 
And  turn  it  to  a  motionless  distraction  ! 
Thou  blind  self- worshipper  !  thy  pride,  thy 

cunning. 
Thy  faith  in  universal  villainy, 
Thy  shallow  sophisms,  thy  pretended  scorn 
For    all   thy   human   brethren — out    upon 
them !  190 

What  have    they    done   for    thee?     Have 

they  given  thee  peace? 
Cured  thee  of  starting  in  thy  sleep?  or  made 
The  darkness  pleasant,  when  thou  wakest 

at  midnight? 
Art  happy  when  alone  ?  canst  walk  by  thy- 
self 
With  even  step,  and  quiet  cheerfulness  ? 
Yet,  yet  thou  mayst  be  saved. 

Osorio  (stupidly  reiterating  the   word). 

Saved  ?  saved  ? 
Albert.  One  pang — 

Could  I  call  up  one  pang  of  true  remorse  ! 
Osorio,   He  told  me  of  the  babe,    that 
prattled  to  him, 
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His  fatherless  little  ones  !     Remorse  !  re- 
morse ! 
Where    gott'st    thou    that    fool's    word? 

Curse  on  remorse  !  200 

Can  it  give  up  the  dead,  or  recompact 
A   mangled    body — -mangled,    dash'd    to 

atoms  ! 
Not  all  the  blessings  of  an  host  of  angels 
Can«blow  away  a  desolate  widow's  curse ; 
And  tho'  thou  spill  thy  heart's   blood  for 

atonement, 
It  will  not  weigh  against  an  orphan's  tear. 
Albert  (almost  overcoine  by  his  feelings). 

But  Albert 

Osorio.   Ha  !  it  chokes  thee  in  the  throat, 
Even  thee  !  and  yet,  I  pray  thee,  speak  it 

out.  208 

Still  Albert !  Albert !  Howl  it  in  mine  ear ! 
Heap  it,  like  coals  of  fire,  upon  my  heart ! 
And  shoot  it  hissing  through  my  brain  ! 

Albert.  Alas^ 

That  day,  when  thou  didst  leap  from  off 

the  rock 
Into   the  waves,  and  grasp' d   thy  sinking 

brother. 
And  bore  him  to  the  strand,  then,  son  of 

Velez  ! 
How  sweet  and  musical  the  name  of  Albert ! 
Then,  then,  Osorio  !  he  was  dear  to  thee. 
And  thou  wert  dear  to  him.      Heaven  only 

knows 
How  very  dear  thou  wert !      Why  didst 

thou  hate  him  ? 

0  Heaven  !  how  he  would  fall  upon  thy 

neck,  219 

And  weep  forgiveness  ! 

Osorio.  Spirit  of  the  dead  ! 

Methinks  I  know  thee  !     Ha  ! — my  brain 

turns  wild 
At   its    own    dreams — off — off,   fantastic 
shadow  ! 
Albert  {seising  his  ha7id).   I  fain  would 

tell  thee  what  I  am,  but  dare  not ! 
Osorio    {retiring    from     hitn).     Cheat, 
villain,  traitor  !  whatsoe'er  thou  be 

1  fear  thee,  man  ! 

\^He  starts,  and  sta?ids  in  the  attitude 
of  listening. 
And  is  this  too  my  madness  ? 
Albert.   It  is  the  step  of  one  that  treads 
in  fear 
Seeking  to  cheat  the  echo. 

Osorio.  It  approaches — 

This  nook  shall  hide  me. 


[Maria  enters  from  a  plank  -which 
slips  to  and  fro. 
Maria.  I  have  put  aside 

The  customs  and  the  terrors  of  a  woman, 
To  work  out  thy  escape.     Stranger  !  be- 
gone, 230 
And   only  tell   me  what   thou  know'st  of 
Albert. 

[Albert  takes  her  portrait  fivm  his 
neck,  and  gives  it  her  with  un- 
utterable tenderness. 
Albert.,  Maria  1  my  Maria  ! 
Maria.  Do  not  mock  me. 

This  is  my  face — and  thou — ha  !  who  art 

thou? 
Nay,  I  will  call  thee  Albert ! 

\She  falls  tipon  his  neck.  OsORio 
leaps  out  from  the  nook  iinth 
frantic  wildness,  and  rushes 
towards  Albert  with  his 
sword.  Maria  gazes  at  him, 
as  one  helpless  with  terror,  thin 
leaves  Albert,  and  flings  her- 
self upon  Osorio,  arresting  his 
arm. 
Maria.  Madman,  stop  ! 

Albert   (with    majesty   and   tenderness]. 
Does    then   this    thin    disguise  im- 
penetrably 
Hide  Albert  from  thee  ?     Toil  and  painful 

wounds. 
And  long  imprisonment  in  unwholesome 

dungeons, 
Have  marr'd  perhaps  all  trace  and  linea- 
ment 
Of  what    I    was !      But    chiefly,    chiefly, 
brother !  239 

My  anguish  for  thy  guilt.  Spotless  Maria, 
I  thought  thee  guilty  too  !  Osorio,  brother! 
Nay,  nay,  thou  shall  embrace  me  ! 

Osorio    [drawing   back    and    gazing  ai 
A  Ibert  with  a  countenance  express- 
ive at  once   of  awe    and    terror). 
Touch  me  not  ! 
Touch  not  pollution,  Albert ! — I  will  die  ! 
\He  attempts  to  fall  on  his  sword. 
Albert  and  Maria  struggle 
with  him. 
Albert.  We  will  invent  some  tale  to  save 
your  honor. 
Live,  live,  Osorio  ! 

Maria.  You  may  yet  be  happy. 

Osorio  {lookitig  at  A/aria).   O  horror! 

Not  a  thousand  years  in  heaven 
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)uld  recompose  this  miserable  heart, 

■  make  it  capable  of  one  brief  joy. 

ve  !  live  ! — why   yes  !      'Twere   well   to 

live  with  you — 
jr  is  it  fit  a  villain  should  be  proud  ?  250 
y    brother  !     I    will    kneel    to    you,    my 
brother  ! 
{Throws  himself  at  Al,BKB.T'  S  feet. 
jrgive  me,  Albert  ! — Curse  me  with  for- 
giveness ! 
Albert.   Call  back  thy  soul,  my  brother  ! 

and  look  round  thee, 
ow  is  the  time  for  greatness.     Think  that 

Heaven 

Maria.   O  mark  his  eye  !  he  hears  not 

\\hat  you  say. 
Osorio  (pointing  at  vacancy).   Yes,  mark 

his  eye  !  there's  fascination  in  it. 
hou   said'st   thou    didst   not  know  him. 

That  is  he ! 
e  comes  upon  me  ! 
Albert  (lifting  his  eye  to  heaven).    Heal, 

O  heal  him,  Heaven  ! 
Osorio^   Nearer    and    nearer  !      And    I 

cannot  stir  ! 
/ill  no  one  hear  these  stifled  groans,  and 
wake  me  ?  260 

!e  would  have  died  to  save   me,  and  I 

kiiyd  him— 
husband  and  a  father  ! 
Maria.  Some  secret  poison 

iriiiks  up  his  spirit  ! 

I  Osorio  (fiercely  recollecting  himself ).  Let 
,  the  eternal  Justice 

Irepare   ray   punishment    in    the    obscure 
I  world. 

iwill  not  bear  to  live — to  live  !   O  agony  ! 
i.nd  be   myself  alone,  my  own    sore  tor- 
ment ! 

\The  doors  of  the  dungeon  are  burst 

open  with  a  crash.     Alhadra, 

TvlAURiCE,    and    the    band   of 

Morescoes  enter. 

Alhadra  (pointing  at  Oso?-io).    Seize  first 

that  man  ! 

[  The  Moors  press  round. 
Albert  (rushing  in  among  them).    Draw 
thy  sword,    Maurice  !    and  defend 
my  brother. 

\A  scuffle,  during  which  they  dis- 
arm Maurice. 
Osorio.     Off,    ruffians  !       I    have    flung 
away  my  sword. 
"Vonian,  my  life  is  thine  !  to  thee  I  give  it. 


Off !  he  that  touches  me  with  his  hand  of 

flesh,  271 

I'll  rend  his  limbs  asunder !  I  have  strength 

With  this   bare    arm   to    scatter  you   like 

ashes  ! 

Alhadra.    My  husband 

Osorio.  Yes!  I  murder'd  him  most  foully. 
Albert  (throws  himself  on  the  earth).   O 

horrible  ! 
Alhadra.     Why    didst    thou    leave    his 
children  ? 
Demon  !  thou  shouldst  have  sent  thy  dogs 

of  hell 
To  lap  their  blood.      Then,  then,  I  might 

have  harden 'd 
My  soul  in  misery,  and  have  had  comfort. 
I  would  have  stood  far  off,  quiet  tho'  dark. 
And  bade    the    race    of  men    raise  up    a 
mourning  280 

For  the  deep  horror  of  a  desolation 
Too  great  to  be  one  soul's  particular  lot ! 
Brother  of  Zagri  !  let  me  lean  upon  thee. 

\Struggling  to  stippress  her  anguish. 
The  time  is    not   yet    come  for  woman's 

anguish — 
I   have  not  seen   his  blood.       Within   an 

hour 
Those  little   ones  will  crowd   around  and 

ask  me. 
Where  is  our  father  ? 

{^Looks  at  Osorio. 
I  shall  curse  thee  then  ! 
Wert    thou   in    heaven,    my    curse   would 
pluck  thee  thence. 
Maria.   See — see  !   he  doth  repent.       I 
kneel  to  thee. 
Be  merciful  ! 

[Maria  kneels  to  her.     Alhadra 

regards  her  face  wistfully. 

Alhadra.  Thou  art  young  and  innocent ; 

'Twere  merciful  to  kill  thee  !     Yet  I  will 

not.  291 

And  for  thy  sake  none  of  this  house  shall 

perish, 
Save  only  he. 

Maria.  That  aged  man,  his  father  ! 

Alhadra  (sternly).   Why  had  he  such  a 
son? 

[  The  Moors  press  on. 
Maria    [still  kneeliitg,   and   wild   with 
affright).  Yet  spare  his  life  ! 

They  must  not  murder  him  ! 

Alhadra.  And  is  it  then 

An  enviable  lot  to  waste  away 
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With  inward  wounds,  and  like  the  spirit  of 

chaos 
To  wander  on  disquietly  thro'  the  earth, 
Cursing   all    lovely    things?     to    let    him 

live — 
It  were  a  deep  revenge  ! 

All  the  band  cry  out — No  mercy  !    no 
mercy  !  300 

[Naomi    advances  with  the  sword 
towards  OSORIO. 
Alhadra.    Nay,  bear  him  forth !     Why 
should  this  innocent  maid 
Behold  the  ugliness  of  death  ? 

Osorio  (with  great  majesty).   O  woman  ! 
I  have   stood   silent   like  a  slave  ^   before 

thee, 
That  I  might  taste  the  wormwood  and  the 

gall, 
And  satiate  this  self-accusing  spirit 
With  bitterer  agonies  than  death  can  give. 
[  The  Moors  gather  round  him  in  a 
crowd,  and.pass  off  the  stage. 

1  In  MS.  II.  '  worm '  has  the  place  of  '  slave,' 
vtfhich  is  the  word  in  MS.  I. — Ed. 


Alhadra.   I  thank  thee,   Heaven ! 

hast  ordain' d  it  wisely. 
That  still  extremes  bring  their  own 

That  point 
In    misery   which    makes    the    oppn 

man 
Regardless  of  his  own  life,  makes  him  too 
Lord    of    the    oppressor's.       Knew    I  a: 

hundred  men  31 

Despairing,  but  not  palsied  by  despair. 
This  arm  should  shake  the  kingdoms  c 

this  world  ; 
The  deep  foundations  of  iniquity 
Should    sink   away,    earth   groaning  froE 

beneath  them  ; 
The  strongholds  of  the  cruel  men  shouli 

fall. 
Their  temples  and  their  mountainous  tower 

should  fall ; 
Till  desolation  seem'd  a  beautiful  thing, 
And  all  that  were  and  had  the  spirit  of  lif 
Sang  a  new  song  to  him  who  had  gon 

forth  3a 

Conquering  and  still  to  conquer  ! 
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THE  RIME  OF  THE  ANCIENT 
MARINER 

AS  IT  FIRST  APPEARED  IN  THE  LYRICAL 
BALLADS,  1798 — WITH  THE  CHANGES 
MADE  IN  THE  SECOND  EDITION  (1800) 
SHEWN   IN  THE  FOOT-NOTES. 

[The  poem  was  greatly  altered  on  its  reappear- 
ance in  1800.  The  title  was  changed  to  '  The 
Ancient  Mariner,  A  Poet's  Reverie';  and 
the  '  Argument '  to  the  following  : — 

'  How  a  Ship  having  first  sailed  to  the 
Equator,  was  driven  by  Storms,  to  the  cold 
Country  towards  the  South  Pole  ;  how  the 
Ancient  Mariner,  cruelly,  and  in  contempt  of 
the  laws  of  hospitality,  killed  a  Sea-bird  ; 
and  how  he  was  followed  by  many  strange 
Judgements  ;  and  in  what  manner  he  came 
back  to  his  own  Country.' 


Most  of  the  extreme  archaisms  (spelling,  wordi 
and  phrases)  disappeared:  'Ancyent  'became  ^An 
cient' ;  ' ne  breath,  ne  motion'  (line  112)  becam 
'  nor  breath,  nor  motion ' ;  '  luithoutcn.  wind 
withouten  tide '  (line  i5i)  became  '  without 
breeze,  without  a  tide ' ;  and  so  on.  But  th 
revision  e.xtended  far  beyond  these  details, 
will  be  found  interesting  to  observe  the  more 
portant  changes  made  in  the  text  as  given  1 
in  the  foot-notes. — Ed.] 

THE  RIME  OF  THE  ANCYEN1 

MARINERS 

IN  SEVEN  PARTS 

ARGUMENT 

How  a  Ship  having  passed  the  Line  was  drive 
by  Storms  to  the  cold  Country  towards  the  Sout 
Pole  ;  and  how  from  thence  she  made  her  coUISi 
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o  the  Tropical  Latitude  of  the  Great  Pacific 
)cean  ;  and  of  the  strange  things  that  befell ; 
,nd  in  what  manner  the  Ancyent  Marinere  came 
lack  to  his  own  Country. 


t  IS  an  ancyent  Marinere, 
And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three  : 
By  thy  long  grey  beard  and  thy  glittering 
eye 
'  Now  wherefore  stoppest  me  ? 

The  Bridegroom's  doors  are  open'd  wide, 

And  I  am  next  of  kin  ; 
'The  Guests  are  met,  the  Feast  is  set, — 
'  May' St  hear  the  merry  din. 

But  Still  he  holds  the  wedding-guest — 
There  was  a  Ship,  quoth  he —  10 

Nay,  if  thou'st  got  a  laughsome  tale, 
'  Marinere  !  come  with  me.' 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand, 
Quoth  he,  there  was  a  Ship — 

Now  get    thee  hence,    thou    grey -beard 

Loon  ! 
Or  my  Staff  shall  make  thee  skip. 

le  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye — 

The  wedding  guest  stood  still 
^nd  listens  like  a  three  year's  child  ; 

The  Marinere  hath  his  will.  20 

The  wedding-guest  sate  on  a  stone, 

He  cannot  chuse  but  hear  ; 
\nd  thus  spake  on  that  ancyent  man. 

The  bright-eyed  Marinere. 

The     Ship    was    cheer'd,     the     Harbour 
clear' d — • 

Merrily  did  we  drop 
Below  the  Kirk,  below  the  Hill, 

Below  the  Light-house  top. 

[The  Sun  came  up  upon  the  left. 

Out  of  the  Sea  came  he  :  30 

\nd  he  shone  bright,  and  on  the  right 

Went  down  into  the  Sea. 

Higher  and  higher  every  day. 

Till  over  the  mast  at  noon — - 
The  wedding-guest  here  beat  his  breast. 

For  he  heard  the  loud  bassoon. 

The  Bride  hath  pac'd  into  the  Hall, 
Red  as  a  rose  is  she  ; 


Nodding  their  heads  before  her  goes 

The  merry  Minstralsy.  40 

The  wedding-guest  he  beat  his  breast, 
Yet  he  cannot  chuse  but  hear  : 

And  thus  spake  on  that  ancyent  Man, 
The  bright-eyed  Marinere. 

Listen,  Stranger  !  Storm  and  Wind,^ 
A  Wind  and  Tempest  strong  ! 

For  days  and  weeks  it  play'd  us  freaks — ■ 
Like  Chaff  we  drove  along. 

Listen,  Stranger  !     Mist  and  Snow, 

And  it  grew  wond'rous  cauld  :  50 

And  Ice  mast-high  came  floating  by 
As  green  as  Emerauld. 

And  through  the  drifts  the  snowy  clifts 

Did  send  a  dismal  sheen  ; 
Ne  shapes  of  men  ne  beasts  we  ken — 

The  Ice  was  all  between. 

The  Ice  was  here,  the  Ice  was  there, 

The  Ice  was  all  around  : 
It   crack'd   and   growl'd,    and   roar'd   and 
howl'd — ■ 

Like  noises  of  a  swound."  60 

At  length  did  cross  an  Albatross, 

Thorough  the  Fog  it  came  ; 
And  an  it  were  a  Christian  soul, 

We  hail'd  it  in  God's  name. 

The  Marineres  gave  it  biscuit-worms. 
And  round  and  round  it  flew  : 

The  Ice  did  split  with  a  Thunder-fit, 
The  Helmsman  steer'd  us  thro'. 

And  a  good  south-wind  sprung  up  behind. 
The  Albatross  did  follow  ;  70 

And  every  day  for  food  or  play. 
Came  to  the  Marinere's  hollo  ! 


1  11.  45-50. 

But  now  the  Northwind  came  more  fierce, 

There  came  a  Tempest  strong  ! 
And  Southward  still  for  days  and  weeks 
Like  chafF  we  drove  along. 

And  now  there  came  both  Mist  and  Snow 
And  it  grew  wondrous  cold  ; 

"  1.  60.         A  wild  and  ceaseless  sound. 
(This  text  of  1798  was  afterwards  restored.) 
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In  mist  or  cloud  on  mast  or  shroud, 

It  perch'd  for  vespers  nine, 
Whiles  all  the  night  thro'  fog  smoke-white,  ^ 

Glimmer'd  the  white  moon-shine.' 

'  God  save  thee,  ancyent  Marinere  ! 

'  From  the  fiends  that  plague  thee  thus — 
'Why  look'st  thou  so?' — with  my  cross 
bow 

I  shot  the  Albatross.  80 


The  Sun  came  up  upon  the  right. 

Out  of  the  Sea  came  he  ; 
And  broad  as  a  weft  upon  the  left 

Went  down  into  the  Sea. 

And  the  good  south  wind  still  blew  behind. 

But  no  sweet  Bird  did  follow 
Ne  any  day  for  food  or  play 

Came  to  the  Marinere's  hollo  ! 


And  I  had  done  an  hellish  thing 
And  it  would  work  'em  woe  : 

For  all  averr'd  I  had  kill'd  the  Bird 
That  made  the  Breeze  to  blow. 


90 


Ne  dim  ne  red,  like  God's  own  head, 

The  glorious  Sun  uprist  ; 
Then  all  averr'd  I  had  kill'd  the  Bird 

That  brought  the  fog  and  mist. 
'Twas  right,  said  they,  such  birds  to  slay 

That  bring  the  fog  and  mist. 

The  breezes  blew,  the  white  foam  flew. 
The  furrow  follow' d  free  :  100 

We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 
Into  that  silent  Sea. 

Down   dropt   the  breeze,   the  Sails   dropt 
down, 

'Twas  sad  as  sad  could  be 
And  we  did  speak  only  to  break 

The  silence  of  the  Sea. 

All  in  a  hot  and  copper  sky 

The  bloody  sun  at  noon, 
Right  up  above  the  mast  did  stand. 

No  bigger  than  the  moon.  no 


'   Corrected 
white.' 


the    Errata    to    '  fog-smoke 


Day  after  day,  day  after  day. 
We  stuck,  ne  breath  ne  motion. 

As  idle  as  a  painted  Ship 
Upon  a  painted  Ocean. 

Water,  water,  every  where, 

And  all  the  boards  did  shrink  ; 

Water,  water,  everywhere, 
Ne  any  drop  to  drink. 

The  very  deeps  did  rot :  O  Christ ! 

That  ever  this  should  be  ! 
Yea,  slimy  things  did  crawl  with  legs 

Upon  the  slimy  Sea. 

About,  about,  in  reel  and  rout, 
The  Death-fires  danc'd  at  night ; 

The  water,  like  a  witch's  oils, 
Burnt  green  and  blue  and  white. 

And  some  in  dreams  assured  were 
Of  the  Spirit  that  plagued  us  so  ; 

Nine  fathom  deep  he  had  follow'd  us 
From  the  Land  of  Mist  and  Snow. 

And  every  tongue  thro'  utter  drouth 
Was  wither'd  at  the  root ; 

We  could  not  speak  no  more  than  if 
We  had  been  choked  with  soot. 

Ah  !  wel-a-day  !  what  evil  looks 
Had  I  from  old  and  young  ; 

Instead  of  the  Cross  the  Albatross 
About  my  neck  was  hung. 


I  saw  a  something  in  the  Sky,^ 

No  bigger  than  my  fist  ; 
At  first  it  seem'd  a  little  speck 

And  then  it  seem'd  a  mist : 
It  mov'd  and  mov'd,  and  took  at  last 

A  certain  shape,  I  wist. 

A  speck,  a  mist,  a  shape,  I  wist  ! 

And  still  it  ner'd  and  nor'd  ; 
And,  an  it  dodg'd  a  water-sprite, 

It  plung'd,  and  tack'd,  and  veer'd. 

1  II.  139,  140. 

So  past  a  weary  time  ;  each  throat 

Was  parch'd  and  glaz'd  each  eye, 
When,  looking  westward,  I  beheld 

A  something  in  the  sky. 
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With    throat    unslack'd,    with   black   lips 
bak'd 
Ne  could  we  laugh,  ne  wail  :  150 

Then  while  thro'   drouth,    all  dumb  they 

stood 
I  bit  my  arm  and  suck'd  the  blood 
And  cry'd,  A  sail  !  a  sail ! 

With    throat    unslack'd,    with   black   lips 
bak'd. 

Agape  they  hear'd  me  call  ; 
Gramercy  !  they  for  joy  did  grin 
And  all  at  once  their  breath  drew  in 

As  they  were  drinking  all. 


She  doth  not  tack  from  side  to  side- 
Hither  to  work  us  weal 

Withouten  wind,  withouten  tide, 
She  steddies  with  upright  keel. 


160 


The  western  wave  was  all  a  flame, 

The  day  was  well  nigh  done ! 
Almost  upon  the  western  wave 

Rested  the  broad  bright  Sun  ; 
When  that  strange  shape  drove  suddenly 

Betwixt  us  and  the  Sun. 

And  strait  the  Sun  was  fleck'd  with  bars 
(Heaven's  mother  send  us  grace)        170 

As  if  thro'  a  dungeon  grate  he  peer'd 
With  broad  and  burning  face. 

Alas  !  (thought  I,  and  my  heart  beat  loud) 
How  fast  she  neres  and  neres  ! 

Are  those  her  Sails  that  glance  in  the  Sun 
Like  restless  gossameres  ? 

Are  those  her  naked  ribs,  which  fleck' d^ 
The  sun  that  did  behind  them  peer  ? 

And  are  those  two  all,  all  the  crew, 

That  woman  and  herfleshlessPheere?  180 

His  bones  were  black  with  many  a  crack. 

All  black  and  bare,  I  ween  ; 
Jet-black  and  bare,  save  where  with  rust 
Of  mouldy  damps  and  charnel  crust 

They're  patch'd  with  purple  and  green. 

1  11.  177-180. 

Are  those  her  Ribs,  thro'  which  the  Sun 

Did  peer,  as  thro'  a  grate  ? 
And  are  those  two  all,  all  her  crew, 
That  Woman,  and  her  Mate  ? 


Her  lips  are  red,  her  looks  are  free, 

Her  locks  are  yellow  as  gold  : 
Her  skin  is  as  white  as  leprosy. 
And  she  is  far  liker  Death  than  he  ; 
Her  flesh  makes  the  still  air  cold. 


igo 


The  naked  Hulk  alongside  came 
And  the  Twain  were  playing  dice  ; 

'  The  Game  is  done  !  I've  won,  I've  won  ! ' 
Quoth  she,  and  whistled  thrice. 

A  gust  of  wind  sterte  up  behind 

And  whistled  thro'  his  bones  ; 
Thro'  the  holes  of  his  eyes  and  the  hole  of 
his  mouth 

Half-whistles  and  half-groans. 

With  never  a  whisper  in  the  Sea 

Off  darts  the  Spectre-ship  ;  200 

While  clombe  above  the  Eastern  bar 
The  horned  Moon,  with  one  bright  Star 
Almost  atween  the  tips. 

One  after  one  by  the  horned  Moon 

(Listen,  O  Stranger  !  to  me) 
Each  turn'd  his  face  with  a  ghastly  pang 

And  curs'd  me  with  his  ee. 

Four  times  fifty  living  men, 

With  never  a  sigh  or  groan. 
With  hea\y  thump,  a  lifeless  lump,       210 

They  dropp'd  down  one  by  one. 

Their  souls  did  from  their  bodies  fly, — 

They  fled  to  bliss  or  woe  ; 
And  every  soul  it  pass'd  me  by, 

Like  the  whiz  of  my  Cross-bow. ' 


'  I  fear  thee,  ancyent  Marinere  ! 

'  I  fear  thy  skinny  hand  ; 
'  And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  brown, 

'  As  is  the  ribb'd  Sea-sand. 

'  I  fear  thee  and  thy  glittering  eye  220 

'  And  thy  skinny  hand  so  brown — 

Fear  not,  fear  not,  thou  wedding  guest  ! 
This  body  dropt  not  down. 

Alone,  alone,  all  all  alone. 

Alone  on  the  wide  vi^de  Sea  ; 
And  Christ  would  take  no  pity  on 

My  soul  in  agony. 
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The  many  men  so  beautiful, 

And  they  all  dead  did  lie  ! 
And  a  million  million  slimy  things  230 

Liv'd  on— and  so  did  I. 

I  look'd  upon  the  rotting  Sea, 

And  drew  my  eyes  away ; 
I  look'd  upon  the  eldritch  deck, 

And  there  the  dead  men  lay. 

I  look'd  to  Heav'n,  and  try'd  to  pray  ; 

But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  gusht, 
A  wicked  whisper  came  and  made 

My  heart  as  dry  as  dust. 

I  clos'd  my  lids  and  kept  them  close,     240 
Till  the  balls  like  pulses  beat ; 

For  the  sky  and  the  sea,  and  the  sea  and 
the  sky, 

Lay  like  a  load  on  my  weary  eye, 
And  the  dead  were  at  my  feet. 

The  cold  sweat  melted  from  their  limbs, 

Ne  rot,  ne  reek  did  they  ; 
The  look  with  which  they  look'd  on  me, 

Had  never  pass'd  away. 

An  orphan's  curse  would  drag  to  Hell 
A  spirit  from  on  high  :  250 

But  O  !  more  horrible  than  that 
Is  the  curse  in  a  dead  man's  eye  ! 

Seven  days,  seven  nights  I  saw  that  curse. 
And  yet  I  could  not  die. 

The  moving  Moon  went  up  the  sky, 

And  no  where  did  abide  : 
Softly  she  was  going  up 

And  a  star  or  two  beside — 

Her  beams  bemock'd  the  sultry  main 
Like  morning  frosts  yspread  ;  260 

But  where  the  ship's  huge  shadow  lay. 

The  charmed  water  burnt  alway 
A  still  and  awfiil  red. 

Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  ship 

I  watch'd  the  water-snakes  : 
They  mov'd  in  tracks  of  shining  white  ; 
And  when  they  rear'd,  the  elfish  light 

Fell  off  in  hoary  flakes. 

Within  the  shadow  of  the  ship 

I  watch'd  their  rich  attire  :  270 

Blue,  glossy  green,  and  velvet  black 
They  coil'd  and  swam  ;   and  every  track 

Was  a  flash  of  golden  fire. 


O  happy  living  things  !  no  tongue 

Their  beauty  might  declare  : 
A  spring  of  love  gusht  from  my  heart. 

And  I  bless'd  them  unaware  ! 
Sure  my  kind  saint  took  pity  on  me,         fl 

And  I  bless'd  them  unaware.  H 

The  self-same  moment  I  could  pray  ;     280 

And  from  my  neck  so  free 
The  Albatross  fell  off,  and  sank 

Like  lead  into  the  sea. 


0  sleep,  it  is  a  gentle  thing, 
Belov'd  from  pole  to  pole  ! 

To  Mary-queen  the  praise  be  yeven 
She  sent  the  gentle  sleep  from  heaven 
That  slid  into  my  soul. 

The  silly  buckets  on  the  deck 

That  had  so  long  remain'd  ;  s 

1  dreamt  that  they  were  fill'd  with  dew 

And  when  I  awoke  it  rain'd. 

My  lips  were  wet,  my  throat  was  cold, 

My  garments  all  were  dank  ; 
Sure  I  had  drunken  in  my  dreams 

And  still  my  body  drank. 

I  mov'd,  and  could  not  feel  my  limbs, 

I  was  so  light,  almost 
I  thought  that  I  had  died  in  sleep. 

And  was  a  blessed  Ghost.  31 

The  roaring  wind  !  it  roar'd  far  off. 

It  did  not  come  anear  ; 
But  with  its  sound  it  shook  the  sails 

That  were  so  thin  and  sere. 

The  upper  air  bursts  into  life. 
And  a  hundred  fire-flags  sheen, 

To  and  fro  they  are  hurried  about  ; 

And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out 
The  stars  dance  on  between. 

Tlie  coming  wind  doth  roar  more  loud  ;  31 
The  sails  do  sigh,  like  sedge  : 

The  rain  pours  down  from  one  black  cloud 
And  the  Moon  is  at  its  edge. 

Hark !  hark !  the  thick  black  cloud  is  cleft, 

And  the  Moon  is  at  its  side  ; 
Like  waters  shot  from  some  high  crag, 
Tlie  lightning  falls  with  never  a  jag 

A  river  steep  and  wide. 
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The  strong  wind  rcach'd  the  ship  :  it  roar'd 
And  dropp'd  down,  like  a  stone  !       320 

Beneath  the  hghtning  and  the  moon 
The  dead  men  gave  a  groan. 

They  groan'd,  they  stirr'd,  they  all  uprose, 
Ne  spake,  ne  mov'd  their  eyes  : 

It  had  been  strange,  even  in  a  dream 
To  have  seen  those  dead  men  rise. 

The  helmsman  steer'd,  the  ship  mov'd  on  ; 

Yet  never  a  breeze  up-blew  ; 
The  Marineres  all  'gan  work  the  ropes, 

Where  they  were  wont  to  do  :  330 

They  rais'd  their  limbs  hke  hfeless  tools — 

We  were  a  ghastly  crew. 

The  body  of  my  brother's  son 

Stood  by  me  knee  to  knee  : 
The  body  and  I  puU'd  at  one  rope, 

But  he  said  nought  to  me — ■ 
And  I  quak'd  to  think  of  my  own  voice-' 

How  frightful  it  would  be  ! 

The  day-light  dawn'd — they  dropp'd  their 
arms, 

And  cluster'd  round  the  mast  :  340 

Sweet  sounds  rose  slowly  thro'  their  mouths 

And  from  their  bodies  pass'd. 

Around,  around,  flew  each  sweet  sound. 

Then  darted  to  the  sun  : 
Slowly  the  sounds  came  back  again 

Now  mix'd,  now  one  by  one. 

Sometimes  a  dropping  from  the  sky, 

I  heard  the  Lavrock  sing  ; 
Sometimes  all  little  birds  that  are 
How  they  seem'd  to  fiU  the  sea  and  air  350 

With  their  sweet  jargoning. 

And  now  'twas  like  all  instruments, 

Now  like  a  lonely  flute  ; 
And  now  it  is  an  angel's  song 

That  makes  the  heavens  be  mute. 

It  ceas'd  :  yet  still  the  sails  made  on 

A  pleasant  noise  till  noon, 
A  noise  like  of  a  hidden  brook 

In  the  leafy  month  of  June, 
That  to  the  sleeping  woods  all  night      360 

Singeth  a  quiet  tune. 

^  ll-  337)  338  omitted. 


Listen,  O  listen,  thou  Wedding-guest  !  ^ 
'  Marinere  !  thou  hast  thy  will  : 

'  For  that,  which  comes  out  of  thine  eye, 
doth  make 
'  My  body  and  soul  to  be  still. ' 

Never  sadder  tale  was  told 

To  a  man  of  woman  born  ; 
Sadder  and  wiser  thou  wedding-guest  ! 

Thou'lt  rise  to-morrow  morn. 

Never  sadder  tale  was  heard  370 

By  a  man  of  woman  born  : 
The  Marineres  all  return' d  to  work 

As  silent  as  beforne. 

The  Marineres  all  'gan  pull  the  ropes, 

But  look  at  me  they  n'old  : 
Thought  I,  I  am  as  thin  as  air — 

They  cannot  me  behold. 

Till  noon  we  silently  sail'd  on 
Yet  never  a  breeze  did  breathe  : 

Slowly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship         380 
Mov'd  onward  from  beneath. 

Under  the  keel  nine  fathom  deep 
From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow 

The  spirit  slid  :  and  it  was  He 
That  made  the  Ship  to  go. 

The  sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tune 
And  the  Ship  stood  still  also. 

The  sun  right  up  above  the  mast 

Had  fi.x'd  her  to  the  ocean  : 
But  in  a  minute  she  'gan  stir  390 

With  a  short  uneasy  motion — 
Backwards  and  forwards  half  her  length 

With  a  short  uneasy  motion. 

Then,  like  a  pawing  horse  let  go, 

She  made  a  sudden  bound  : 
It  flung  the  blood  into  my  head. 

And  I  fell  into  a  swound. 

How  long  in  that  same  fit  I  lay, 

I  have  not  to  declare  ; 
But  ere  my  living  life  return'd,  400 

I  heard  and  in  my  soul  discern' d 

Two  voices  in  the  air, 

'  Is  it  he?  '  quoth  one,   '  Is  this  the  man? 

'  By  him  who  died  on  cross, 
'  With  his  cruel  bow  he  lay'd  full  low 

'  The  harmless  Albatross. 
1  11.  362-377.     These  four  stanzas  omitted. 
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'  The  spirit  who  'bideth  by  himself 
'  In  the  land  of  mist  and  snow, 

'  He  lov'd  the  bird  that  lov'd  the  man 
'  Who  shot  him  with  his  bow.  410 

The  other  was  a  softer  voice, 

As  soft  as  honey-dew  : 
Quoth  he  the  man  hath  penance  done, 

And  penance  more  will  do. 

VI 

First  Voice. 

'  But  tell  me,  tell  me  !  speak  again, 
'  Thy  soft  response  renewing — ■ 

'  What  makes  that  ship  drive  on  so  fast  ? 
'  What  is  the  Ocean  doing  ? 

Second  Voice. 

'  Still  as  a  Slave  before  his  Lord, 

'  The  Ocean  hath  no  blast  :  420 

His  great  bright  eye  most  silently 
'  Up  to  the  moon  is  cast — 

'  If  he  may  know  which  way  to  go, 
'  For  she  guides  him  smooth  or  grim. 

'  See,  brother,  see  !  how  graciously 
'  She  looketh  down  on  him. 

First  Voice. 

'  But  why  drives  on  that  ship  so  fast 

'  Withouten  wave  or  wind  ? 
Second  Voice. 
'  The  air  is  cut  away  before, 

'  And  closes  from  behind.  430 

'  Fly,  brother,  fly  !   more  high,  more  high, 

'  Or  we  shall  be  belated  ; 
'  For  slow  and  slow  that  ship  will  go, 

'  When  the  Marinere's  trance  is  abated. ' 

I  woke,  and  we  were  sailing  on 

As  in  a  gentle  weather  : 
'Twas   night,   calm   night,   the   moon   was 
high; 

The  dead  men  stood  together. 


All  stood  together  on  the  deck. 
For  a  charnel-dungeon  fitter  : 

All  fix'd  on  me  their  stony  eyes 
That  in  the  moon  did  glitter. 


440 


The  pang,  the  curse,  with  which  they  died. 
Had  never  pass'd  away  : 


I  could  not  draw  my  een  from  theirs 
Ne  turn  them  up  to  pray. 

And  in  its  time  the  spell  was  snapt, 

And  I  could  move  my  een  : 
I  look'd  far-forth,  but  little  saw 

Of  what  might  else  be  seen. 

Like  one,  that  on  a  lonely  road 

Doth  walk  in  fear  and  dread. 
And  having  once  turn'd  round,  walks  on] 

And  turns  no  more  his  head  : 
Because  he  knows,  a  frightful  fiend 

Doth  close  behind  him  tread. 

But  soon  there  breath'd  a  wind  on  me, 

Ne  sound  ne  motion  made  : 
Its  path  was  not  upon  the  sea, 

In  ripple  or  in  shade.  461 

It  rais'd  my  hair,  it  fann'd  my  cheek. 
Like  a  meadow,-gale  of  spring — 

It  mingled  strangely  with  my  fears. 
Yet  it  felt  like  a  welcoming. 

Swiftly,  swiftly  flew  the  ship. 

Yet  she  sail'd  softly  too  : 
Sweetly,  sweetly  blew  the  breeze — 

On  me  alone  it  blew. 

O  dream  of  joy  !  is  this  indeed 

The  hght-house  top  I  see?  47c 

Is  this  the  Hill  ?     Is  this  the  Kirk  ? 

Is  this  mine  own  countrde? 

We  drifted  o'er  the  Harbour-bar, 

And  I  with  sobs  did  pray — 
'  O  let  me  be  awake,  my  God  ! 

'  Or  let  me  sleep  alway  ! ' 

The  harbour-bay  was  clear  as  glass. 

So  smoothly  it  was  strewn  ! 
And  on  the  bay  the  moon  light  lay. 

And  the  shadow  of  the  moon.  480 

The  moonlight  bay  was  white  all  o'er,^ 

Till  rising  from  the  same, 
Full  many  shapes,  that  shadows  were, 

Like  as  of  torches  came. 

A  little  distance  from  the  prow 
Those  dark-red  shadows  were  ; 

But  soon  I  saw  that  my  own  flesh 
Was  red  as  in  a  glare. 

1  11.  481-502.     These  five  stanzas  omitted. 
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I  turn'd  my  head  in  fear  and  dread, 

And  by  the  holy  rood,  490 

The  bodies  had  advanc'd,  and  now 
Before  the  mast  they  stood. 

They  Hfted  up  their  stiff  right  arms, 
They  held  them  strait  and  tight  ; 

And  each  right-arm  burnt  like  a  torch, 
A  torch  that's  borne  upright. 

Their  stony  eye-balls  glitter' d  on 
In  the  red  and  smoky  light. 

I  pray'd  and  turn'd  my  head  away 

Forth  looking  as  before.  500 

There  was  no  breeze  upon  the  bay, 
No  wave  against  the  shore. 

The  rock  shone  bright,  the  kirk  no  less 

That  stands  above  the  rock  : 
The  moonlight  steep'd  in  silentness 

The  steady  weathercock. 

And  the  bay  was  white  with  silent  light. 

Till  rising  from  the  same 
Full  many  shapes,  that  shadows  were. 

In  crimson  colours  came.  510 

A  little  distance  from  the  prow 

Those  crimson  shadows  were  : 
I  turn'd  my  eyes  upon  the  deck — 

0  Christ  !  what  saw  I  there? 

Each  corse  lay  flat,  lifeless  and  flat  ; 

And  by  the  Holy  rood, 
A  man  all  light,  a  seraph-man, 

On  every  corse  there  stood. 

This  seraph-band,  each  wav'd  his  hand  : 
It  was  a  heavenly  sight  :  520 

They  stood  as  signals  to  the  land. 
Each  one  a  lovely  light  : 

This  seraph-band,  each  wav'd  his  hand. 

No  voice  did  they  impart — 
No  voice  ;  but  O  !  the  silence  sank. 

Like  music  on  my  heart. 

Eftsones  I  heard  the  dash  of  oars, 

1  heard  the  pilot's  cheer  : 

My  head  was  turn'd  perforce  away, 

And  I  saw  a  boat  appear.  530 

Then  vanish'd  all  the  lovely  lights  ;^ 
The  bodies  rose  anew  : 


1  II.  531-536.     This  stanza  omitted. 


With  silent  pace,  each  to  his  place. 

Came  back  the  ghastly  crew. 
The  wind,  that  shade  nor  motion  made, 

On  me  alone  it  blew. 

The  pilot,  and  the  pilot's  boy 

I  heard  them  coming  fast  : 
Dear  Lord  in  Heaven  !  it  was  a  joy. 

The  dead  men  could  not  blast.  540 

I  saw  a  third — I  heard  his  voice  : 

It  is  the  Hermit  good  ! 
He  singeth  loud  his  godly  hymns 

That  he  makes  in  the  wood. 
He'll  shrieve  my  soul,  he'll  wash  away 

The  Albatross's  blood. 


This  Hermit  good  lives  in  that  wood 
Which  slopes  down  to  the  Sea. 

How  loudly  his  sweet  voice  he  rears  ! 

He  loves  to  talk  with  Marineres  550 

That  come  from  a  far  Contr^e. 

He  kneels  at  morn  and  noon  and  eve — 

He  hath  a  cushion  plump  : 
It  is  the  moss,  that  wholly  hides 

The  rotted  old  Oak-stump. 

The  Skiif-boat  ne'rd  :  I  heard  them  talk,  ■ 
'  Why,  this  is  strange,  I  trow  ! 

'  Where  are  those  lights  so  many  and  fair 
'  That  signal  made  but  now  ?  ' 

'  Strange,  by  my  faith  !  the  Hermit  said — ■ 
'And  they  answer' d  not  our  cheer.     561 

'  The  planks  look  warp'd,   and  see   those 
sails 
'  How  thin  they  are  and  sere  1 

'  I  never  saw  aught  like  to  them 
'  Unless  perchance  it  were 

'  The  skeletons  of  leaves  that  lag 

'  My  forest-brook  along  : 
'  When  the  Ivy-tod  is  heavy  with  snow, 
'  And  the  Owlet  whoops  to  the  wolf  below 

'  That  eats  the  she-wolf's  young.        570 

'  Dear  Lord  !  it  has  a  fiendish  look — 

(The  Pilot  made  reply) 
'  I  am  afear'd — '  Push  on,  push  on  ! 

'  Said  the  Hermit  cheerily. 

The  Boat  came  closer  to  the  Ship, 

But  I  ne  spake  ne  stirr'd  ! 
The  Boat  came  close  beneath  the  Ship, 

And  strait  a  sound  was  heard  ! 
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Under  the  water  it  rumbled  on, 
Still  louder  and  more  dread  : 

It  reach'd  the  Ship,  it  split  the  bay  ; 
The  Ship  went  down  like  lead. 


580 


Stunn'd  by  that  loud  and  dreadful  sound, 

Which  sky  and  ocean  smote  : 
Like  one  that  had  been  seven  days  drown' d 

My  body  lay  afloat : 
But,  swift  as  dreams,  myself  I  found 

Within  the  Pilot's  boat. 

Upon  the  whirl,  where  sank  the  Ship, 
The  boat  spun  round  and  round  :      590 

And  all  was  still,  save  that  the  hill 
Was  telling  of  the  sound. 

I  mov'd  my  lips  :  the  Pilot  shriek'd 

And  fell  down  in  a  fit, 
The  Holy  Hermit  rais'd  his  eyes 
And  pray'd  where  he  did  sit. 

I  took  the  oars  :  the  Pilot's  boy. 

Who  now  doth  crazy  go, 
Laugh'd  loud  and  long,  and  all  the  while 

His  eyes  went  to  and  fro.  600 

'  Ha  !  ha  ! '  quoth  he — '  full  plain  I  see, 

'  The  devil  knows  how  to  row. ' 

And  now  all  in  mine  own  Countrfe 

I  stood  on  the  firm  land  ! 
The  Hermit  stepp'd  forth  from  the  boat, 

And  scarcely  he  could  stand. 

'  O  shrieve  me,  shrieve  me,  holy  Man  ! 

The  Hermit  cross' d  his  brow — 
'  Say  quick,'  quoth  he,  'I  bid  thee  say 

'  What  manner  man  art  thou?  610 

Forthwith  this  frame  of  mine  wasjivrench'd 

With  a  woeful  agony. 
Which  forc'd  me  to  begin  my  tale 

And  then  it  left  me  free. 

Since  then  at  an  uncertain  hour,'^ 
Now  oftimes  and  now  fewer, 

]  11.  615-618. 

Since  then  at  an  uncertain  hour 

That  agony  returns ; 
And  till  my  ghastly  tale  is  told 
Thi.s  heart  within  me  burns. 
(,As  in  later  editions.) 


That  anguish  comes  and  makes  me  tell 
My  ghastly  aventure. 


I  pass,  like  night,  from  land  to  land  ; 

I  have  strange  power  of  speech  ;         620 
The  moment  that  his  face  I  see 
I  know  the  man  that  must  hear  me  ; 

To  him  my  tale  I  teach. 

What  loud  uproar  bursts  from  that  door  ! 

The  Wedding-guests  are  there  ; 
But  in  the  Garden-bower  the  Bride 

And  Bride-maids  singing  are  : 
And  hark  the  little  Vesper  bell 

Which  biddeth  me  to  prayer. 

O  Wedding-guest !  this  soul  hath  been   63c 

Alone  on  a  wide  wide  sea  : 
So  lonely  'twas,  that  God  himself 

Scarce  seemed  there  to  be. 

O  sweeter  than  the  Marriage-feast, 

'Tis  sweeter  far  to  me 
To  walk  together  to  the  Kirk 

With  a  goodly  company. 

To  walk  together  to  the  Kirk 

And  all  together  pray. 
While  each  to  his  great  father  bends,    6^o 
Old  men,  and  babes,  and  loving  friends, 

And  Youths,  and  Maidens  gay. 

Farewell,  farewell  !  but  this  I  tell 
To  thee,  thou  wedding-guest ! 

He  prayeth  well  who  loveth  well. 
Both  man  and  bird  and  beast. 

He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best. 
All  things  both  great  and  small  : 

For  the  dear  God,  who  loveth  us. 

He  made  and  loveth  all.  650 

The  Marinere,  whose  eye  is  bright, 

Whose  beard  with  age  is  hoar. 
Is  gone  ;  and  now  the  wedding-guest 
Turn'd  from  the  bridegroom's  door. 

He  went,  like  one  that  hath  been  stunn'd 

And  is  of  sense  forlorn  : 
A  sadder  and  a  wiser  man 

He  rose  the  morrow  morn.  658 
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VFONT  BLANC,  THE  SUMMIT  OF 
THE  VALE  OF  CHAMOUNY,  AN 
HOUR  BEFORE  SUNRISE  — AN 
HYMN. 

As  sent   to   Sir   George  and   I.ady   Beaumont, 
October  1803.] 

Iast  thou  a  charm   to  stay  the  morning 

star 
n  his  steep  com'se  ?     So  long  he  seems  to 
pause 

Dn  thy  bald  awful  top,  O  Chamouny  ! 

jrhe  Arve  and  Arveiron  at  thy  base 

'^ave  ceaselessly  ;  but  thou,   dread  moun- 
tain form  ! 

Wisest  from  out  thy  silent  sea  of  pines, 

i.-Iow  silently  !     Around  thee,  and  above, 

Oeep  is  the  sky  and  black  !    transpicuous, 
black, 

\n  ebon  mass  !      Methinks  thou  piercest  it 

Vs  with  a  wedge  ! 

But  when  I  look  again,      10 

.t  is  thy  own  calm  home,  thy  crystal  shrine. 

Thy  habitation  from  eternity  ! 

0  dread  and   silent  form  !     I  gazed  upon 
thee, 

rill  thou,  still  present  to  my  bodily  sense, 

3id'st  vanish  from  my  thought — entranc'd 
in  prayer, 

!  worshipp'd  the  Invisible  alone. 

ifet  thou,  meantime,  wast  working  on  my 

soul, 

Even  like  some  deep  enchanting  melody, 
3o  sweet  we  know  not  we  ai"e  list'ning  to 

it. 

(Now  I  awake  !  and  with  a  busier  mind  20 
And  active  will  self-conscious,  offer  now. 
Not  as  before,  involuntary  prayer 
And  passive  adoration  ! 

Hand  and  voice. 
Awake,    awake !      And    thou,   my  heart, 

awake  ! 
Green   fields   and  icy    cliffs,    all   join    my 

hymn  ! 


And  thou,  thou  silent  mountain,  lone  and 

bare  ! 
O    struggling    with    the    darkness    all    the 

night,  ■'■ 
And  visited  all  night  by  troops  of  stars. 
Or  when  they  climb  the  sky,  or  when  they 

sink  :  29 

Companion  of  the  morning  star  at  dawn. 
Thyself  earth's  rosy  star,  and  of  the  dawn 
Co-herald  —  wake,     oh    wake,    and    utter 

praise  ! 
Who  sank  thy  sunless  pillars  deep  in  earth  ? 
Who  fill'd  thy  countenance  with  rosy  light? 
Who    made     thee     father    of     perpetual 

streams  ? 

And   you,    ye   five   wild    torrents,    fiercely 

glad  ! 
Who  call'd  you  forth  from  night  and  utter 

death. 
From  darkness  let  you  loose  and  icy  dens, 
Down    those     precipitous,     black    jagged 

rocks,  39 

For  ever  shatter'd,  and  the  same  for  ever? 
Who  gave  you  your  invulnerable  life. 
Your  strength,  your  speed,  your  fuiy,  and 

your  joy, 
Eternal  thunder  and  unceasing  foam  ? 
And    who    commanded,    and    the    silence 

came — 
Here  shall  your  billows  stiffen  and  have 

rest  ? 

Ye  ice-falls  !  ye  that  from  the  mountain's 

brow 
Adown  enormous  ravines  steeply  slope^ 
Torrents  methinks,    that  heard   a  mighty 

voice 
And  stopp'd   at  once  amid  their  maddest 

plunge, 

1  I  had  written  a  much    finer  line  when  Sea' 
Fell  was  in  my  thoughts,  viz.  : — 

O  blacker  than  the  darkness  all  the  night. 
And  visited,  etc. 

2  A  bad  line  ;  but  I  hope  to  be  able  to  alter  it. 
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Motionless  torrents  !  silent  cataracts  !      50 
Who  made  you  glorious,  as  the  gates  of 

heaven, 
Beneath  the  keen  full  moon  ?     Who  bade 

the  sun 
Clothe   you    with   rainbows  ?      Who   with 

lovely  flowers  1 
Of  living  blue  spread  garlands  at  your  feet? 
Ye  azure  flowers,  that  skirt  the  eternal  frost ! 
Ye   wild -goats    bounding   by    the    eagle's 

nest ! 
Ye    eagles,    playmates    of    the    mountain 

storm  ! 
Ye   lightnings,    the    dread    arrows    of  the 

clouds  ! 

1  The  Geniiana  major  grows  in  large  com- 
panies a  stride's  distance  from  the  foot  of  several 
of  the  glaciers.  Its  blue  flower,  the  colour  of 
Hope  ;  is  it  not  a  pretty  emblem  of  Hope  creep- 
ing onward  even  to  the  edge  of  the  grave,  to  the 
very  verge  of  utter  desolation  ? 


Ye  signs  and  wonders  of  the  element —  j 
.Utter  forth,  God  !    and  fill  the  hills 
praise  ! 

And  thou,  thou  silent  mountain,  lone 

bare  ! 
Whom  as  I  lift  again  my  head,  bow'd  i 
In  adoration,  I  again  behold  ! 
And  to  thy  summit  upward  from  thy  b4 
Sweep  slowly  with  dim  eyes  suffused 

tears  1 
Rise,  mighty  form  !  even  as  thou  seentsi 

to  rise  !  ! 

Rise,   like  a  cloud  of  incense,    from   the  i 

earth  ! 
Thou  kingly  spirit  throned  among  the  hills, 
Thou    dread    ambassador   from    earth  to 

heaven  69 

Great  Hierarch  !  tell  thou  the  silent  stars,  '■ 
Tell  the  blue  sky,  and  tell  the  rising  sun,  j 
Earth  with  her   thousand  voices  calls  on 

God! 
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D5:jECTI0N  :  AN  ODE 

The  following  is  an  exact  copy  of  the  poem 
as  first  printed,  in  the  Morning  Post,  Oct.  4, 
1802 : — 


Late,  late  yestreen  I  saw  the  new  Moon, 
With  the  old  Moon  in  her  arms ; 
And  I  fear,  I  fear,  my  Master  dear, 
We  shall  have  a  deadly  storm. 

Ballad  of  Sir  Patkick  Spence. 

DEJECTION  : 

AN    ODE,    WRITTEN    APRIL   4,    1802 
I 

Well  !     If  the  Bard  was  weather-wise, 
who  made 
The  grand  Old  ballad  of  SiR  Patrick 

Spence, 
This  night,  so  tranquil  now,  will  not  go 
hence 
Unrous'd  by  winds,  that  ply  a  busier  trade 


Than  those,  which  mould  yon  cloud  in  \sxj' 

flakes, 
Or  the  dull  sobbing  draft,  that  drones  and 

rakes 
Upon  the  strings  of  this  .(Eolian  lute. 
Which  better  far  were  mute. 
For  lo  !  the  New-Moon,  winter-bright ! 
And  overspread  with  phantom  light, 
(With  swimming  phantom  light  o'erspread, 
I3ut  rimm'd  and  circled  by  a  silver  thread) 
I  see  the  Old  Moon  in  her  lap,  foretelling 
The  coming  on  of  rain  and  squally  blast: 
And    O  !    that    even    now   the   gust   were' 

swelling. 
And  the  slant  night-show' r  driving  loud 

and  fast ! 
Those  sounds  which  oft  have  rais'd  me, 

whilst  they  aw'd. 
And  sent  my  soul  abroad. 
Might  now  perhaps  their  wonted  impulse 

give, 
Might  startle  this  dull  pain,  and  make  it 

move  and  live  !  20 
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1.  grief  without    a    pang,  void,  dark,    and 

drear, 
A  stifled,  drowsy,  unimpassion'd  grief. 
Which  finds  no  nat'ral  outlet,  no  rehef, 
n  word,  or  sigh,  or  tear — 
)  Edmund  !    in    this  wan    and   heartless 

mood, 
"o  other  thoughts  by  yonder  throstle  woo'd, 
Jl  this  long  eve,  so  balmy  and  serene, 

Have  I  been  gazing  on  the  Western  sky, 
ind  its  peculiar  tint  of  yellow-green  : 
And  still  I  gaze — and  with  how  blank  an 

eye !  30 

and  those  thin  clouds  above,  in  flakes  and 

bars, 
'hat  give  away  their. motion  to  the  stars  ; 
liose   stars,  that    glide    behind    them,  or 

between, 
<ow  sparkling,  now  bedimm'd,  but  always 

seen  ; 
'on  crescent  moon,  as  fix'd  as  if  it  grew, 
n  its  own  cloudless,  starless  lake  of  blue, 
I  boat  becalm' d  !  a  lovely  sky-canoe  ! 
see  them  all  so  excellently  fair — 
see,  not  feel  how  beautiful  they  are  ! 


My  genial  spirits  fail ;  40 

And  what  can  these  avail, 
"0  lift  the  smoth'ring  weight  from  off  my 
breast  ? 

It  were  a  vain  endeavour. 

Though  I  should  gaze  for  ever 
)n  that  green  light  that  lingers  in  the  west : 
,  may  not  hope  from  outward  forms  to  win 
Che  passion  and  the  life,  whose  fountains 
are  within. 


,)  Edmund  !  we  receive  but  what  we  give, 
i.nd  in  our  life  alone  does  Nature  live  : 
)urs    is   her   wedding -garment,    ours  her 

shroud !  50 

ind   would   we   aught   behold,  of  higher 

worth, 
Than  that  inanimate  cold  world,  allow' d 
ro  the  poor  loveless  ever-anxious  crowd, 
A.h  !  from  the  soul  itself  must  issue  forth, 
A.  light,  a  glory,  a  fair  luminous  cloud 
Enveloping  the  earth — 
^nd  from  the  soul  itself  must  there  be  sent 
*L  sweet  and  potent  voice,  of  its  own  birth. 


Of  all  sweet  sounds  the  life  and  element ! 
O  pure  of  heart !     Thou  need'st  not  ask  of 

me  60 

What  this  strong  music  in  the  soul  may  be  ? 
What,  and  wherein  it  doth  exist. 
This   light,  this   glory,   this   fair  luminous 

mist. 
This  beautiful  and  beauty-making  power. 
Joy,  virtuous  Edmund  !  joy  that  ne'er 

was  given, 
Save  to  the  pure,  and  in  their  purest  hour, 
Joy,  Edmund  !  is  the  spirit  and  the  pow'r. 
Which    wedding    Nature    to    us   gives    in 

dow'r, 
A  new  Earth  and  new  Heaven, 
Undream'd    of   by    the   sensual    and    the 

proud —  70 

Joy  is  the  sweet  voice,  Joy  the  luminous 

cloud — 
We,  we  ourselves  rejoice  ! 
And  thence  flows  all  that  charms  or  ear  or 

sight, 
All  melodies  the  echoes  of  that  voice. 
All  colours  a  suffusion  from  that  light. 


Yes,  dearest  Edmund,  yes  ! 
There  was  a  time  vv'hen,  tho'  my  path  was 
rough. 
This  joy  within  me  dallied  with  distress, 
And  all  misfortunes  were  but  as  the  stuff 
Whence  fancy  made  me  dreams  of  happi- 
ness :  80 
For  hope  grew  round  me,  like  the  twining 

vine. 
And  fruits,  and  foliage,  not  my  own,  seemed 

mine. 
But  now  afflictions  bow  me  down  to  earth : 
Nor  care  I,  that  they  rob  me  of  my  mirth. 

But  oh  !  each  visitation 
Suspends  what  nature  gave  me  at  my  birth, 
My  shaping  spirit  of  Imagination. 

[The  Sixth  and  Seventh  Stanzas  omitted.] 


VIII 

0  wherefore  did  I  let  it  haunt  my  mind 
This  dark  distressful  dream  ? 

1  turn  from  it,  and  listen  to  the  wind      90 

Which  long  has  rav'd  unnotic'd.      What 
a  scream 
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Of  agony,  by  torture,  lengthen' d  out, 
That  lute  sent  forth  !  O  wind,  that  rav'st 
without, 
Bare  crag,  or  mountain-tairn,^  or  blasted 
tree. 
Or    pine  -  grove,  whither   woodman    never 

clomb, 
Or    lonely  house,   long   held   the    witches' 
home, 
Methinks    were    fitter    instruments    for 
thee. 
Mad    Lutanist  !    who,    in    this    month  of 

show'rs. 
Of  dark-brown  gardens,    and  of  peeping 

flow'rs, 
Mak'st  devil's  yule,  with  worse  than  wintry 
song,  loo 

The  blossoms,  buds,  and   tim'rous   leaves 
among. 
Thou  Actor,  perfect  in  all  tragic  sounds  ! 
Thou  mighty  Poet,  ev'n  to  frenzy  bold  ! 
What  tell'st  thou  now  about? 
'Tis  of  the  rushing  of  a  host  in  rout, 
With  many  groans  of  men,  with  smarting 
wounds — ■ 
At  once  they  groan  with  pain,  and  shudder 

with  the  cold  ! 
But   hush !    there    is    a    pause  of   deepest 
silence  ! 
And    all   that    noise,    as    of  a   rushing 
crowd. 
With  groans,   and  tremulous   shudderings 
— all  is  over  1  no 

It  tells  another  tale,   with    sounds  less 
deep  and  loud — 

A  tale  of  less  affright, 

1  Tairn,  a  small  lake,  generally,  if  not  always, 
applied  to  the  lakes  up  in  the  mountains,  and 
which  are  the  feeders  of  those  in  the  vallies. 
This  address  to  the  wind  will  not  appear  extra- 
vagant to  those  who  have  heard  it  at  night,  in  a 
mountainous  country.     [Note  in  M.P.\ 


And  tern  per' d  with  delight. 
As  Edmund's  self  had  fram'd  the  tendc 
lay — 

'Tis  of  a  little  child, 
Upon  a  lonesome  wild 
Not  far  from  home  ;  but  she  hath  lost  he 

way — 
And  now  moans  low,  in  utter  grief  an 

fear ; 
And  now  screams  loud,  and  hopes  to  niak 
her  mother  hear ! 


'Tis  midnight,  and  small  thoughts  have 

of  sleep  ;  12 

Full    seldom    may   my  friend    such   vigi! 

keep  ! 
Visit    him;    gentle    Sleep,    \^\'Ca.   wings   ( 
healing. 
And  may  this  storm  be  but  a  mountaii 
birth. 
May  all  the  stars  hang  bright  above  h 
dwelling. 
Silent,  as  though  they  watck'd  the  sleej 
ing  Earth  ! 

With  light  heart  may  he  rise. 
Gay  fancy,  cheerful  eyes, 
And  sing  his  lofty  song,  and  teach  me  i 
rejoice  ! 
Edmund,  friend  of  my  devoutest  choia 
O    rais'd    from    anxious   dread    and  bui 


i% 


care, 


By  the  immenseness  of  the  good  and  fair 
Which  thou  see'st  everywhere, 
Joy  lifts  thy  spirit,  joy  attunes  thy  voice, 
To  thee  do  all  things  live  from  pole  to  pol 
Their  life  the  eddying  of  thy  living  soul ! 
O  simple  spirit,  guided  from  above, 
O  lofty  Poet,  full  of  life  and  love. 
Brother  and  friend  of  my  devoutest  choio 
Thus  may'st  thou  ever,  evermore  rejoice^ 

ESTHSE 
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TO  A  GENTLEMAN 

[William  Wordsworth] 

dmposed  on  the  night  after  his  re- 
citation of  a  poem  on  the  growth 
of  an  individual  mind  (p.  i76). 

The  following  is  the  first  version  of  this  poem 
;  sent  by  Coleridge  to  Sir  George  Beaumont  in 
iniiary  1807.  See  Coleorton  Letters,  edited  by 
rofessor  \Vm.  Knight,  18S7,  vol.  i.  p.  213  : — 

TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

OMPOSED  FOR  THE  GREATER  PART  ON 
THE  SAME  NIGHT  AFTER  THE  FINISHING 
OF  HIS  RECITATION  OF  THE  POEM  IN 
THIRTEEN  BOOKS,  ON  THE  GROWTH  OF 
HIS   OWN    MIND. 

)  Friend  1  O  Teacher  !   God's  great  gift 

to  me  ! 
|nto  my  heart  have  I  received  that  lay 
!/[ore  than  historic,  that  prophetic  lay 
iVherein   (high  theme  by  thee   first  sung 
I  aright) 

i)f  the  foundations  and  the  building  up 
|)f  thy  own  Spirit  thou  hast  loved  to  tell 
A^hat  may  be  told,  by  words  revealable  : 
A''ith  heavenly  breathings,  like  the  secret 

soul 
Df  vernal  growth,    oft   quickening   in  the 
heart,  9 

Thoughts  that  obey  no  mastery  of  words, 
Pure  self-beholdings!  theme  as  hard  as  high, 
3f««z7M  spontaneous,  and  mysterious/rar, 
The  first-born  they  of  Reason  and  twin- 
birth  ! 
Of  tides  obedient  to  external  force, 
And   currents    self-determined,   as    might 

seem, 
Or  by  some  inner  power  !  of  moments  awful. 
Now  in  thy  hidden  Hfe,  and  now  abroad, 
When  power  stream'd  from  thee,  and  thy 

soul  receiv'd 
The  light  reflected,  as  a  light  bestow'd  ! 


Of  fancies  fair,  and  milder  hours  of  youth, 
Hyblean  murmurs  of  poetic  thought  21 
Industrious  in  its  joy,  in  vales  and  glens 
Native  or  outland,  lakes  and  famous  hills  ! 
Or  on  the  lonely  high-road,  when  the  stars 
Were  rising ;  or  by  secret  mountain-streams. 
The  guides  and  the  companions  of  thy  way  ! 

Of  more  than  Fancy,  of  the  Social  Sense 
Distending,  and  of  man  belov'd  as  man. 
Where  France  in  all  her  towns  lay  vibrating 
Even  as  a  bark  becalm'd  on  sultry  seas 
Quivers    beneath   the  voice  from   Heaven, 
the  burst  31 

Of  Heaven's  immediate  thunder,  ^^hen  no 

cloud 
Is  visible,  or  shadow  on  the  main  ! 
For  thou  wert  there,  thy  own  brows  gar- 
landed. 
Amid  the  tremor  of  a  realm  aglow  ! 
Amid  a  mighty  nation  jubilant  ! 
When  from  the  general  heart  of  human  kind 
Hope  sprang  forth,  like  an  arm^d  Deity  ! 

Of  that  dear  Hope,  afflicted  and  struck 

down, 
So  summon'd  homeward  ;  thenceforth  calm 
and  sure,  40 

As  from  the  watch-tower  of  man's  absolute 

self, 
With  light  unwaning  on  her  eyes,  to  look 
Far  on — herself  a  glory  to  behold. 
The  Angel  of  the  Vision  !    Then  (last  strain) 
Of  Duty,  chosen  laws  controlling  choice. 
Action  and  joy  ! — An  Orphic  tale  indeed, 
A  tale  divine  of  high  and  passionate  thoughts 
To  their  own  music  chanted  1 

O  great  Bard  ! 
Ere  yet  the  last  strain  dying  aw'd  the  air. 
With  steadfast  eyes  I  saw  thee  in  the  choir 
Of  ever-enduring  men.     The  truly  great 
Have   all   one  age,   and   from  one  visible 
space  52 

Shed  influence :  for  they,  both  power  and  act, 
i  Are  permanent,  and  Time  is  not  with  them, 
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Save  as  it  worketh  for  them,  they  in  it. 
Nor  less  a  sacred  roll,  than  those  of  old. 
And  to  be  placed,  as  they,  with  gradual  fame 
Among  the  archives  of  mankind,  thy  work 
Makes  audible  a  linked  song  of  Truth — 
Of  Truth  profound  a  sweet  continuous  song, 
Not  learnt,   but   native,    her  own  natural 

notes  !  6i 

Dear  shall  it  be  to  every  human  heart, 
To  me  how  more  than  dearest !  me,   on 

whom 
Comfort  from  thee,   and  utterance  of  thy 

love. 
Came  with  such  heights  and  depths  of  har- 
mony. 
Such  sense  of  wings  uplifting,  that  its  might 
Scatter'd  and  quell'd  me,  till  my  thoughts 

became 
A  bodily  tumult ;  and  thy  faithful  hopes, 
Thy  hopes  of  me,  dear  Friend,  by  me  unfelt ! 
Were  troublous  to  me,  almost  as  a  voice. 
Familiar  once,  and  more  than  musical ; 
As  a  dear  woman's  voice  to  one  cast  forth, 
A  wanderer  with  a  worn-out  heart  forlorn. 
Mid  strangers  pining  with  untended  wounds. 
O  Friend,  too  well  thou  know'st,  of  what 

sad  years  75 

The  long  suppressionhadbenumb'dmysoul. 
That,  even  as  life  returns  upon  the  drown'd, 
The  unusual  joy  awoke  a  throng  of  pains — 
Keen  pangs  of  Love,  awakening,  as  a  babe 
Turbulent,  with  an  outcry  in  the  heart ! 
And  fears  self-will'd,  that  shunn'd  the  eye 

of  Hope  ;  81 

And   Hope  that  scarce  would  know  itself 

from  Fear  ; 
Sense  of  past  youth,  and  manhood  come 

in  vain. 
And  genius  given,  and  knowledge  won  in 

vain  ; 
And  all,  which  I  had  cull'd  in  wood-walks 

wild. 
And  all  which  patient  toil  had  rear'd,  and 

all 
Commune  with  thee  had  open'd  out — but 

flowers 
Strew' d  on  my  corse,  and  borne  upon  my 

bier. 
In  the  same  coffin,  for  the  self-same  grave  ! 

That  way  no  more  ! — and   ill  beseems 
it  me,  90 

Who  came  a  welcomer,  in  herald's  guise. 
Singing  of  glory  and  futurity. 


To  wander  back  on  such  unhealthful  ro 
Plucking  the  poisons  of  self- harm  !  and  ill 
Such  intertwine  beseems  triumphal  wreath' 
Strew' d  before  thy  advancing  !     Thou  too 

Friend  ! 
Impair  not  thou  the  memory  of  that  hour 
Of  thy  communion  with  my  nobler  mind 
By  pity  or  grief,  already  felt  too  long  ! 
Nor  let  my  words  import  more  blame  thai 

needs.  loc 

The  tumult  rose  and  ceas'd  :  for  peace  fc 

nigh 
Where  Wisdom's  voice  has  found  a  list'nin| 

heart. 
Amid  the  howl  of  more  than  wintry  storms 
The  halcyon  hears  the  voice  of  vernal  houn 
Already  on  the  wing  ! 

Eve  following  Eve 
Dear  tranquil  time,  when  the  sweet  sena 

of  Home 
Is  sweetest !  moments  for  their  own  saki 

hail'd 
And  more  desired,  more  precious  for  th) 

song !  loi 

In  silence  listening,  like  a  devout  child, 
My  soul  lay  passive  ;  by  the  various  strain 
Driven  as  in  surges  now,  beneath  the  stars. 
With  momentary  stars  of  her  own  birth, 
Fair  constellated  foam,  still  darting  off 
Into  the  darkness  ;  now  a  tranquil  sea, 
Outspread  and  bright,  yet  swelling  to  th( 

moon. 

And  when — O  Friend !  my  comforter,  mj 

guide  ! 
Strong   in    thyself,   and   powerful   to    givj 

strength  ! — 
Thy  long  sustained  Song  finally  clos'd. 
And  thy  deep  voice  had  ceas'd — yet  thoi 

thyself  I  ic 

Wert  still  before  my  eyes,  and  round  us  bott 
That  happy  vision  of  beloved  faces — 
(All  whom,  I  deepliest  love — in  one  roorr 

all !) 
Scarce  conscious,  and  yet  conscious  of  it! 

close, 
I  sate,  my  being  blended  in  one  thought,— 
(Thought  was   it?    or  aspiration?    or   re- 
solve ?) 
Absorb' d ;    yet    hanging    still    upon    th( 

sound — 
And  when  I  rose,  I  found  myself  in  prayer. 
January  1807.  S.  T.  Coleridge. 
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POLOGETIC  PREFACE  TO   '  FIRE, 
FAMINE,   AND  SLAUGHTER' 
(p.  Ill) 

■'t  the  house  of  a  gentleman  ^  who  by  the 
■inciples  and  corresponding  virtues  of  a 
ncere  Christian  consecrates  a  cultivated 
mius  and  the  favourable  accidents  of  birth, 
Dulence,  and  splendid  connexions,  it  was 
y  good  fortune  to  meet,  in  a  dinner-party, 
ith  more  men  of  celebrity  in  science  or 
olite  literature  than  are  commonly  found 
bllected  round  the  same  table.  In  the 
jurse  of  conversation,  one  of  the  party 
^minded  an  illustrious  poet  [Scott],  then 
resent,  of  some  verses  which  he  had  recited 
lat  morning,  and  which  had  appeared  in 
newspaper  under  the  name  of  a  War- 
llclogue,  in  which  Fire,  Famine,  and 
[laughter  were  introduced  as  the  speakers. 
|"he  gentleman  so  addressed  replied,  that 
ie  was  rather  surprised  that  none  of  us 
hould  have  noticed  or  heard  of  the  poem, 
'5  it  had  been,  at  the  time,  a  good  deal 
jilked  of  in  Scotland.  It  may  be  easily 
lupposed  that  my  feelings  were  at  this  mo- 
lent  not  of  the  most  comfortable  kind. 
)f  all  present,  one  only  [Sir  H.  Davy] 
new,  or  suspected  me  to  be  the  author  ;  a 
lan  who  would  have  established  himself  in 
he  first  rank  of  England's  living  poets,  if 
he  Genius  of  our  country  had  not  decreed 
hat  he  should  rather  be  the  first  in  the  first 
ank  of  its  philosophers  and  scientific  bene- 
actors.  It  appeared  the  general  wish  to 
lear  the  lines.  As  my  friend  chose  to  re- 
nain  silent,  I  chose  to  follow  his  example, 
md  Mr.  .  .  .  [Scott]  recited  the  poem. 
This  he  could  do  with  the  better  grace, 
)eing  known  to  have  ever  been  not  only  a 

^  William  Sotheby,  translator  of  Wieland's 
Oberon  and  the  Geo7-gics  of  Virgil.  See  an  ac- 
:ount  of  the  party  in  Lockhart's  Life  of  Sir  JV. 
^cott,  1837,  "■  245. — Ed. 


firm  and  active  Anti-Jacobin  and  Anti- 
Gallican,  but  likewise  a  zealous  admirer  of 
Mr.  Pitt,  both  as  a  good  man  and  a  great 
statesman.  As  a  poet  exclusively,  he  had 
been  amused  with  the  Eclogue  ;  as  a  poet 
he  recited  it ;  and  in  a  spirit  which  made 
it  evident  that  he  would  have  read  and  re- 
peated it  with  the  same  pleasure  had  his 
own  name  been  attached  to  the  imaginary 
object  or  agent. 

After  the  recitation  our  amiable  host  ob- 
served that  in  his  opinion  Mr.  .  .  .  had 
over-rated  the  merits  of  the  poetry  ;  but 
had  they  been  tenfold  greater,  they  could 
not  have  compensated  for  that  malignity  of 
heart  which  could  alone  have  prompted 
sentiments  so  atrocious.  I  perceived  that 
my  illustrious  friend  became  greatly  dis- 
tressed on  my  account ;  but  fortunately  I 
was  able  to  preserve  fortitude  and  presence 
of  mind  enough  to  take  up  the  subject  with- 
out exciting  even  a  suspicion  how  nearly  and 
painfully  it  interested  me. 

What  follows  is  substantially  the  same  as 
I  then  replied,  but  dilated  and  in  language 
less  colloquial.  It  was  not  my  intention, 
I  said,  to  justify  the  publication,  whatever 
its  author's  feelings  might  have  been  at  the 
time  of  composing  it.  That  they  are  cal- 
culated to  call  forth  so  severe  a  reprobation 
from  a  good  man,  is  not  the  worst  feature 
of  such  poems.  Their  moral  deformity  is 
aggravated  in  proportion  to  the  pleasure 
which  they  are  capable  of  affording  to  vin- 
dictive, turbulent,  and  unprincipled  readers. 
Could  it  be  supposed,  though  for  a  moment, 
that  the  author  seriously  wished  what  he 
had  thus  wildly  imagined,  even  the  attempt 
to  palliate  an  inhumanity  so  monstrous 
would  be  an  insult  to  the  hearers.  But  it 
seemed  to  me  worthy  of  consideration, 
whether  the  mood  of  mind  and  the  general 
state  of  sensations  in  which  a  poet  produces 
such  vivid  and  fantastic  images,  is  likely  to 
co-exist,  or  is  even  compatible,  with  that 
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gloomy  and  deliberate  ferocity  which  a 
serious  wish  to  realize  them  would  pre- 
suppose. It  had  been  often  observed,  and 
all  my  experience  tended  to  confirm  the  ob- 
servation, that  prospects  of  pain  and  evil  to 
others,  and  in  general  all  deep  feelings  of 
revenge,  are  commonly  expressed  in  a  few 
words,  ironically  tame,  and  mild.  The 
mind  under  so  direful  and  fiend-like  an 
infiuence  seems  to  take  a  morbid  pleasure 
in  contrasting  the  intensity  of  its  wishes  and 
feelings  with  the  slightness  or  levity  of  the 
expressions  by  which  they  are  hinted  ;  and 
indeed  feelings  so  intense  and  solitary,  if 
they  were  not  precluded  (as  in  almost  all 
cases  they  would  be)  by  a  constitutional 
activity  of  fancy  and  association,  and  by 
the  specific  joyousness  combined  with  it, 
would  assuredly  themselves  preclude  such 
activity.  Passion,  in  its  own  quality,  is  the 
antagonist  of  action  ;  though  in  an  ordinary 
and  natural  degree  the  former  alternates 
with  the  latter,  and  thereby  revives  and 
strengthens  it.  But  the  more  intense  and 
insane  the  passion  is,  the  fewer  and  the 
more  fixed  are  the  correspondent  forms  and 
notions.  A  rooted  hatred,  an  inveterate 
thirst  of  revenge,  is  a  sort  of  madness,  and 
still  eddies  round  its  favourite  object,  and 
exercises  as  it  were  a  perpetual  tautology 
of  mind  in  thoughts  and  words  which  ad- 
mit of  no  adequate  substitutes.  Like  a  fish 
in  a  globe  of  glass,  it  moves  restlessly 
round  and  round  the  scanty  circumference, 
which  it  cannot  leave  without  losing  its  vital 
element. 

There  is  a  second  character  of  such  ima- 
ginary representations  as  spring  from  a  real 
and  earnest  desire  of  evil  to  another,  which 
we  often  see  in  real  life,  and  might  even 
anticipate  from  the  nature  of  the  mind. 
The  images,  I  mean,  that  a  vindictive  man 
places  before  his  imagination,  will  most 
often  be  taken  from  the  realities  of  life  : 
they  will  be  images  of  pain  and  suffering 
which  he  has  himself  seen  inflicted  on  other 
men,  and  which  he  can  fancy  himself  as 
inflicting  on  the  object  of  his  hatred.  I 
will  suppose  that  we  had  heard  at  different 
times  two  common  sailors,  each  speaking 
of  some  one  who  had  wronged  or  offended 
him  :  that  the  first  with  apparent  violence 
liad  devoted  every  part  of  his  adversary's 
body  and  soul  to  all  the  horrid  phantoms 


mose 
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and   fantastic    places    that    ever    (^uevcdo 
dreamt  of,  and  this  in  a  rapid  flow  of  those 
outrd  and    wildly    combined    execratic 
which  too  often  with  our  lower  classes  i 
for  escape-valves  to  carry  off  the  excess* 
their   passions,    as    so    much    superfluous  j 
steam  that  would  endanger  the  vessel  if  it  J 
were  retained.     The  other,  on  the  contrary, 
with  that  sort  of  calmness  of  tone  which  is 
to  the  ear  what  the  paleness  of  anger  is  W  I 
the  eye,  shall  simply  say,  '  If  I  chance  to  I 
be  made  boatswain,  as  I  hope  I  soon  shall, ' 
and  can  but  once  get  that  fellow  under  my  j 
hand  (and  I  shall  be  upon  the  watch  for 
him),    I'll  tickle  his  pretty  skin  !    I  won't 

hurt  him  !  oh  no  !  I'll  only  cut  the \ 

to  the  liver  1 '  I  dare  appeal  to  all  pre-  \ 
sent,  which  of  the  two  they  would  regard 
as  the  least  deceptive  symptom  of  deliberate 
malignity  ?  nay,  whether  it  would  surprise 
them  to  see  the  first  fellow,  an  hour  or  two 
afterwards,  cordially  shaking  hands  with 
the  very  man  the  fractional  parts  of  whose 
body  and  soul  he  had  been  so  charitably 
disposing  of ;  or  even  perhaps  risking  his 
life  for  him  ?  What  language  Shakespeare 
considered  characteristic  of  malignant  dis- 
position we  see  in  the  speech  of  the  good- 
natured  Gratiano,  who  spoke  '  an  infinite 
deal  of  nothing  more  than  any  man  in 
Venice  ; ' 


I 


'  Too  wild,  too  rude  and  bold  of  voice  \ 

the  skipping  spirit,  whose  thoughts  and 
words  reciprocally  ran  away  with  each 
other ; 

'  O  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dog  I 

And  for  thy  life  let  justice  be  accused  ! ' 

and  the  wild  fancies  that  follow,  contrasted 
with  Shylock's  tranquil  '/  stand  here  for 
Law.' 

Or,  to  take  a  case  more  analogous  to  the 
present  subject,  should  we  hold  it  either 
fair  or  charitable  to  believe  it  to  have  been; 
Dante's  serious  wish  that  all  the  persons 
mentioned  by  him  (many  recently  departed, 
and  some  even  aHve  at  the  time, )  should 
actually  suffer  the  fantastic  and  horrible 
punishments  to  which  he  has  sentenced 
them  in  his  Hell  and  Purgatory  ?  Or  what 
shall  we  say  of  the  passages  in  which 
Bishop  Jeremy  Taylor  anticipates  the  state 
of  those  who,  vicious  themselves,  have  been 
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i:he  cause  of  vice  and  misery  to  their  fellow- 
breatures  ?  Could  we  endure  for  a  moment 
to  think  that  a  spirit,  like  Bishop  Taylor's, 
[burning  with  Christian  love  ;  that  a  man 
[constitutionally  overflowing  with  pleasurable 
kindliness  ;  who  scarcely  even  in  a  casual 
illustration  introduces  the  image  of  woman, 
child,  or  bird,  but  he  embalms  the  thought 
with  so  rich  a  tenderness,  as  makes  the 
very  words  seem  beauties  and  fragments  of 
poetry  from  an  Euripides  or  Simonides  ; — 
can  we  endure  to  think,  that  a  man  so 
natured  and  so  disciplined,  did  at  the  time 
of  composing  this  horrible  picture,  attach 
a  sober  feeling  of  reality  to  the  phrases  ?  or 
that  he  would  have  described  in  the  same 
tone  of  justification,  in  the  same  luxuriant 
fiow  of  phrases,  the  tortures  about  to  be 
inflicted  on  a  living  individual  by  a  verdict 
of  the  Star-Chamber  ?  or  the  still  more 
atrocious  sentences  executed  on  the  Scotch 
anti-prelatists  and  schismatics,  at  the  com- 
mand, and  in  some  instances  under  the 
very  eye  of  the  Duke  of  Lauderdale,  and  of 
that  wretched  bigot  who  afterwards  dishon- 
oured and  forfeited  the  throne  of  Great 
Britain?  Or  do  we  not  rather  feel  and 
understand,  that  these  violent  words  were 
mere  bubbles,  flashes  and  electrical  appa- 
ritions, from  the  magic  cauldron  of  a  fervid 
and  ebullient  fancy,  constantly  fuelled  by 
an  unexampled  opulence  of  language  ? 

Were  I  now  to  have  read  by  myself  for 
the  first  time  the  poem  in  question,  my 
conclusion,  I  fully  beheve,  would  be,  that 
the  writer  must  have  been  some  man  of 
warm  feelings  and  active  fancy  ;  that  he 
had  painted  to  himself  the  circumstances 
that  accompany  war  in  so  many  vivid  and 
yet  fantastic  forms,  as  proved  that  neither 
the  images  nor  the  feelings  were  the  result 
of  observation,  or  in  any  way  derived  from 
realities.  I  should  judge  that  they  were 
the  product  of  his  own  seething  imagina- 
tion, and  therefore  impregnated  with  that 
pleasurable  exultation  which  is  experienced 
in  all  energetic  exertion  of  intellectual 
power  ;  that  in  the  same  mood  he  had 
generalized  the  causes  of  the  war,  and  then 
personified  the  abstract  and  christened  it 
by  the  name  which  he  had  been  accustomed 
to  hear  most  often  associated  with  its  man- 
agement and  measures.  I  should  guess 
that  the  minister  was  in  the  author's  mind 


at  the  moment  of  composition,  as  com- 
pletely -ciTra^Tjj,  avaiixoffapKos,  as  Anac- 
reon's  grasshopper,  and  that  he  had  as 
little  notion  of  a  real  person  of  flesh  and 
blood, 

'Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb,' 

as  Milton  had  in  the  grim  and  terrible 
phantoms  (half  person,  half  allegory)  which 
he  has  placed  at  the  gates  of  Hell.  I 
concluded  by  observing,  that  the  poem  was 
not  calculated  to  excite  passion  in  any 
mind,  or  to  make  any  impression  except 
on  poetic  readers  ;  and  that  from  the  cul- 
pable levity  betrayed  at  the  close  of  the 
eclogue  by  the  grotesque  union  of  epi- 
grammatic wit  with  allegoric  personifica- 
tion, in  the  allusion  to  the  most  fearful  of 
thoughts,  I  should  conjecture  that  the 
'  rantin'  Bardie,'  instead  of  really  believ- 
ing, much  less  wishing,  the  fate  spoken  of 
in  the  last  hne,  in  application  to  any 
human  individual,  would  shrink  from  pass- 
ing the  verdict  even  on  the  Devil  himself, 
and  exclaim  with  poor  Burns, 

But  fare  ye  weel,  auld  Nickie-ben  ! 
Oil !  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men'  ! 
Ye  aiblins  might — I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake — 
I'm  wae  to  think  upon  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake  ! 

I  need  not  say  that  these  thoughts,  which 
are  here  dilated,  were  in  such  a  company 
only  rapidly  suggested.  Our  kind  host 
smiled,  and  with  a  courteous  compliment 
observed,  that  the  defence  was  too  good 
for  the  cause.  My  voice  faultered  a  little, 
for  I  was  somewhat  agitated  ;  though  not 
so  much  on  my  own  account  as  for  the 
uneasiness  that  so  kind  and  friendly  a  man 
would  feel  from  the  thought  that  he  had 
been  the  occasion  of  distressing  me.  At 
length  I  brought  out  these  words  :  '  I 
must  now  confess,  sir !  that  I  am  the 
author  of  that  poem.  It  was  written  some 
years  ago.  I  do  not  attempt  to  justify  my 
past  self,  young  as  I  then  was  ;  but  as 
little  as  I  would  now  write  a  similar  poem, 
so  far  was  I  even  then  from  imagining  that 
the  lines  would  be  taken  as  more  or  less 
than  a  sport  of  fancy.  At  all  events,  if  I 
know  my  own  heart,  there  was  never  a 
moment  in  my  existence  in  which  I  should 
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have  been  more  ready,  had  Mr.  Pitt's 
person  been  in  hazard,  to  interpose  my 
own  body,  and  defend  his  life  at  the  risk 
of  my  own. 

I  have  prefaced  the  poem  with  this  anec- 
dote, because  to  have  printed  it  without 
any  remark  might  well  have  been  under- 
stood as  implying  an  unconditional  appro- 
bation on  my  part,  and  this  after  many 
years'  consideration.  But  if  it  be  asked 
why  I  re-published  it  at  all,  I  answer,  that 
the  poem  had  been  attributed  at  different 
times  to  different  other  persons  ;  and  what  I 
had  dared  beget,  I  thought  it  neither  manly 
nor  honourable  not  to  dare  father.  From 
the  same  motives  I  should  have  published 
perfect  copies  of  two  poems,  the  one  en- 
titled The  DeviFs  Thoughts,  and  the  other. 
The  Two  Round  Spaces  on  the  Tombstone, 
but  that  the  three  first  stanzas  of  the  for- 
mer, which  were  worth  all  the  rest  of  the 
poem,  and  the  best  stanza  of  the  remain- 
der, were  written  by  a  friend  [Southey]  of 
deserved  celebrity  ;  and  because  there  are 
passages  in  both  which  might  have  given 
offence  to  the  religious  feelings  of  certain 
readers.  I  myself  indeed  see  no  reason 
why  vulgar  superstitions  and  absurd  con- 
ceptions that  deform  the  pure  faith  of  a 
Christian  should  possess  a  greater  im- 
munity from  ridicule  than  stories  of  witches, 
or  the  fables  of  Greece  and  Rome.  But 
there  are  those  who  deem  it  profaneness 
and  irreverence  to  call  an  ape  an  ape,  if  it 
but  wear  a  monk's  cowl  on  its  head  ;  and 
I  would  rather  reason  with  this  weakness 
than  offend  it. 

The  passage  from  Jeremy  Taylor  to 
which  I  referred  is  found  in  his  second 
Sermon  on  Christ's  Advent  to  Judgment ; 
which  is  likewise  the  second  in  his  year's 
course  of  sermons.  Among  many  re- 
markable passages  of  the  same  character 
in  those  discourses,  I  have  selected  this  as 
the  most  so.  '  But  when  this  Lion  of  the 
tribe  of  Judah  shall  appear,  then  Justice 
shall  strike,  and  Mercy  shall  not  hold  her 
hands  ;  she  shall  strike  sore  strokes,  and 
Pity  shall  not  break  the  blow.  As  there 
are  treasures  of  good  things,"  so  hath  God 
a  treasure  of  wrath  and  fury,  and  scourges 
•and  scorpions  ;  and  then  shall  be  produced 
the  shame  of  Lust  and  the  malice  of  Envy, 


and  the  groans  of  the  oppressed  and 
persecutions  of  the  saints,  and  the  cares  df 
Covetousness  and  the  troubles  of  Ambition, 
and  the  insclcncies  of  traitors  and  the 
violences  of  rebels,  and  the  rage  of  anger 
and  the  uneasiness  of  impatience,  and  the 
restlessness  of  unlawful  desires  ;  and  by 
this  time  the  monsters  and  diseases  wil'  be 
numerous  and  intolerable,  when  God's 
heavy  hand  shall  press  the  sanies  and  the 
intolerableness,  the  obliquity  and  the  un- 
reasonableness, the  amazement  and  the 
disorder,  the  smart  and  the  sorrow,  the 
guilt  and  the  punishment,  out  from  all 
our  sins,  and  pour  them  into  one  chalice, 
and  mingle  them  with  an  infinite  wrath, 
and  make  the  wicked  drink  off  all  the  ven- 
geance, and  force  it  down  their  unwilling 
throats  with  the  violence  of  devils  and  ac- 
cursed spirits.' 

That  this  Tartarean  drench  displays  the 
imagination  rather  than  the  discretion  of 
the  compounder  ;  that,  in  short,  this  pass- 
age and  others  of  the  same  kind  are  in  a 
had  taste,  few  will  deny  at  the  present  day. 
It  would,  doubtless,  have  more  behoved 
the  good  bishop  not  to  be  wise  beyond 
what  is  written  on  a  subject  in  which 
Eternity  is  opposed  to  Time,  and  a  Death 
threatened,  not  the  negative,  but  the 
positive  Oppositive  of  Life  ;  a  subject, 
therefore,  which  must  of  necessity  be  inde?. 
scribable  to  the  human  understanding  in 
our  present  state.  But  I  can  neither  find 
nor  believe  that  it  ever  occurred  to  any 
reader  to  ground  on  such  passages  a  charge 
against  Bishop  Taylor's  humanity,  or  good- 
ness of  heart.  I  was  not  a  little  surprised 
therefore  to  find,  in  the  Pursuits  of 
Literaticre  and  other  works,  so  horrible 
a  sentence  passed  on  Milton's  moral 
character,  for  a  passage  in  his  prose 
writings,  as  nearly  parallel  to  this  of 
Taylor's  as  two  passages  can  well  be  con- 
ceived to  be.  All  his  merits,  as  a  poet, 
forsooth — all  the  glory  of  having  written 
the  Paradise  Lost,  are  light  in  the  scale, 
nay,  kick  the  beam,  compared  with  the 
atrocious  malignity  of  heart,  expressed 
in  the  offensive  paragraph.  I  remembered, 
in  general,  that  Milton  had  concluded  one 
of  his  works  on  Reformation,  written  in  the 
fervour  of  his  youthful  imagination,  in  a 
high  poetic  strain,  that  wanted  metre  onl7 
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to  become  a  lyrical  poem.  I  remembered 
that  in  the  former  part  he  had  formed  to 
himself  a  perfect  ideal  of  human  virtue,  a 
character  of  heroic,  disinterested  zeal  and 
devotion  for  Truth,  Religion,  and  public 
Liberty,  in  act  and  in  suffering,  in  the  day 
of  triumph  and  in  the  hour  of  martyrdom. 
Such  spirits,  as  more  excellent  than  others, 
he  describes  as  having  a  more  excellent  re- 
ward, and  as  distinguished  by  a  transcendent 
glory :  and  this  reward  and  this  glory  he 
displays  and  particularizes  with  an  energy 
and  brilliance  that  announced  the  Paradise 
Lost  as  plainly,  as  ever  the  bright  purple 
clouds  in  the  east  announced  the  coming 
of  the  Sun.  Milton  then  passes  to  the 
gloomy  contrast,  to  such  men  as  from 
motives  of  selfish  ambition  and  the  lust  of 
personal  aggrandizement  should,  against 
their  own  light,  persecute  truth  and  the  true 
religion,  and  wilfully  abuse  the  powers  and 
gifts  entrusted  to  them,  to  bring  vice, 
blindness,  misery  and  slavery,  on  their 
native  country,  on  the  very  country  that 
had  trusted,  enriched  and  honoured  them. 
Such  beings,  after  that  speedy  and  appro- 
priate removal  from  their  sphere  of  mis- 
chief which  all  good  and  humane  men  must 
of  course  desire,  will,  he  takes  for  granted 
by  parity  of  reason,  meet  with  a  punish- 
ment, an  ignominy,  and  a  retaliation,  as 
much  severer  than  other  wicked  men,  as 
their  guilt  and  its  consequences  were  more 
enormous.  His  description  of  this  ima- 
ginary punishment  presents  more  distinct 
pictures  to  the  fancy  than  the  extract  from 
Jeremy  Taylor ;  but  the  thoughts  in  the 
latter  are  incomparably  more  exaggerated 
and  horrific.  All  this  I  knew ;  but  I  neither 
remembered,  nor  by  reference  and  careful 
re-perusal  could  discover,  any  other  mean- 
ing, either  in  Milton  or  Taylor,  but  that 
good  men  will  be  rewarded,  and  the  im- 
penitent wicked  punished,  in  proportion  to 
their  dispositions  and  intentional  acts  in 
this  life  ;  and  that  if  the  punishment  of  the 
least  wicked  be  fearful  beyond  conception, 
all  words  and  descriptions  must  be  so  far 
true,  that  they  must  fall  short  of  the  pun- 
ishment that  awaits  the  transcendently 
wicked.  Had  Milton  stated  either  his 
ideal  of  virtue,  or  of  depravity,  as  an  indi- 
vidual or  individuals  actually  existing? 
Certainly    not  !       Is    this    representation 


worded  historically,  or  only  hypothetically  ? 
Assuredly  the  latter  !  Does  he  express  it 
as  his  own  wish  that  after  death  they  should 
suffer  these  tortures  ?  or  as  a  general  con- 
sequence, deduced  from  reason  and  revela- 
tion, that  ^Moh.  luill  be  their  fate?  Again, 
the  latter  only  !  His  wish  is  expressly 
confined  to  a  speedy  stop  being  put  by 
Providence  to  their  power  of  inflicting 
misery  on  others  !  But  did  he  name  or 
refer  to  any  persons  living  or  dead  ?  No  ! 
But  the  calumniators  of  Milton  daresay  (for 
what  will  calumny  not  dare  say?)  that 
he  had  Laud  and  Strafford  in  his  mind, 
while  writing  of  remorseless  persecution, 
and  the  enslavement  of  a  free  country  from 
motives  of  selfish  ambition.  Now  what  if 
a  stern  anti-prelatist  should  daresay,  that  in 
spealiing  of  the  insolencies  of  traitors  and 
the  violences  of  7-ebels,  Bishop  Taylor  must 
have  individualised  in  his  mind  Hampden, 
Hollis,  Pym,  Fairfax,  Ireton,  and  Milton? 
And  what  if  he  should  take  the  liberty  of 
concluding,  that,  in  the  after-description, 
the  Bishop  was  feeding  and  feasting  his 
party-hatred,  and  with  those  individuals 
before  the  eyes  of  his  imagination  enjoying, 
trait  by  trait,  horror  after  horror,  the  ' 
picture  of  their  intolerable  agonies?  Yet 
this  Bigot  would  have  an  equal  right  thus 
to  criminate  the  one  good  and  great  man, 
as  these  men  have  to  criminate  the  other. 
Milton  has  said,  and  I  doubt  not  but  that 
Taylor  with  equal  truth  could  ha\-e  said  it, 
'  that  in  his  whole  life  he  never  spake 
against  a  man  even  that  his  skin  should  be 
grazed. '  He  asserted  this  when  one  of  his 
opponents  (either  Bishop  Hall  or  his 
nephew)  had  called  upon  the  women  and 
children  in  the  streets  to  take  up  stones  and 
stone  him  (Milton).  It  is  known  that 
Milton  repeatedly  used  his  interest  to  pro- 
tect the  royalists  ;  but  even  at  a  time  when 
all  lies  would  have  been  meritorious  against 
him,  no  charge  was  made,  no  story  pre- 
tended, that  he  had  ever  directly  or  in- 
directly engaged  or  assisted  in  their  per- 
secution. Oh  !  methinks  there  aj'e  other 
and  far  better  feelings  which  should  be 
acquired  by  the  perusal  of  our  great  elder 
writers.  When  I  have  before  me,  on  the 
same  table,  the  works  of  Hammond  and 
Baxter  ;  when  I  reflect  with  what  joy  and 
dearness  their  blessed  spirits  are  now  loving 
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each  other ;  it  seems  a  mournful  thing 
that  their  names  should  be  perverted  to  an 
occasion  of  bitterness  among  '.is,  who  are 
enjoying  that  happy  mean  which  the  human 
TOO -MUCH  on  both  sides  was  perhaps 
necessary  to  produce.  '  The  tangle  of 
delusions  which  stifled  and  distorted  the 
growing  tree  of  our  well-being  has  been 
torn  away  ;  the  parasite-weeds  that  fed  on 
its  very  roots  have  been  plucked  up  with  a 
salutary  violence.  To  us  there  remain 
only  quiet  duties,  the  constant  care,  the 
gradual  improvement,  the  cautious  un- 
hazardous labours  of  the  industrious  though 
contented  gardener — to  prune,  to  strengthen, 
to  engraft,  and  one  by  one  to  remove  from 
its  leaves  and  fresh  shoots  the  slug  and 
the  caterpillar.  But  far  be  it  from  us  to 
undervalue  with  light  and  senseless  de- 
traction the  conscientious  hardihood  of  our 
predecessors,  or  even  to  condemn  in  them 
that  vehemence,  to  which  the  blessings  it 
won  for  us  leave  us  now  neither  temptation 
nor  pretext.  We  antedate  \he.  feelings,  in 
order  to  criminate  the  authors,  of  our  present 
Liberty,  Light  and  Toleration.'  {The 
Friend,  p.  54.)     [1818,  i.  105.] 

If  ever  two  great  men  might  seem,  during 
their  whole  lives,  to  have  moved  in  direct 
opposition,  though  neither  of  them  has  at 
any  time  introduced  the  name  of  the  other, 
Milton  and  Jeremy  Taylor  were  they. 
The  former  commenced  his  career  by 
attacking  the  Church-Liturgy  and  all  set 
forms  of  prayer.  The  latter,  but  far  more 
successfully,  by  defending  both.  Milton's 
next  work  was  against  the  Prelacy  and  the 
then  existing  Church  -  Government — -Tay- 
lor's in  vindication  and  support  of  them. 
Milton  became  more  and  more  a  stern  re- 
publican, or  rather  an  advocate  for  that 
religious  and  moral  aristocracy  which, 
in  his  day,  was  called  republicanism,  and 
which,  even  more  than  royalism  itself,  is 
the  direct  antipode  of  modern  jacobinism. 
Taylor,  as  more  and  more  sceptical  con- 
cerning the  fitness  of  men  in  general  for 
power,  became  more  and  more  attached  to 
the  prerogatives  of  monarchy.  From  Cal- 
vinism, with  a  still  decreasing  respect  for 
Fathers,  Councils,  and  for  Church-antiquity 
in  general,  Milton  seems  to  have  ended  in 
an  indifference,  if  not  a  dishke,  to  all  forms 
of  ecclesiastic   government,   and    to    have 


retreated  wholly  into  the  inward  and 
spiritual  church -communion  of  his  own 
spirit  with  the  Light  that  lighteth  every 
man  that  cometh  into  the  world.  Taylor, 
with  a  growing  reverence  for  authority,  an 
increasing  sense  of  the  insufficiency  of  the 
Scriptures  without  the  aids  of  tradition 
and  the  consent  of  authorized  interpreters, 
advanced  as  far  in  his  approaches  (not  in- 
deed to  Popery,  but)  to  Catholicism,  as  a 
conscientious  minister  of  the  English  Church 
could  well  venture.  Milton  would  be  ar.d 
would  utter  the  same  to  all  on  all  occasions : 
he  would  tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth, 
and  nothing  but  the  truth.  Taylor  would 
become  all  things  to  all  men,  if  by  any 
means  he  might  benefit  any ;  hence  he 
availed  himself,  in  his /(^z<:/ar  writings,  of 
opinions  and  representations  which  stand 
often  in  striking  contrast  with  the  doubts 
and  convictions  expressed  in  his  more 
philosophical  works.  He  appears,  indeed, 
not  too  severely  to  have  blamed  that  inan- 
agevtent  of  truth  [istafti  falsitate7n  dispen- 
sativam)  authorized  and  exemplified  by 
almost  all  the  fathers  :  Integrum  omnino 
doctoribus  et  coetus  Christian!  Antistitibus 
esse,  ut  dolos  versent,  falsa  veris  inter- 
misceant  et  imprimis  religionis  hostes 
fallant,  dummodo  veritatis  commodis  et 
utilitati  inserviant. 

The  same  antithesis  might  be  carried  on 
with  the  elements  of  their  several  intellectual 
powers.  Milton,  austere,  condensed,  im- 
aginative, supporting  his  truth  by  direct 
enunciation  of  lofty  moral  sentiment  and 
by  distinct  visual  representations,  and  in 
the  same  spirit  overwhelming  what  he 
deemed  falsehood  by  moral  denunciation 
and  a  succession  of  pictures  appalling  or 
repulsive.  In  his  prose,  so  many  meta- 
phors, so  many  allegorical  miniatures. 
Taylor,  eminently  discursive,  accumulative, 
and  (to  use  one  of  his  own  words)  agglo- 
7nerative  ;  still  more  rich  in  images  than 
Milton  himself,  but  images  of  fancy,  and 
presented  to  the  common  and  passive  eye, 
rather  than  to  the  eye  of  the  imagination. 
Whether  supporting  or  assailing,  he  makes 
his  way  either  by  argument  or  by  appeals 
to  the  affections,  unsurpassed  even  by  the 
schoolmen  in  subtlety,  agility,  and  logical 
wit,  and  unrivalled  by  the  most  rhetorical 
of  the  fathers  in  the  copiousness  and  vivid- 
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ness  of  his  expressions  and  illustrations. 
Here  words  that  convey  feelings,  and  words 
that  flash  images,  and  words  of  abstract 
notion,  flow  together,  and  at  once  whirl 
and  rush  onward  like  a  stream,  at  once 
rapid  and  full  of  eddies  ;  and  yet  still  inter- 
fused here  and  there  we  see  a  tongue  or 
isle  of  smooth  water,  with  some  picture  in 
it  of  earth  or  sky,  landscape  or  living  group 
of  quiet  beauty. 

Differing  then  so  widely  and  almost  con- 
trariandy,  wherein  did  these  great  men 
agree?  wherein  did  they  resemble  each 
other?  In  genius,  in  learning,  in  unfeigned 
piety,  in  blameless  purity  of  life,  and  in 
benevolent  aspirations  and  purposes  for  the 
moral  and  temporal  improvement  of  their 
fellow-creatures  !  Both  of  them  wrote  a 
Latin  Accidence,  to  render  education  more 
easy  and  less  painful  to  children  ;  both  of 
them  composed  hymns  and  psalms  propor- 
tioned to  the  capacity  of  common  congre- 
gations ;  both,  nearly  at  the  same  time,  set 
the  glorious  example  of  publicly  recom- 
mending and  supporting  general  Tolera- 
tion, and  the  Liberty  both  of  the  Pulpit 
and  the  Press  !  In  the  writings  of  neither 
shall  we  find  a  single  sentence,  like  those 
meek  deliverances  to  God's  mej-cy,  with  which 
Laud  accompanied  his  votes  for  the  mutila- 
tions and  loathsome  dungeoning  of  Leighton 
and  others  ! — nowhere  such  a  pious  prayer 
as  we  find  in  Bishop  Hall's  memoranda  of 
his  own  life,  concerning  the  subtle  and 
witty  atheist  that  so  grievously  perplexed 
and  gravelled  him  at  Sir  Robert  Drury's 
till  he p7-ayed  to  the  Lord  to  remove  him,  and 
behold  !  his  prayers  were  heard :  for  shortly 
afterward  this  Philistine-combatant  went  to 
London,  and  there  perished  of  the  plague 
in  great  misery  !  In  short,  nowhere  shall 
we  find  the  least  approach,  in  the  lives  and 
writings  of  John  Milton  or  Jeremy  Taylor, 
to  that  guarded  gentleness,  to  that  sighing 
reluctance,  with  which  the  holy  brethren  of 
the  Inquisition  deliver  over  a  condemned 
heretic  to  thecivil  magistrate,  recommending 
him  to  mercy,  and  hopirig  that  the  magistrate 
wiU  treat  the  erring  brother  with  all  possible 
mildness! — the  magistrate  who  too  well 
knows  what  would  be  his  own  fate  if  he 
dared  offend  them  by  acting  on  their  recom- 
mendation. 

The  opportunity  of  diverting  the  reader 


from- myself  to  characters  more  worthy  of 
his  attention,  has  led  me  far  beyond  my 
first  intention  ;  but  it  is  not  unimportant  to 
expose  the  false  zeal  which  has  occasioned 
these  attacks  on  our  elder  patriots.  It  has 
been  too  much  the  fashion  first  to  personify 
the  Church  of  England,  and  then  to  speak 
of  different  individuals,  who  in  different 
ages  have  been  rulers  in  that  church,  as  if 
in  some  strange  way  they  constituted  its 
personal  identit)-.  Why  should  a  clergyman 
of  the  present  day  feel  interested  in  the 
defence  of  Laud  or  Sheldon  ?  Surely  it  is 
sufficient  for  the  warmest  partisan  of  our 
establishment  that  he  can  assert  with  truth, 
— when  our  Church  persecuted,  it  was  on 
mistaken  principles  held  in  common  by  all 
Christendom  ;  and  at  all  events,  far  less 
culpable  was  this  intolerance  in  the  Bishops, 
who  were  maintaining  the  existing  laws, 
than  the  persecuting  spirit  afterwards  shewn 
by  their  successful  opponents,  who  had  no 
such  excuse,  and  who  should  have  been 
taught  mercy  by  their  own  sufferings,  and 
wisdom  by  the  utter  failure  of  the  experi- 
ment in  their  own  case.  We  can  say  that 
our  Church,  apostolical  in  its  faith,  primi- 
tive in  its  ceremonies,  unequalled  in  its 
liturgical  forms  ;  that  our  Church,  which 
has  kindled  and  displayed  more  bright  and 
burning  lights  of  genius  and  learning  than 
all  other  Protestant  churches  since  the  Re- 
formation, was  (with  the  single  exception 
of  the  times  of  Laud  and  Sheldon)  least 
intolerant,  when  all  Christians  unhappily 
deemed  a  species  of  intolerance  their  re- 
ligious duty  ;  that  Bishops  of  our  church 
were  among  the  first  that  contended  against 
this  error  ;  and  finally,  that  since  the  Re- 
formation, when  tolerance  became  a  fashion, 
the  Church  of  England  in  a  tolerating  age, 
has  shewn  herself  eminently  tolerant,  and 
far  more  so,  both  in  spirit  and  in  fact,  than 
many  of  her  most  bitter  opponents,  who 
profess  to  deem  toleration  itself  an  insult  on 
the  rights  of  mankind  !  As  to  myself,  who 
not  only  know  the  Church-Establishment 
to  be  tolerant,  but  who  see  in  it  the  greatest, 
if  not  the  sole  safe  bulwark  of  Toleration, 
I  feel  no  necessity  of  defending  or  palliating 
oppressions  under  the  two  Charleses,  in 
order  to  exclaim  with  a  full  and  fervent 
heart,  EsTO  perpetua  ! 
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ALLEGORIC  VISION 
This  first  appeared  as  part  of  the  '  Introduc- 
tion' to  A  Lay-Sermon,  addressed  to  the 
Higher  and  Middle  Classes,  on  the  exist- 
ing Distresses  and  Discontents.  By  S.  T. 
Coleridge,  Esq.  London:  1817.  '  It  has  been  my 
purpose  throughout  the  following  discourse  to 
guard  myself  and  my  readers  from  extremes  of 
all  kinds  :  I  will  therefore  conclude  this  Introduc- 
tion by  inforcing  the  maxim  1  in  its  relation  to 
our  religious  opinions,  out  of  which,  with  or  with- 
out our  consciousness,  all  our  other  opinions  flow, 
as  from  their  Spring-head  and  perpetual  Feeder. 
And  that  I  might  neglect  no  innocent  mode  of 
attracting  or  relieving  the  reader's  attention,  I 
have  moulded  my  reflections  into  the  following 
Allegoric  Vision.'  The  Allegoric  Vision -was 
included  by  Coleridge  in  the  edition  of  the 
Poems  in  1829,  and  by  H.  N.  Coleridge  in 
that  of  1834.  Since  then  it  has  been  reprinted 
only  with  the  prose  works.  I  have  deemed  the 
limbo  of  an  '  Appendix '  its  most  appropri.-ite 
place.  ^ — Ed. 

A  FEELING  of  sadness,  a  peculiar  melan- 
choly, is  wont  to  take  possession  of  me  alike 
in  Spring  and  in  Autumn.  But  in  Spring  it 
is  the  melancholy  of  Hope  :  in  Autumn  it 
is  the  melancholy  of  Resignation.  As  I  was 
journeying  on  foot  through  the  Appennine, 
I  fell  in  with  a  pilgrim  in  whom  the  Spring 
and  the  Autumn  and  the  Melancholy  of 
both  seemed  to  have  combined.  In  his 
discourse  there  were  the  freshness  and  the 
colours  of  April  : 

Qual  ramicel  a  ramo, 
Tal  da  pensier  pensiero 
In  lui  germogliava. 

But  as  I  gazed  on  his  whole  form  and 
figure,  I  bethought  me  of  the  not  unlovely 
decays,  both  of  age  and  of  the  late  season, 
in  the  stately  elm,  after  the  clusters  have 
been  plucked  from  its  entwining  vines,  and 

1  ^Extremes   vzeet,' — which   Coleridge  some- 
where quotes  as  his  favourite  proverb. — Ed. 


the  vines  are  as  bands  of  dried  withie 
around  its  trunk  and  branches.  Even 
there  was  a  memory  on  his  smooth  and 
ample  forehead,  which  blended  with  the 
dedication  of  his  steady  eyes,  that  still 
looked — I  know  not,  whether  upward,  or 
far  onward,  or  rather  to  the  line  of  meeting 
where  the  sky  rests  upon  the  distance. 
But  how  may  I  express  that  dimness  of 
abstraction  which  lay  on  the  lustre  of  the 
pilgrim's  eyes  like  the  flitting  tarnish  from 
the  breath  of  a  sigh  on  a  silver  mirror ! 
and  which  accorded  with  their  slow  and 
reluctant  movement,  whenever  he  turned 
them  to  any  object  on  the  right  hand  or  on 
the  left?  It  seemed,  methought,  as  if 
there  lay  tipon  the  brightness  a  shadowy 
presence  of  disappointments  now  unfelt, 
but  never  forgotten.  It  was  at  once  the 
melancholy  of  hope  and  of  resignation. 

We  had  not  long  been  fellow-travellers, 
ere  a  sudden  tempest  of  wind  and  rain 
forced  us  to  seek  protection  in  the  vaulted 
door-way  of  a  lone  chapelry  ;  and  we  sate 
face  to  face  each  on  the  stone  bench  along- 
side the  low,  weather-stained  wall,  and  as 
close  as  possible  to  the  massy  door. 

After  a  pause  of  silence  :  even  thus,  said 
he,  like  two  strangers  that  have  fled  to  the 
same  shelter  from  the  same  storm,  not 
seldom  do  Despair  and  Hope  meet  for  the 
first  time  in  the  porch  of  Death  !  ^  All 
extremes  meet,  I  answered  ;  but  yours  was 
a  strange  and  visionary  thought.  The 
better  then  doth  it  beseem  both  the  place 

1  Call  to  the  Hours,  that  in  the  distance  play, 

The  faery  people  of  the  future  day- 

Fond  Thought  !    not   one  of  all  that  shining 

swarm 
Will    breathe    on    ihce   with    life  -  enkindling 

breath. 
Till  when,  like  strangers  shell' ring  from  a  storm, 
Hope  and  Despair  meet  in  the  porcli  of  Death  I 
Constancy  to  an  Ideal  Ohject,  p.  172. 
Ep. 
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and  me,  he  replied.  From  a  Visionary 
wilt  thou  hear  a  Vision?  Mark  that  vivid 
flash  through  this  torrent  of  rain  !  Fire 
and  water.  Even  here  thy  adage  holds 
true,  and  its  truth  is  the  moral  of  my 
Vision.  I  entreated  him  to  proceed. 
Sloping  his  face  toward  the  arch  and  yet 
averting  his  eye  from  it,  he  seemed  to  seek 
5ind  prepare  his  words  :  till  listening  to 
the  wind  that  echoed  within  the  hollow 
edifice,  and  to  the  rain  without, 
Which  stole  on  his  thoughts  with   its  two -fold 

sound, 
The  clash  hard  by  ?.nd  the  murmur  all  round, l  ■ 

he  gradually  sank  away,  alike  from  me  and 
from  his  own  purpose,  and  amid  the  gloom 
of  the  storm  and  in  the  duskiness  of  that 
place,  he  sate  like  an  emblem  on  a  rich 
man's  sepulchre,  or  like  a  mourner  on  the 
sodded  grave  of  an  only  one — an  aged 
mourner,  who  is  watching  the  waned  moon 
and  sorroweth  not'.  Starting  at  length 
from  his  brief  trance  of  abstraction,  with 
courtesy  and  an  atoning  smile  he  renewed 
his  discourse,  and  commenced  his  parable. 
During  one  of  those  short  furlows  from 
the  service  of  the  Body,  which  the  Soul 
may  sometimes  obtain  even  in  this,  its 
militant  state,  I  found  myself  in  a  vast 
plain,  which  I  immediately  knew  to  be  the 
Valley  of  Life.  It  possessed  an  astonish- 
ing diversity  of  soils  :  and  here  was  a  sunny 
spot,  and  there  a  dark  one,  forming  just 
such  a  mixture  of  sunshine  and  shade,  as 
we  may  have  observed  on  the  mountains' 
side  in  an  April  day,  when  the  thin  broken 
clouds  are  scattered  over  heaven.  Almost 
in  the  very  entrance  of  the  valley  stood  a 
large  and  gloomy  pile,  into  which  I  seemed 
constrained  to  enter.  Every  part  of  the 
building  was  crowded  with  tawdry  orna- 
ments and  fantastic  deformity.  On  every 
window  was  portrayed,  in  glaring  and  in- 
elegant colours,  some  horrible  tale,  or  pre- 
■  ternatural  incident,  so  that  not  a  ray  of 
light  could  enter,  untinged  by  the  medium 
through  which  it  passed.  The  body  of  the 
building  was  full  of  people,  some  of  them 
dancing,  in  and  out,  in  unintelligible 
figures,  with  strange  ceremonies  and  antic 
merriment,  while  others  seemed  convulsed 

1  From  some  cancelled  portion  of  Christahelt 
—En. 


with  horror,  or  pining  in  mad  melancholy. 
Intermingled  with  these,  I  observed  a 
number  of  men,  clothed  in  ceremonial 
robes,  who  appeared  now  to  marshal  the 
various  groups,  and  to  direct  their  move- 
ments ;  and  now  with  menacing  counte- 
nances, to  drag  some  reluctant  victim  to  a 
vast  idol,  framed  of  iron  bars  intercrossed, 
which  formed  at  the  same  time  an  immense 
cage,  and  the  shape  of  a  human  Colossus. 
I  stood  for  a  while  lost  in  wonder  what 
these  things  might  mean  ;  when  lo  !  one  of 
the  Directors  came  up  to  me,  and  with  a 
stern  and  reproachful  look  bade  me  uncover 
my  head,  for  that  the  place  into  which  I 
had  entered  was  the  temple  of  the  only 
true  Religion,  in  the  holier  recesses  of 
which  the  great  Goddess  personally  resided. 
Himself  too  he  bade  me  reverence,  as  the 
consecrated  minister  of  her  rites.  Awe- 
struck by  the  name  of  Religion,  I  bowed 
before  the  priest,  and  humbly  and  earnestly 
intreated  him  to  conduct  me  into  her  pre- 
sence. He  assented.  Offerings  he  took 
from  me,  with  mystic  sprinklings  of  water 
and  with  salt  he  purified,  and  with  strange 
sufflations  he  exorcized  me  ;  and  then  led 
me  through  many  a  dark  and  winding 
alley,  the  dew-damps  of  which  chilled  my 
flesh,  and  the  hollow  echoes  under  my 
feet,  mingled,  methought,  with  moanings, 
affrighted  me.  At  length  we  entered  a 
large  hall,  without  window,  or  spiracle,  or 
lamp.  The  asylum  and  dormitory  it 
seemed  of  perennial  night — only  that  the 
walls  were  brought  to  the  eye  by  a  number 
of  self-luminous  inscriptions  in  letters  of  n. 
pale  sepulchral  light,  which  held  strange 
neutrahty  with  the  darkness,  on  the  verge 
of  which  it  kept  its  rayless  vigil.  I  could 
read  them,  methought  ;  but  though  each 
of  the  words  taken  separately  I  seemed  to 
understand,  yet  when  I  took  them  in  sen- 
tences, they  were  riddles  and  incomprehen- 
sible. As  I  stood  meditating  on  these 
hard  sayings,  my  guide  thus  addressed 
me  —  '  Read  and  believe :  these  are 
mysteries  ! ' — At  the  extremity  of  the  vast 
hall  the  Goddess  was  placed.  Her  features, 
blended  with  darkness,  rose  out  to  my 
view,  terrible,  yet  vacant.  I  prostrated 
myself  before  her,  and  then  retired  with  my 
guide,  soul-withered,  and  wondering,  and 
dissatisfied. 
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As  I  re-entered  the  body  of  the  temple, 
I  heard  a  deep  buz  as  of  discontent.  A 
few  whose  eyes  were  bright,  and  either 
piercing  or  steady,  and  whose  ample  fore- 
heads, with  the  weighty  bar,  ridge-like, 
above  the  eyebrows,  bespoke  observation 
followed  by  meditative  thought ;  and  a 
much  larger  number,  who  were  enraged  by 
the  severity  and  insolence  of  the  priests  in 
exacting  their  offerings,  had  collected  in 
one  tumultuous  group,  and  with  a  confused 
outcry  of  '  This  is  the  Temple  of  Supersti- 
tion ! '  after  much  contumely,  and  turmoil, 
and  cruel  mal-treatment  on  all  sides,  rushed 
out  of  the  pile  :  and  I,  methought,  joined 
them. 

We  speeded  from  the  Temple  with  hasty 
steps,  and  had  now  nearly  gone  round  half 
the  valley,  when  we  were  addressed  by  a 
woman,  tall  beyond  the  stature  of  mortals, 
and  with  a  something  more  than  human  in 
her  countenance  and  mien,  which  yet  could 
by  mortals  be  only  felt,  not  conveyed  by 
words  or  intelhgibly  distinguished.  Deep 
reflection,  animated  by  ardent  feelings,  was 
displayed  in  them  :  and  hope,  without  its 
uncertainty,  and  a  something  more  than 
all  these,  which  I  understood  not,  but 
which  yet  seemed  to  blend  all  these 
into  a  divine  unity  of  expression.  Her 
garments  were  white  and  matronly,  and 
of  the  simplest  texture.  We  inquired 
her  name.  '  My  name,'  she  replied, 
'  is  Religion.' 

The  more  numerous  part  of  our  com- 
pany, affrighted  by  the  very  sound,  and 
sore  from  recent  impostures  or  sorceries, 
hurried  onwards  and  examined  no  farther. 
A  few  of  us,  struck  by  the  manifest  opposi- 
tion of  her  form  and  manners  to  those  of 
the  living  Idol,  whom  we  had  so  recently 
abjured,  agreed  to  follow  her,  though  with 
cautious  circumspection.  She  led  us  to  an 
eminence  in  the  midst  of  the  valley,  from 
the  top  of  which  we  could  command  the 
whole  plain,  and  observe  the  relation  of  the 
different  parts  to  each  other,  and  of  each 
to  the  whole,  and  of  all  to  each.  She 
then  gave  us  an  optic  glass  which  assisted 
without  contradicting  our  natural  vision, 
and  enabled  us  to  see  far  beyond  the  limits 
of  the  Valley  of  Life  ;  though  our  eye  even 
thus  assisted  permitted  us  only  to  behold  a 
light  and  a  glory,  but  what  we  could  not 


descry,  save  only  that  it  was,  and  that  it 
was  most  glorious. 

And  now  with  the  rapid  transition  of  a 
dream,  I  had  overtaken  and  rejoined  the 
more  numerous  party,  who  had  abruptly 
left  us,  indignant  at  the  very  name  of 
religion.  They  journied  on,  goading  each 
other  with  remembrances  of  past  oppres- 
sions, and  never  looking  back,  till  in  the 
eagerness  to  recede  from  the  Temple  of 
Superstition  they  had  rounded  the  whole 
circle  of  the  valley.  And  lo  !  there  faced 
us  the  mouth  of  a  vast  cavern,  at  the  base 
of  a  lofty  and  almost  perpendicular  rock, 
the  interior  side  of  which,  unknown  to 
them,  and  unsuspected,  formed  the  ex- 
treme and  backward  wall  of  the  Temple. 
An  impatient  crowd,  we  entered  the  vast 
and  dusky  cave,  which  was  the  only  per- 
foration of  the  precipice.  At  the  mouth 
of  the  cave  sate  two  figures  ;  the  first,  by 
her  dress  and  gestures,  I  knew  to  be  Sen- 
suality ;  the  second  form,  from  the  fierce- 
ness of  his  demeanour,  and  the  brutal 
scornfulness  of  his  looks,  declared  himself 
to  be  the  monster  Blasphemy.  He  uttered 
big  words,  and  yet  ever  and  anon  I 
observed  that  he  turned  pale  at  his  own 
courage.  We  entered.  Some  remained 
in  the  opening  of  the  cave,  with  the  one  or 
the  other  of  its  guardians.  The  rest,  and 
I  among  them,  pressed  on,  till  we  reached 
an  ample  chamber,  that  seemed  the  centre 
of  the  rock.  The  climate  of  the  place  was 
unnaturally  cold. 

In  the  furthest  distance  of  the  chamber 
sate  an  old  dim-eyed  man,  poring  with  a 
microscope  over  the  torso  of  a  statue 
which  had  neither  basis,  nor  feet,  nor 
head ;  but  on  its  breast  was  carved 
'  Nature  ! '  To  this  he  continually 
applied  his  glass,  and  seemed  enraptured 
with  the  various  inequalities  which  it 
rendered  visible  on  the  seemingly  polished 
surface  of  the  marble. — Yet  evermore  was 
this  delight  and  triumph  followed  by  ex- 
pressions of  hatred,  and  vehement  railing 
against  a  Being,  who  yet,  he  assured  us, 
had  no  existence.  This  mystery  suddenly 
recalled  to  me  what  I  had  read  in  the 
holiest  recess  of  the  temple  of  Supersti- 
tion. The  old  man  spake  in  divers 
tongues,  and  continued  to  utter  other  and 
most  strange  mysteries.     Among  the  rest 
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he  talked  much  and  vehemently  concern- 
ing an  infinite  series  of  causes  and  effects,^ 
which  he  explained  to  be  —  a  string  of 
blind  men,  the  last  of  whom  caught  hold 
of  the  skirt  of  the  one  before  him,  he  of  the 
next,  and  so  on  till  they  were  all  out  of 
sight ;  and  that  they  all  walked  infallibly 
straight,   without  making  one   false  step, 

1  Compare — 
But  some  there  are  who  deem  themselves  most 
free 

and  themselves  they  cheat 

With  noisy  emptiness  of  learned  phrase, 
Their  subtle  fluids,  impacts,  essences, 
Self-working  tools,  uncaused  effects,  and  all 
Those  blind  omniscients,  those  almighty  slaves. 
Untenanting  creation  of  its  God. 

Destiny  of  Nations,  p.  70. — Ed. 


though  all  were  alike  blind.  Methought 
I  borrowed  courage  from  surprise,  and 
asked  him — -Who  then  is  at  the  head  to 
guide  them  ?  He  looked  at  me  with 
ineffable  contempt,  not  unmi.xed  with  an 
angry  suspicion,  and  then  replied,  '  No 
one."  The  string  of  blind  men  went  on 
for  ever  without  any  beginning ;  for 
although  one  blind  man  could  not  move 
without  stumbling,  yet  infinite  blindness 
supphed  the  want  of  sight.  I  burst  into 
laughter,  which  instantly  turned  to  terror — 
for  as  he  started  forward  in  rage,  I 
caught  a  glimpse  of  him  from  behind  ;  and 
lo  !  I  beheld  a  monster  bi-form  and  Janus- 
headed,  in  the  hinder  face  and  shape  of 
which  I  instantly  recognised  the  dread 
countenance  of  Superstition — ^and  in  the 
terror  I  awoke. 
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usus 


Fert  animus  quascunque  vices. — Nos  tristia 
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PREFACE 
Poems  on  various  subjects  written  at 
different  times  and  prompted  by  very 
different  feehngs  ;  but  which  will  be  read 
at  one  time  and  under  the  influence  of  one 
set  of  feelings — this  is  an  heavy  disadvan- 
tage :  for  we  love  or  admire  a  poet  in 
proportion  as  he  developes  our  own  senti- 
ments and  emotions,  or  reminds  us  of  our 
own  knowledge. 

Compositions  resembling  those  of  the 
present  volume  are  not  unfrequently  con- 
demned for  their  querulous  egotism.  But 
egotism  is  to  be  condemned  then  only  when 
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it  offends  against  time  and  place,  as  in  an 
History  or  an  Epic  Poem.  To  censure  it 
in  a  Monody  or  Sonnet  is  almost  as  absurd 
as  to  dislike  a  circle  for  being  round. 
Why  then  write  Sonnets  or  Monodies? 
Because  they  give  me  pleasure  when  per- 
haps nothing  else  could.  After  the  more 
violent  emotions  of  Sorrow,  the  mind 
demands  solace  and  can  find  it  in  employ- 
ment alone  ;  but  full  of  its  late  sufferings, 
it  can  endure  no  employment  not  connected 
with  those  sufferings.  Forcibly  to  turn 
away  our  attention  to  other  subjects  is  a 
painful  and  in  general  an  unavailing  effort. 

'  But  O  !  how  grateful  to  a  wounded  heart, 
The  tale  of  misery  to  impart ; 
From  others'  eyes  bid  artless  sorrows  flow, 
And  raise  esteem  upon  the  base  of  woe  ! ' 
[Shaw.] 

The  communicativeness  of  our  nature 
leads  us  to  describe  our  own  sorrows  ;  in 
the  endeavor  to  describe  them  intellectual 
activity  is  exerted  ;  and  by  a  benevolent 
law  of  our  nature  from  intellectual  activity 
a  pleasure  results,  which  is  gradually 
associated  and  mingles  as  a  corrective 
with  the  painful  subject  of  the  description. 
'  True  ! '  it  may  be  answered,  '  but  how 
are  the  Public  interested  in  your  sorrows 
or  your  description?'  We  are  for  ever 
attributing  a  personal  unity  to  imaginary 
aggregates.  What  is  the  Public  but  a 
term  for  a  number  of  scattered  individuals 
of  whom  as  many  will  be  interested  in 
these  sorrows  as  have  experienced  the  same 
or  similar? 

'  Holy  be  the  Lay 
Which   mourning   soothes   the   mourner   on   his 
way ! ' 

There  is  one  species  of  egotism  which  is 
truly  disgusting  ;  not  that  which  leads  us 
to  communicate  our  feelings  to  others,  but 
that  which  would  reduce  the  feelings  of 
others  to  an  identity  with  our  own.  The 
Atheist,  who  exclaims,  '  pshaw  ! '  when  he 
glances  his  eye  on  the  praises  of  Deity,  is 
an  Egotist :  an  old  man,  when  he  speaks 
contemptuously  of  love-verses,  is  an  Egotist : 
and  your  sleek  favourites  of  Fortune  are 
Egotists,  when  they  condemn  all  '  melan- 
choly, discontented '  verses. 

Surely  it  would  be  candid  not  merely  to 
ask  whether  the   Poem  pleases  ourselves, 


but  to  consider  whether  or  no  there  may 
not  be  others  to  whom  it  is  well-calculated 
to  give  an  innocent  pleasure.  With  what 
anxiety  every  fashionable  author  avoids 
the  word  /! — now  he  transforms  himself 
into  a  third  person,  —  'the  present  writer' 
— now  multiplies  himself  and  swells  into 
'7w' — and  all  this  is  the  watchfulness  of 
guilt.  Conscious  that  this  said  /  is  per- 
petually intruding  on  his  mind  and  that  it 
monopolizes  his  heart,  he  is  prudishly 
solicitous  that  it  may  not  escape  from  his 
lips. 

This  disinterestedness  of  phrase  is  in 
general  commensurate  with  selfishness  of 
feeling :  men  old  and  hackneyed  in  the 
ways  of  the  world  are  scrupulous  avoiders 
of  Egotism. 

Of  the  following  Poems  a  considerable 
number  are  styled  '  Effusions, '^  in  defiance 
of  Churchill's  line 

'  Effusion  on  Effusion /(;;/?-  away.' 

I  could  recollect  no  title  more  descriptive 
of  the  manner  and  matter  of  the  Poems — 
I  might  indeed  have  called  the  majority  of 
them  Sonnets — but  they  do  not  possess 
that  oneness  of  thought  which  I  deem 
indispensible  in  a  Sonnet — and  (not  a  very 
honorable  motive  perhaps)  I  was  fearful 
that  the  title  '  Sonnet '  might  have  reminded 
my  reader  of  the  Poems  of  the  Rev.  W.  L. 
Bowles — a  comparison  with  whom  would 
have  sunk  me  below  that  mediocrity,  on 
the  surface  of  which  I  am  at  present 
enabled  to  float. 

Some  of  the  verses  allude  to  an  intended 
emigration  to  America  on  the  scheme  of  an 
abandonment  of  individual  property. 

The  Effusions  signed  C.  L.  were  written 
by  Mr.  Ch.VRLES  Lamb,  of  the  India 
House  —  independently  of  the  signature 
their  superior  merit  would  have  sufficiently 
distinguished  them.  For  the  rough  sketch 
of  Effusion  XVI.  ['  Sweet  Mercy  !  how  my 
very  heart  has  bled ']  I  am  indebted  to  Mr. 
Favell.  And  the  first  half  of  Effusion 
XV.  ['  Pale  Roamer  thro'  the  Night  ! ']  was 
written  by  the  Author  oi  Joan  of  Arc,  an 
Epic  Poem  [Robert  Southey]. 

1  Lamb  remonstrated  (Dec.  2,  1796) — 'wh.it 
you  do  retain  [in  ed.  1797],  call  Sonnets,  for 
heaven's  sake,  and  not  "Effusions'"  —  and 
Coleridge  consented. — Ed. 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION 
[Thiswas  reprinted  in  1797 with  the  omis- 
sion of  the  opening  paragraph,  and  of  all 
that  follows  the  sentence  ending  '  to  give 
an  innocent  pleasure.'  The  following  pass- 
ages were  added — the  first  between  the 
quotation  '  Holy  be  the  lay,'  etc.,  and  the 
paragraph  beginning  '  There  is  one  species 
of  egotism  '  ;  and  the  second  at  the  end. 
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It   is   practically   a    reproduction    of    the 
omitted  opening  paragraph. — Ed.] 


If  I  could  judge  of  others  by  myself,  I 
should  not  hesitate  to  affirm,  that  the  most 
interesting  passages  in  our  most  interesting 
Poems  are  those  in  which  the  author  de- 
velopes  his  own  feelings.  The  sweet  voice 
of  Cona^  never  sounds  so  sweetly  as  when 
it  speaks  of  itself  ;  and  I  should  almost 
suspect  that  man  of  an  unkindly  heart,  who 
could  read  the  opening  of  the  third  book  of 
the  Paradise  Lost  without  peculiar  emotion. 
By  a  law  of  our  Nature,  he,  who  labours 
under  a  strong  feeling,  is  impelled  to  seek 
for  sympathy  ;  but  a  Poet's  feelings  are  all 
strong.  Quicquid  amet  valde  amat.  Aken- 
side  therefore  speaks  with  philosophical 
accuracy  when  he  classes  Love  and  Poetry, 
as  producing  the  same  effects  : 

'  Love  and  the  wish  of  Poets  when  their  tongue 
Would  teach  to  others'  bosoms  what  so  charms 
Their  own.' — Pleasures  of  Imagination. 


I  SHALL  only  add  that  each  of  my  readers 
will,  I  hope,  remember  that  these  poems  on 
various  subjects,  which  he  reads  at  one  time 
and  under  the  influence  of  one  set  of  feel- 
ings, were  written  at  different  times  and 
prompted  by  very  different  feelings  ;  and 
therefore  that  the  supposed  inferiority  of 
one  poem  to  another  may  sometimes  be 
owing  to  the  temper  of  mind  in  which  he 
happens  to  peruse  it. 

PREFACE  TO  THE  SECOND 
EDITION 

I  RETURN  my  acknowledgments  to  the 
different  Reviewers  for  the  assistance,  which 
they  have  afforded  me,  in  detecting  my 
poetic  deficiencies.  I  have  endeavoured 
to  avail  myself  of  their  remarks :  one 
third  of  the  former  Volume  I  have  omitted, 
and  the  imperfections  of  the  republished 
part  must  be  considered  as  errors  of  taste, 
not  faults  of  carelessness .  My  poems  have 
been  rightly  charged  with  a  profusion  of 
double-epithets,  and  a  general  turgidness. 
I  have  pruned  the  double-epithets  with  no 
sparing  hand  ;  and  used  my  best  efforts  to 
1  Ossian. 


tame  the  swell  and  glitter  both  of  thought 
and  diction.  This  latter  fault  however 
had  insinuated  itself  into  my  '  Religious 
Musings '  with  such  intricacy  of  union, 
that  sometimes  I  have  omitted  to  disen- 
tangle the  weed  from  the  fear  of  snapping 
the  flower.  A  third  and  heavier  accusa- 
tion has  been  brought  against  me,  that  of 
obscurity  ;  but  not,  I  think,  with  equal  jus- 
tice. An  Author  is  obscure  when  his  con- 
ceptions are  dim  and  imperfect,  and  his 
language  incorrect,  or  unappropriate,  or 
involved.  A  poem  that  abounds  in  allu- 
sions, like  the  '  Bard '  of  Gray,  or  one  that 
impersonates  high  and  abstract  truths, 
like  Collins's  '  Ode  on  the  poetical  charac- 
ter,' claims  not  to  be  popular — but  should 
be  acquitted  of  obscurity.  The  deficiency 
is  in  the  Reader.  But  this  is  a  charge 
which  every  poet,  whose  imagination  is 
warm  and  rapid,  must  expect  from  his 
contemporaries.  Milton  did  not  escape  it ; 
and  it  was  adduced  with  virulence  against 
Gray  and  Colhns.  We  now  hear  no  more  of 
it  :  not  that  their  poems  are  better  under- 
stood at  present  than  they  were  at  their 
first  publication  ;  but  their  fame  is  estab- 
lished ;  and  a  critic  would  accuse  himself 
of  frigidity  or  inattention,  who  should  pro- 
fess not  to  understand  them.  But  a  living 
writer  is  yet  sub  judice  ;  and  if  we  cannot 
follow  his  conceptions  or  enter  into  his 
feelings,  it  is  more  consoling  to  our  pride 
to  consider  him  as  lost  beneath,  than  as 
soaring  above,  us.  If  any  man  e.xpect 
from  my  poems  the  same  easiness  of  style 
which  he  admires  in  a  drinking-song,  for 
him  I  have  not  written.  Intelligibilia, 
nan.  intellectum  adfero. 

I  expect  neither  profit  nor  general  fame 
by  my  vvritings  ;  and  I  consider  myself  as 
having  been  amply  repayed  without  either. 
Poetry  has  been  to  me  its  own  '  exceeding 
great  reward '  :  it  has  soothed  my  afSic- 
tions ;  it  has  multiplied  and  refined  my 
enjoyments;  it  has  endeared  solitude ;  and 
it  has  given  me  the  habit  of  wishing  to 
discover  the  Good  and  the  Beautiful  in  all 
that  meets  and  surrounds  me. 

There  were  inserted  in  my  former  Edi- 
tion, a  few  Sonnets  of  my  Friend  and  old 
School-fellow,  Charles  Lamb.  He  has 
now  communicated  to  me  a  complete  Col- 
lection   of  all    his    Poems  ;    qua  qui  von 
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firorsus  amet,  ilium  onmes  ei  Virtutes  et 
Veneres  odere.  My  friend  Charles 
Lloyd  has  likewise  joined  me  ;  and  has 
contributed  every  poem  of  his,  which  he 
;deemed  worthy  of  preservation.  With 
respect  to  my  own  share  of  the  Volume,  I 
have  omitted  a  third  of  the  former  Edition, 
and  added  almost  an  equal  number.  The 
Poems  thus  added  are  marked  in  the  Con- 
.tents  by  Italics.  S.   T.   C. 

Stowey,  May  1797. 

[This  volume  included  a  '  Supplement,  ' 
to  which  was  prefixed  the  following  : — ] 

ADVERTISEMENT 
I  HAVE  excepted  the  following  Poems 
from  those,  which  I  had  determined  to  omit. 
Some  intelligent  friends  particularly  re- 
quested it,  observing  that  what  most  de- 
lighted me  when  I  was  '  young  in  writing 
poetry  would  probably  best  please  those 
who  are  young  in  reading  poetry  :  and  a 
man  must  learn  to  be  pleased  with  a  sub- 
ject, before  he  can  yield  that  attention  to 
it,  which  is  requisite  in  order  to  acquire  a 
just  taste. '  I  however  was  fully  convinced, 
that  he,  who  gives  to  the  press  what  he 
does  not  thoroughly  approve  in  his  own 
closet,  commits  an  act  of  disrespect,  both 
against  himself  and  his  fellow -citizens. 
The  request  and  the  reasoning  would  not, 
therefore,  have  influenced  me,  had  they 
not  been  assisted  by  other  motives.  The 
first  in  order  of  these  verses,  which  I  have 
thus  endeavoured  to  reprieve  from  imme- 
diate oblivion,  was  originally  addressed 
'  To  the  Author  of  Poems  published 
anonymously,  at  Bristol. '  A  second  edi- 
tion of  these  poems  has  lately  appeared 
with  the  Author's  name  prefixed  ;  and  I 
could  not  refuse  myself  the  gratification  of 
seeing  the  name  of  that  man  among  my 
poems,  without  whose  kindness  they  would 
probably  have  remained  unpublished  ;  and 
to  whom  I  know  myself  greatly  and  vari- 
ously obliged,  as  a  Poet,  a  Man  and  a 
Christian. 

The  second  is  entitled  '  An  Effusion  on 
an  Autumnal  Evening,  written  in  early 
youth.'  In  a  note  to  this  poem  I  had 
asserted  that  the  tale  of  Florio  in  Mr. 
Rogers'  '  Pleasures  of  Memory'  was  to  be 
found  in  the    '  Lochleven'   of  Bruce.       I 


did  (and  still  do)  perceive  a  certain  like- 
ness between  the  two  stories  ;  but  certainly 
not  a  sufficient  one  to  justify  my  assertion. 
I  feel  it  my  duty,  therefore,  to  apologize  to 
the  Author  and  the  Public,  for  this  rash- 
ness ;  and  my  sense  of  honesty  would  not 
have  been  satisfied  by  the  bare  omission  of 
the  note.  No  one  can  see  more  clearly 
the  littleness  and  futility  of  imagining 
plagiarisms  in  the  works  of  men  of  Genius  ; 
but  netno  omnibus  horis  sapit  ;  and  my 
mind,  at  the  time  of  writing  that  note,  was 
sick  and  sore  with  anxiety,  and  weakened 
through  much  suffering.  I  have  not  the 
most  distant  knowledge  of  Mr.  Rogers, 
except  as  a  correct  and  elegant  Poet.  If 
any  of  my  readers  should  know  him  per- 
sonally, they  would  oblige  me  by  inform- 
ing him  that  I  have  expiated  a  sentence 
of  unfounded  detraction,  by  an  unsolicited 
and  self-originating  apology. 

Having  from  these  motives  re-admitted 
two,  and  those  the  longest  of  the  poems  I 
had  omitted,  I  yielded  a  passport  to  the 
three  others,  which  were  recommended  by 
the  greatest  number  of  votes.  There  are 
some  lines  too  of  Lloyd's  and  Lamb's  in 
this  Appendix.  They  had  been  omitted  in 
the  former  part  of  the  volume,  partly  by 
accident  ;  but  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
the  Authors  regard  them,  as  of  inferior 
merit ;  and  they  are  therefore  rightly  placed, 
where  they  will  receive  some  beauty  from 
their  vicinity  to  others  much  worse. 
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On    leaving   a   Place    of   Residence 
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On  an  unfortunate  Woman  ['  Myrtle- 
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On  observing  a  Blossom  ...  63 

The  Hour  when  we  shall  meet  again  47 
Lines  to  C.  Lloyd 

Rehgious  Musings  ....  S3 

Supplement  ^ 
Advertisement         .  .  .  .541 

Lines  to  Joseph  Cottle    ...  .50 

1  The  '  Supplement '  was  an  intention  formed 
as  early  as  November  i,  1796.  In  a  letter  of  that 
date  to  Thomas  Poole,  Coleridge,  after  detailing 
the  poems  vifhich  would  form  his  second  edition, 
writes  : — '  Then  another  title-page  with./ uvenilia 
on  it,  and  an  advertisement  signifying  that  the 
poems  were  retained  by  the  desire  of  some  friends, 
but  that  they  are  to  be  considered  as  being  in  the 
Author's  own  opinion  of  very  inferior  merit.  In 
this  sheet  will  be  *Absence — *La  Fayette — *Ge- 
nevieve  — *Kosciusko  — *  Autumnal  Moon  — *To 
the  Nightingale — Imitation  of  Spenser — Poem 
written  in  Early  Youth  [An  Autumnal  Evening]. 
All  the  others  will  be  finally  and  totally  omitted.' 
— Bigg.  Lit.  Biog^.  Supp.  (1847,  "•  377)-  I'  will 
be  observed  that  the  poems  I  have  marked  with 


On  an  Autumnal  Evening 

In  the  manner  of  Spencer 

The  Composition  of  a  Kiss  ['  Kisses  '] 

'I"o  an  Infant  .     _     . 

On   the    Christening   of  a    Friend's 

Child 83; 

Among  '  Poems  by  Charles  Lloyd' 

Introductory  Sonnet  [to  '  Poems  on 
the  Death  of  Priscilla  Farmer ' 
—  the  sonnet  beginning  'The 
piteous  sobs  that  choak  the  Vir- 
gin's breath'].  ...       68 

The    '  Sonnets  '    in   this  volume   were 
preceded  by  a  half-title  : — 

Sonnets   attempted  in  the  manner  of 
the  Rev.  W.  L.  Bowles. 

Non  ita  certandi  cupidus,  quam  propter 

amorem 
Quod  te  IMITARI  aveo.      Lucket. 

and  by  the  following  : — . 

INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 
SONNETS 

The  composition  of  the  Sonnet  has  beS! 
regulated  by  Boileau  in  his  Art  of  Poetry, ! 
and  since  Boileau,  by  William  Preston,  in{] 
the  elegant  preface  to  his  Amatory  Poems : 
the  rules,  which  they  would  establish,  are 
founded  on  the  practice  of  Petrarch.  I 
have  never  yet  been  able  to  discover  sense, 
nature,  or  poetic  fancy  in  Petrarch's  poems ; 
they  appear  to  hie  all  one  cold  glitter  of 
heavy  conceits  and  metaphysical  abstrac- 
tions.-'^    However,  Petrarch,   although  not 

an  asterisk  [*]  were  not  inserted  even  in  the  '  Sup- 
plement,' and  that  they  were  replaced  by  four 
which  had  been  condemned  to  death. 

1  A  piece  of  petulant  presumption,  of  which  I 
should  be  more  ashamed  if  I  did  not  flatter  my- 
self that  it  stands  alone  in  my  writings.     The 
best  of  the  joke  is  that  at  the  time  I  wrote  it,  I  1 
did  not  understand  a  word  of  Italian,  and  could  ; 
therefore  judge  of  this  divine  Poet  only  by  bald  ! 
translations  of  some  half-dozen  of  his  Sonnets.  ' 
(MS.  Note  by  S.  T.  C.  in  a  copyof  the  edition 
of  1797,  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Frederick 
Locker.)    [Note  in  edition  of  1877.] 
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the  inventor  of  the  Sonnet,  was  the  first 
Avho  made  it  popular  ;  and  his  countrymen 
jhave  taken  his  poems  as  the  model. 
ICharlotte  Smith  and  Bowles  are  they  who 
jfirst  made  the  Sonnet  popular  among  the 
Ipresent  English  :  I  am  justified  therefore 
iby  analogy  in  deducing  its  laws  from  iheir 
compositions. 

The  Sonnet  then  is  a  small  poem,  in 
!  which  some  lonely  feeling  is  developed.  It 
is  limited  to  ■&.  fa7-ticular  number  of  lines, 
iin  order  that  the  reader's  mind  having  ex- 
fpected  the  close  at  the  place  in  which  he 
i  finds  it,  may  rest  satisfied  ;  and  that  so  the 
poem  may  acquire,  as  if  were,  a  Totality, 
. — in  plainer  phrase,  may  become  a  W/io/e. 
It  is  confined  to  fourteen  lines,  because  as 
I  some  particular  number  is  necessary,  and 
Ithat  particular  number  must  be  a  small 
,  one,  it  may  as  well  be  fourteen  as  any  other 
'  number.  When  no  reason  can  be  adduced 
against  a  thing.  Custom  is  a  sufficient 
'reason  for  it.  Perhaps,  if  the  Sonnet  were 
comprised  in  less  than  fourteen  lines,  it 
would  become  a  serious  Epigram  ;  if  it  ex- 
tended to  more,  it  would  encroach  on  the 
jirovince  of  the  Elegy.  Poems,  in  which 
no  lonely  feeling  is  developed,  are  not 
Sonnets  because  the  Author  has  chosen  to 
write  them  in  fourteen  lines  :  they  should 
rather  be  entitled  Odes,  or  Songs,  or  In- 
scriptions. The  greater  part  of  Warton's 
Sonnets  are  severe  and  masterly  likenesses 
of  the  style  of  the  Greek  iiriypaixixaTa. 

In  a  Sonnet  then  we  require  a  develop- 
ment of  some  lonely  feeling,  by  whatever 
cause  it  may  have  been  excited  ;  but  those 
Sonnets  appear  to  me  the  most  exquisite, 
in  which  moral  Sentiments,  Affections,  or 
Feelings,  are  deduced  from,  and  associated 
with,  the  Scenery  of  Nature.  Such  com- 
positions generate  a  kind  of  thought  highly 
favourable  to  delicacy  of  character.  They 
create  a  sweet  and  indissoluble  union 
between  the  intellectual  and  the  material 
world.  Easily  remembered  from  their 
briefness,  and  interesting  alike  to  the  eye 
and  the  affections,  these  are  the  poems 
which  we  can  '  lay  up  in  our  heart  and 
our  soul,'  and  repeat  them  'when  we  walk 
by  the  way,  and  when  we  lie  down,  and 
when  we  rise  up.'  Hence  the  Sonnets  of 
Bowles  derive  their  marked  superiority 
over   all   other   Sonnets  ;   hence    they  do- 


mesticate with  the  heart,  and  become,  as  it 
were,  a  part  of  our  identity. 

Respecting  the  metre  of  a  Sonnet,  the 
Writer  should  consult  his  own  con- 
venience.— Rhymes,  many  or  few,  or  no 
rhymes  at  all — whatever  the  chastity  of  his 
ear  may  prefer,  whatever  the  rapid  ex- 
pression of  his  feelings  will  permit;  —  all 
these  things  are  left  at  his  own  disposal. 
A  sameness  in  the  final  sound  of  its  words 
is  the  great  and  grievous  defect  of  the 
Italian  language.  That  rule,  therefore, 
which  the  "Italians  have  established,  of 
exactly _/(??<;'  different  sounds  in  the  Sonnet, 
seems  to  have  arisen  from  their  wish  to 
have  as  inany,  not  from  any  dread  of  find- 
ing more.  But  surely  it  is  ridiculous  to 
make  the  defect  of  a  foreign  language  a 
reason  for  our  not  availing  ourselves  of  one 
of  the  marked  excellencies  of  our  own. 
'  The  Sonnet,'  says  Preston,  '  will  ever  be 
cultivated  by  those  who  write  on  tender, 
pathetic  subjects.  It  is  peculiarly  adapted 
to  the  state  of  a  man  violently  agitated  by 
a  real  passion,  and  wanting  composure 
and  vigor  of  mind  to  methodize  his 
thought.  It  is  fitted  to  express  a  moment- 
ary burst  of  passion,'  etc.  Now,  if  there 
be  one  species  of  composition  more  difficult 
and  artificial  than  another,  it  is  an  English 
Sonnet  on  the  Italian  Model.  Adapted  to 
the  agitations  of  a  real  passion  !  Express 
momentary  bursts  of  feehng  in  it !  I  should 
sooner  expect  to  write  pathetic  Axes  or 
four  forth  Extempore  Eggs  and  Altars! 
But  the  best  confutation  of  such  idle  rules 
is  to  be  found  in  the  Sonnets  of  those  who 
have  observed  them,  in  their  ,  inverted 
sentences,  their  quaint  phrases,  and  in- 
congruous mixture  of  obsolete  and  Spen- 
serian words  :  and  when,  at  last,  the 
thing  is  toiled  and  hammered  into  fit 
shape,  it  is  in  general  racked  and  tortured 
Prose  rather  than  any  thing  resembling 
Poetry. 

The  Sonnet  has  been  ever  a  favourite 
species  of  composition  with  me  ;  but  I  am 
conscious  that  I  have  not  succeeded  in  it. 
From  a  large  number  I  have  retained  such 
only  as  seemed  not  beneath  mediocrity. 
Whatever  more  is  said  of  them,  ponaiiius 
lucro. 
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[This  '  Introduction  '  (the  last  paragraph 
excepted)  was  originally  prefixed  to  a  pam- 
phlet of  sixteen  pages  printed  and  privately- 
circulated  by  Coleridge  in  1796.  The  only 
copy  known  to  be  extant  is  in  the  Dyce  Collec- 
tion at  South  Kensington.  It  is  bound  up 
with  a  copy  of  Bowles's  Sonnets  and  other 
Poems  (Bath  1796).  The  volume  had 
belonged  to  John  Thelwall,  both  its  parts 
having  been  presented  to  him  by  Cole- 
ridge in  December  1796,  as  appears  by 
a  letter  (recently  in  the  collection  of 
the  late  Mr.  F.  W.  Cosens),  in  which 
Coleridge  describes  the  pamphlet  as  '  a 
sheet  of  Sonnets  collected  by  me  for  the 
use  of  a  few  friends,  who  payed  the  print- 
ing. There  you  will  see  my  opinion  of 
Sonnets.'  In  reprinting  the  'Introduction,' 
Coleridge  omitted  the  opening  and  the  clos- 
ing paragraphs,  which  ran  as  follows  : — 

'  I  have  selected  the  following  Sonnets 

from   various  Authors  for  the  purpose  of 

binding  them  up  with  the  Sonnets  of  the 

Rev.  W.  L.  Bowles.' 

*  *  *  * 

[After  '  resembling  Poetry  '  : — ]  Miss 
Seward,  who  has,  perhaps,  succeeded 
the  best  in  these  laborious  trifles,  and  who 
most  dogmatically  insists  on  what  she  calls 
'  the  sonnet  claim, '  has  written  a  very 
ingenious  altho'  unintentional  burlesque  on 
her  own  system  in  the  following  lines  pre- 
fixed to  the  Poems  of  a  Mr.  Carey  ^ — 

'Praised  be  the  Poet,  who  the  Sonnet  claim. 
Severest  of  the  orders  that  belong 
Distinct  and  separate  to  the  Delphic  song, 
Shall  reverence,  nor  its  appropriate  name 
Lawless  assume  :  peculiar  is  its  frame — 
From  him  derived,  who  spurn' d  the  City- 
throng, 
Lonely  Vauclusa  !  and  that  heir  of  Fame 
Our  greater  Milton,  hath  in  many  a  lay 
Woven  on  this  arduous  model,  clearly  shewn 
That  English  verse  may  happily  display 
Those  strict  energic  measures  which  alone 
Deserve  the  name  of  Sonnet,  and  convey 
A  spirit,  force,  and  grandeur,  all  their  own  ! 
'  Anne  Seward.  ' 

1  Though  Coleridge  misspells  the  name,  this 
was  no  doubt  Miss  Seward's  youthful  frotege, 
and  his  own  friend  of  later  years,  H.  F.  Gary, 
whose  translation  of  Dante  he  rescued  from 
oblivion)  and  made  an  English  classic. — Ed. 


'A  spirit,    force,    and  grandeur,   all   their 
own'  !  !         Editor  \i.e.  S.  T.  C] 

[There  are  twenty-eight  sonnets  in  the 
collection.  It  includes  three  of  Bowles's, 
'  not  in  any  edition  since  the  first  quarto 
pamphlet  of  the  Sonnets '  (MS.  note  by 
S.  T.  C. ),  and  of  Coleridge's  own  com- 
position, the  following  :  —  To  the  River 
Otter;  On  a  Discovery  made  too  late; 
'  Sweet  Alercy !  how  my  very  heart  has 
bled ' ;  and  To  the  A  tithor  of  '  The  Robbers. ' 
Some  further  interesting  particulars  re- 
garding this  volume  which  contains  the 
privately  printed  pamphlet  will  be  found  in 
Coleridge's  P.  and  D.  Works,  1880,  ii. 
375  et  seq.—^\i.'] 

V 
[Half-title,  on  outer  leaf]  Fears  in  Soli- 
tude, written  in  1798,  during  the  alarm 
of  an  invasion.      To  which  are  added, 
France,    an    Ode ;    and    Frost   at 
Midnight.      Price  One  Shilling  and 
Sixpence. 
[Title]    Fears   in   Solitude,   written  in 
1798,  during  the  alarm  of  an  invasion. 
To  which  are  added,  France,  an  Ode ; 
and  Frost  at  Midnight.     By  S.  T. 
Coleridge.     London  :    Printed  for  J. 
Johnson,  in  St.    Paul's    Church -yard. 
1798. 
Quarto,  pp.  23. 

[No  Preface.  '  Fears  in  Solitude '  is 
dated  at  the  end,  '  Nether  Stowey,  April 
20th,  1798.'  Each  of  the  other  poems  is 
dated  at  the  end — 'February  1798.' — Ed.] 

VI 

[Half-title]  Translated  from  a  manuscript 
copy  attested  by  the  author.  The 
PiCCOLOMiNi,  or  the  First  Part  of 
Wallenstein.  Printed  by  G.  Wood- 
fall,  Paternoster-Row. 

[Title-page]  The  Piccolomini,  or  the 
First  Part  of  Wallenstein,  a  Drama 
in  five  acts.  Translated  from  the 
German  of  Frederich  Schiller  by  S.  T. 
Coleridge.  London  :  Printed  for  T. 
N.  Longman  and  O.  Rees,  Paternoster- 
Row.      1800. 

Octavo,  pp.  iv.  ;  214.  At  the  end  of  the 
volume,  a  leaf  of  advertisements,  comprising 
the  following  : — 
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'  In  the  Press,  and  speedily  will  be  pub- 
lished, from  the  German  of  Schiller,  The 
.Death  of  Wallenstein  ;  also,  Wallenstein  s 
■Camp,  a  Prelude  of  One  Act  to  the  two 
former  Dramas  ;  with  an  Essay  on  the 
Genitis  of  Schiller.      By  S.  T.  Coleridge. ' 

[See  Preface  of  the  Translator  to  '  The 
Death  of  Wallenstein. '] 

[The  Death  of  Wallenstein.  A 
Tragedy  in  five  acts.  Translated  from 
the  German  of  Frederich  Schiller  by  S. 
T.  Coleridge.  London  :  Printed  for 
T.  N.  Longman  and  O.  Rees,  Pater- 
noster-Row, By  G.  Woodfall,  No.  22 
Paternoster-Row.     1800. 

[With  this  volume  was  issued  the  follow- 
ing as  general  title-page]  : — 

I  Wallenstein.  A  Drama  in  Two  Parts. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Frederich 
Schiller  by  S.  T.  Coleridge.  London  : 
Printed  for  T.N.  Longman  and  O.  Rees, 
Paternoster-Row,  By  G.  Woodfall,  No. 
22  Paternoster- Row.      1800. 

Octavo,  Titles  ;  two  unpaged  leaves  ; 
and  pp.  157  :  also,  an  engraved  portrait  of 
Wallenstein. 

PREFACES 

[These  will  be  found  with  the  Plays,  in  the 
text.  They  were  reprinted  verbatim  in  1828 
and  1829  :  in  1834  some  trivial  alterations 
I  were  made,  probably  by  H.  N.  Coleridge.] 

VII 

Poems,  by  S.  T.  Coleridge.  [Motto  from 
Statins  as  in  1796.]  Third  Edition. 
London  :  Printed  by  N.  Biggs,  Crane 
Court,  Fleet  Street,  for  T.  N.  Longman 
and  O.  Rees,  Paternoster- Row.     1803. 

Duodecimo,  pp.  xi.  ;  202. 
[The '  Preface'  is  composed  of  the  two  pre- 
'  fixed  to  the  volume  of  1 797 — with  these 
omissions,  both  being  from  the  '  Preface  to 
the  Second  Edition '  : — The  first  two  sen- 
tences ( '  I  return  '  to  '  not  faults  of  care- 
lessness ')  ;  and  the  last  paragraph  ( '  There 
■  were  inserted, '  etc. ,  to  the  end) .  Of  course, 
the  '  Advertisement '  to  the  '  Supplement ' 
I  of  1797  was  not  reprinted  in  1803.] 
I  I,  In  this  volume  were  collected  the  poems 
I  (of  Coleridge,  only)  which  had  been  printed 


in  the  volumes  of  1796  and  1797 — with- 
out any"  addition,  but  with  the  following 
omissions  : — 

To  the  Rev.  W.  J.  H.  (1796). 

Sonnet  to  Kosciusko  (1796). 

Written  after  a  Walk  (1796). 

From  a  Young  Lady  ['The  Silver  Thimble '] 

(1796). 
On   the    Christening  of  a  Friend's   Child 

(1797). 
Introductory  Sonnet  to  Lloyd's  '  Poems  on 

the  Death  of  Priscilla  Farmer  '  (1797). 

The  half-title  prefixed  to  the  '  Sonnets ' 
in  1797  was  omitted.  Charles  Lamb  saw 
this  volume  through  the  press,  Coleridge 
being  at  the  time  resident  at  Greta  Hall, 
Keswick.  (See  Ainger's  Letters  ofC.  Lamb, 
i.  199.) 

VIII 
Remorse,  A  Tragedy  in  five  Acts.     By  S. 
T.  Coleridge. 

Remorse  is  as  the  heart,  in  which  it  grows  : 
If  that  be  gentle,  it  drops  balmy  dews 
Of  true  repentance  ;  but  if  proud  and  gloomy, 
It  is  a  poison-tree,  that  pierced  to  the  inmost 
Weeps  only  tears  of  poison  ! 

Act  I.  Scene  1. 

London  :    Printed  for  W.   Pople,  67 
Chancery  Lane.      18 13.      Price  Three 

Shilhngs. 

Octavo,  pp.  xii. ;  72. 

PREFACE 

This  Tragedy  ^  was  written  in  the  summer 
and  autumn  of  the  year  1797  ;  at  Nether 
Stowey,  in  the  county  of  Somerset.  By 
whose  recommendation,  and  of  the  manner 
in  which  both  the  Play  and  the  Author  were 
treated  by  the  Recommender,  let  me  be 
permitted  to  relate  :  that  I  knew  of  its 
having  been  received  only  by  a  third  person ; 
that  I  could  procure  neither  answer  ^  nor 

1  That  is,  Osorio,  of  which  Remorse  is  a  re- 
cast.    See  full  text  of  Osorio  in  '  Appendix  D.' 

2  As  regards  the  answer  at  least,  Coleridge's 
memory  failed  him.  He  received  it  after  a  delay 
of  but  six  weeks.  It  was  to  the  effect  that  the 
tragedy  was  rejected  on  account  of  the  obscurity 
of  the  three  last  acts.  As  regards  the  MS.  see 
'Note  230.' 

2   N 
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the  manuscript ;  and  that  but  for  an  acci- 
dent I  should  have  had  no  copy  of  the 
Work  itself.  That  such  treatment  would 
damp  a  young  man's  exertions  may  be 
easily  conceived  :  there  was  no  need  of 
after-misrepresentation  and  calumny,  as  an 
additional  sedative. 

^  [As  an  amusing  anecdote,  and  in  the 
wish  to  prepare  future  Authors,  as  young 
as  I  then  was  and  as  ignorant  of  the  world, 
of  the  treatment  they  may  meet  with,  I  will 
add,  that  the  Person  ^  who  by  a  twice  con- 
veyed recommendation  (in  the  year  1797) 
had  urged  me  to  write  a  Tragedy  :  who  on 
my  own  objection  that  I  was  utterly  ignor- 
ant of  all  Stage-tactics  had  promised  that 
he  would  himself  make  the  necessary  altera- 
tions, if  the  Piece  should  be  at  all  repre- 
sentable  ;  who  together  with  the  copy  of 
the  Play  (hastened  by  his  means  so  as  to 
prevent  the  full  developement  ^  of  the 
characters)  received  a  letter  from  the  Author 
to  this  purport,  ^  that  conscious  of  his  inex- 
perience, he  had  cherished  no  expectations, 
and  should  therefore  feel  no  disappointment 
from  the  rejection  of  the  Play ;  but  that  if 

beyond  his  hopes  Mr.  found  in  it  any 

capability  of  being  adapted  to  the  Stage,  it 
was  delivered  to  him  as  if  it  had  been  his 
own  Manuscript,  to  add,  omit,  or  alter,  as 
he  saw  occasion;  and  that  [if  it  were  re- 
jected) the  Author  would  deem  him,self 
amply  remunerated  by  the  addition  to  his 
Experience,  which  he  should  receive,  if  Mr. 
— ■ —  would  point  out  to  hi7n  tlie  nature  of 
its  unfitness  for  public  Representation '  ; — 
that  this  very  Person  returned  me  no 
answer,  and,  spite  of  repeated  applications, 
retained  my  Manuscript  when  I  was  not 
conscious  of  any  other  Copy  being  in  exist- 
ence (my  duplicate  having  been  destroyed 
by  an  accident)  ;  that  he  suffered  this 
Manuscript  to  wander  about  the  Town  from 
his  house,  so  that  but  ten  days  ago  I  saw 
the  song  in  the  third  Act  printed  and  set  to 
music,  without  my  name,  by  Mr.  Carnaby, 

1  The  long  passage  here  placed  within  square 
brackets  [     ]  appeared  in  the  first  edition  only. 

2  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan.  See  Sonnet  to 
Sheridan,  p.  42. 

3  I  need  not  say  to  Authors,  that  as  to  the 
essentials  of  a  Poem,  little  can  be  superinduced 
without  dissonance,  after  the  first  warmth  of 
conception  and  composition.     [Note  by  S.  T.  C] 


in  the  year  1802  ;  likewise  that  the  same 
person  asserted  (as  I  have  been  assured) 
that  the  Play  was  rejected,  because  I  would 
not  submit  to  the  alteration  of  one  ludicrous 
line  ;  and  finally  in  the  year  1806  amused 
and  delighted  (as  who  was  ever  in  his  com- 
pany, if  I  may  trust  the  universal  report, 
without  being  amused  and  delighted?)  a 
large  company  at  the  house  of  a  highly 
respectable  Member  of  Parliament,  with 
the  ridicule  of  the  Tragedy,  as  '  a  fair 
specimen '  of  the  whole  of  which  he  adduced 
a  line  : 

'  Drip  !  drip  !   drip !   there's  nothing  here  but 
dripping.' 

In  the  original  copy  of  the  Play,  in  the 
first  Scene  of  the  fourth  Act,  Isidore  haa 
commenced  his  Soliloquy  in  the  Cavern 
with  the  words  : 

'Drip!  drip!  a  ceaseless  sound  of  water-drops,'' 

as  far  as  I  can  at  present  recollect :  for  or  \ 
the  possible  ludicrous  association  beinE ; 
pointed  out  to  me,  I  instantly  and  thank- 1 
fully  struck  out  the  hne.  And  as  to  m), 
obstinate  tenacity,  not  only  my  old  ac 
quaintance,  but  (I  dare  boldly  aver)  boll 
the  Managers  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  anc 
every  Actor  and  Actress,  whom  I  havi 
recently  met  in  the  Green  Room,  will  repe 
the  accusation  :  perhaps  not  without  sur 
prise.  ] 

I  thought  it  right  to  record  these  circum 
stances  ;  ^  but  I  turn  gladly  and  with  sincer 
gratitude  to  the  converse.  In  the  close  0 
last  year  I  was  advised  to  present  th 
Tragedy  once  more  to  the  Theatre.  Accord 
ingly  having  altered  the  names,  I  venture< 
to  address  a  letter  to  Mr.  Whitbread,  re 
questing  information  as  to  whom  I  wa 
to  present  my  Tragedy.  My  Letter  wa 
instantly  and  most  kindly  answered,  and 
have  now  nothing  to  teU  but  a  Tale  of  Thanks 
I  should  scarce  know  where  to  begin,  if  th 

1  Coleridge's  memory  is  again  at  fault  here 
for  the  fourth  act  of  the  play  in  its  original  shap 
opened  with  the  following  lines : — 

'  Drip  !  drip  !  drip  !  drip  ! — in  such  a  place  as  th 
It  has  nothing  else  to  do  but  drip  !  drip  !  drip 
I  wish  it  had  not  dripp'd  upon  my  torch.' — Ec 

2  'This  circumstance.'     Second  edition. — El 
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goodness  of  the  Manager,  Mr.  Arnold, 
had  not  called  for  my  first  acknowledge- 
ments. Not  merely  as  an  acting  Play, 
but  as  a  dramatic  Poem,  the  Remorse  has 
been  importantly  and  manifoldly  benefited 
by  his  suggestions.  I  can  with  severest 
truth  say,  that  every  hint  he  gave  me  was 
the  ground  of  some  improvement.  In  the 
next  place  it  is  my  duty  to  mention  Mr. 
Raymond,  the  Stage  Manager.  Had 
the  '  Remorse  '  been  his  own  Play — nay, 
that  is  saying  too  little — had  I  been  his 
brother,  or  his  dearest  friend,  he  could 
not  have  felt  or  exerted  himself  more 
zealously. 

As  the  Piece  is  now  acting,  it  may  be 
thought  presumptuous  in  me  to  speak  of 
the  Actors  :  yet  how  can  I  abstain,  feeling, 
as  I  do,  Mrs.  Glover's  ^  powerful  assist- 
ance, and  knowing  the  circumstances^ 
under  which  she  consented  to  act  Alhadra  ? 
A  time  will  come,  when  without  painfully 
oppressing  her  feelings,  I  may  speak  of 
this  more  fully.  To  Miss  Smith  I  have 
an  equal,  though  different  acknowledgement 
to  make,  namely,  for  her  acceptance  of  a 
character  not  fully  developed,  and  quite 
inadequate  to  her  extraordinary  powers. 
She  enlivened  and  supported  many  pass- 
ages, which  (though  not  perhaps  wholly 
uninteresting  in  the  closet)  would  but  for 
her  have  hung  heavy  on  the  ears  of  a 
Theatrical  Audience.  And  in  speaking 
the  Epilogue,  a  composition  which  (I  fear) 
my  hurry  will  hardly  excuse,  and  which,  as 
unworthy  of  her  name,  is  here  omitted,  she 
made  a  sacrifice,  which  only  her  established 
character  with  all  judges  of  Tragic  action, 
could  have  rendered  compatible  with  her 
duty  to  herself  To  Mr.  De  Camp's 
judgement  and  full  conception  of  Isidore  ; 
to  Mr.  Pope's  accurate  representation  of 
the  partial,  yet  honourable  Father  ;  to  Mr. 
Elliston's  energy  in  the  character  of 
Alvar,  and  who  in  more  than  one  instance 

1  The  caste  was  as  follows  : — Marguis  Valdez, 
Mr.  Pope  ;  Don  Alvar,  Mr.  Elliston  ;  Don 
Ordonio,  Mr.  Rae ;  Monviedro,  Mr.  Powell ; 
Zulimez,  Mr.  Crooke  ;  Isidore,  Mr.  De  Camp  ; 
Naomi,  Mr.  Wallack ;  Donna  Teresa,  Miss 
Smith;  Alhadra,  Mrs.  Glover.— Ed. 

2  Mrs.  Glover  had  just  lost  her  eldest  child, 
and  two  of  her  younger  children  were  danger- 
ously ill. — Ed. 


gave  it  beauties  and  striking  points,  which 
not  only  delighted  but  surprized  me  ;  and 
to  Mr.  Rae,  to  whose  zeal,  and  unwearied 
study  of  his  part  I  am  not  less  indebted  as 
a  Man,  than  to  his  impassioned  realization 

of  Ordonio,  as  an  Author ; to  these, 

and  to  all  concerned  with  the  bringing  out 
of  the  Play,  I  can  address  but  one  word — 
Thanks  ! — but  that  word  is  uttered  sin- 
cerely !  and  to  persons  constantly  before 
the  eye  of  the  Public,  a  public  acknow- 
ledgement becomes  appropriate,  and  a  duty. 

I  defer  all  answers  to  the  different  criti- 
cisms on  the  Piece  to  an  Essay,  which  I 
am  about  to  publish  immediately,  on 
Dramatic  Poetry,  relatively  to  the  present 
State  of  the  Metropolitan  "Theatres.^ 

From  the  necessity  of  hastening  the 
Publication  I  was  obliged  to  send  the 
Manuscript  intended  for  the  Stage  :  which 
is  the  sole  cause  of  the  number  of  directions 
printed  in  Italics. 

S.  T.  Coleridge. 


PROLOGUE 

BY   C.    LAMB 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Carr 

There    are,     I    am    told,    who    sharply 

criticise 
Our  modern  theatres'  unwieldy  size. 
We  players  shall  scarce   plead   guilty  to 

that  charge. 
Who   think   a    house    can   never   be   too 

large  : 
Griev'd  when  a  rant,  that's  worth  a  nation's 

ear. 
Shakes    some   prescrib'd    Lyceum's    petty 

sphere ; 
And  pleased  to  mark  the  grin  from  space 

to  space 
Spread  epidemic  o'er  a  town's  broad  face. — 
O  might  old  Betterton  or  Booth  return 
To  view  our  structures  from   their  silent 

urn,  lo 

Could  Quin  come  stalking  from   Elysian 

glades, 
Or  Garrick  get  a  day-rule  from  the  shades — 

1  This   never  appeared —probably  was   never 
written. — Ed. 
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Where  now,  perhaps,  in  mirth  which  Spirits 

approve, 
He  imitates  the  ways  of  men  above. 
And  apes  the  actions  of  our  upper  coast. 
As    in   his    days    of    flesh    he    play'd    the 

ghost : — 
How  might  they  bless  our  ampler  scope  to 

please. 
And  hate  their  own  old  shrunk  up  audi- 
ences. — 
Their  houses  yet  were  palaces  to  those, 
Which  Ben  and  Fletcher  for  their  triumphs 
chose.  20 

Shakspeare,  who  wish'd  a  kingdom  for  a 

stage. 
Like  giant  pent  in  disproportion'd  cage. 
Mourn' d    his    contracted     strengths    and 

crippled  rage. 
He   who   could   tame   his   vast    ambition 

down 
To  please  some  scatter' d  gleanings   of  a 

town, 
And,  if  some  hundred  auditors  supplied 
Their  meagre  meed  of  claps,  was  satisfied, 
How  had  he  felt,  when  that  dread  ciu'se  of 

Lear's    • 
Had  burst  tremendous  on  a  thousand  ears. 
While  deep-struck  wonder  from  applauding 
bands  .  30 

Return' d  the  tribute  of  as  many  hands  ! 
Rude  were  his  guests  ;  he  never  made  his 

bow 
To  such  an  audience  as  salutes  us  now. 
He  lack'd  the  balm  of  labor,  female  praise. 
Few  Ladies  in  his  time  frequented  plays. 
Or  came  to  see  a  youth  with  aukward  art 
And  shrill  sharp  pipe  burlesque  the  woman's 

part. 
The  very  use,  since  so  essential  grown, 
Of  painted  scenes,   was   to  his   stage  un- 
known. 
The  air-blest  castle,   round  whose  whole- 
some crest,  40 
The  martlet,  guest  of  summer,  chose  her 

nest — 
The  forest  walks  of  Arden's  fair  domain. 
Where  Jaques  fed  his  solitary  vein — 
No  pencil's  aid  as  yet  had  dared  supply. 
Seen  only  by  the  intellectual  eye. 
Those  scenic  helps,  denied  to  Shakspeare's 

page. 
Our  Author  owes  to  a  more  liberal  age. 
Nor  pomp  nor  circumstance  are  wanting 
here ; 


'Tis  for  himself  alone  that  he  must  fear. 
Yet    shall   remembrance   cherish   the  just 
pride,  50 

That  (be  the  laurel  granted  or  denied) 
He  first  essay'd  in  this  distinguish'd  fane, 
Severer  muses  and  a  tragic  strain. 

EPILOGUE 

Written  by  the  Author,  and  spoken  by  Miss 
Smith  in  the  character  of  Teresa. 

[As  printed  in  The  Morning  Chronicle,  Jan. 
28,  1S13.] 

Oh  !  the  procrastinating  idle  rogue,  ^H 
The  Poet  has  just  sent  his  Epilogue  ;  ^| 
Ay,  'tis  just  like  him  !• — and  the  hand! 

[Poring  over  the  tnamiscript. 
The  stick ! 
I  could  as  soon  decipher  Arabic  ! 
But,  hark  !  my  wizard's  own  poetic  elf 
Bids    me   take  -courage,    and    make   one 

myself ! 
An  heiress,  and  with  sighing  swains  in 

plenty 
From  blooming  nineteen  to  full-blown  five- 

and-twenty. 
Life   beating  high,    and   youth   upon   the 

wing,  9 

'  A  six  years'  absence  was  a  heavy  thing  ! ' 
Heavy  ! — nay,  let's  describe  things  as  they 

are. 

With  sense  and  nature  'twas  at  open  war — 
Mere  affectation  to  be  singular. 
Yet  ere  you  overflow  in  condemnation. 
Think  first  of  poor  Teresa's  education  ; 
'Mid  mountains  wild,  near  billow  -  beaten 

rocks, 
Where  sea-gales  play'd  with  her  dishevel'd 

locks. 
Bred  in  the  spot  where  first  to  light  she 

sprung, 
With  no  Academies  for  ladies  young — 
Academies — (sweet  phrase  !)  that  well  may 

claim 
From  Plato's  sacred  grove  th'  appropriate 

name  ! 
No    morning    visits,    no    sweet    waltzing 

dances — ■ 
And    then    for   reading  —  what   but   hug( 

romances, 
With  as  stiff  morals,  leaving  earth  behinc 

'em. 
As  the  brass-clasp'd,  brass-corner' d  board 

that  bind  'em. 
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Knights,    chaste   as   brave,    who    strange 

adventures  seek. 
And  faithful  loves  of  ladies,  fair  as  meek  ; 
Or  saintly  hermits'  wonder-raising  acts, 
Instead  of — novels  founded  upon  facts  ! 
Which,  decently  immoral,  have  the  art 
To   spare   the   blush,    and    undersap   the 

heart !  31 

Oh,  think  of  these,   and  hundreds  worse 

than  these, 
Dire  disimproving  disadvantages. 
And  grounds  for  pity,  not  for  blame,  you'll 

see. 
E'en  in  Teresa's  six  years'  constancy. 

[Looki?2g  at  the  manuscript. 
But  stop  !  what's  this  ? — Our  Poet  bids  me 

say, 
That  he  has  woo'd  your  feeUngs  in  this 

Play 
By  no  too  real  woes,  that  make  you  groan, 
Recalling    kindred    griefs,    perhaps    your 

own. 
Yet  with  no  image  compensate  the  mind. 
Nor  leave  one  joy  for  memory  behind.     41 
He'd  wish  no  loud  laugh,   from  the  sly, 

shrewd  sneer, 
To  unsettle  from  your  eyes  the  quiet  tear 
That    Pity    had    brought,    and    Wisdom 

would  leave  there. 
Now  calm  he  waits  your  judgment  !  (win 

or  miss), 
By  no  loud  plaudits  saved,  damn'd  by  no 

factious  hiss. 

Remorse.  A  Tragedy,  in  five  acts.  By 
S.  T.  Coleridge.  [Motto  as  in  First 
Edition.]  Second  Edition.  Lon- 
don :  Printed  for  W.  Pople,  67  Chan- 
cery Lane.  18 13.  Price  Three  Shil- 
lings. 

Octavo,  pp.  X.;  78. 

[Although  this  '  second  edition '  would 
appear  to  have  been  issued  immediately 
after  the  first,  it  presents  many  variations. 
As  noted  above,  a  large  portion  of  the 
'  Preface '  was  omitted  ;  the  text  was  con- 
siderably altered  ;  and  the  following  addi- 
tions made.] 

APPENDIX 

The  following  Scene,  as  unfit  for  the 
Stage,  was  taken  from  the  Tragedy,  in  the 
year  1797,   and  published  in  the  Lyrical 


Ballads.  But  this  work  having  been  long 
out  of  print,  and  it  having  been  deter- 
mined, that  this  and  my  other  Poems  in 
that  collection  (the  Nightingale,  Love, 
and  the  Ancient  Mariner)  should  be 
omitted  in  any  future  edition,  I  have  been 
advised  to  reprint  it,  as  a  Note  to  the 
second  Scene  of  Act  the  Fourth. 

[Here  followed  The  Foster  -  Mother' s 
Tale,  which  wiU  be  found  in  this  volume 
at  p.  83  ;  and  also,  of  course,  in  its  due 
place  in  OsoRio,  in  'Appendix  D.'] 

Note  to  the  words  'You  are  a  painter,' 
Scene  ii.  Act  ii. 

'  The  following  lines, '  etc. 

[This  will  be  found,  as  in  a  more  con- 
venient place,  printed  in  this  volume  as  a 
footnote  to  the  passage  in  Act  ii.  Scene  ii. 
P-  375-] 

The  'Third  Edition'  of  Remorse  ap- 
peared in  the  same  year  as  the  first  and 
second — 18 13.  Except  for  the  statement 
on  the  title-page  it  seems  to  differ  in  no 
respect  from  the  second  edition. 

When  Coleridge  reprinted  Remorse 
among  his  collected  poems  in  1828  and 
1829,  he  omitted  the  Preface  but  retained 
the  '  Appendix. '  Sir  G.  Beaumont  died  in 
February  1827. 
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Christabel  :  Kubla  Khan,  a  Vision ; 
The  Pains  of  Sleep.  By  S.  T. 
Coleridge,  Esq.  London  :  Printed 
for  John  Murray,  Albemarle  Street,  by 
William  Bulmer  and  Co.,  Cleveland 
Row,  St.  James's.      18 16. 

Octavo,  pp.  vii. ;   64. 

Christabel,  etc.  By  S.  T.  Coleridge, 
Esq.  Second  Edition.  London  : 
Printed  for  John  Murray,  Albemarle 
Street,  by  William  Bulmer  and  Co., 
Cleveland  Row,  St.  James's.      1816. 

[This  '  second  edition '  differs  from  the 
first,  only  in  respect  of  the  title-page,  of 
which  the  above  is  a  verbatim  copy.  The 
'  Prefaces  '  to  Christabel  and  Kubla  Khan 
are  printed  with  the  texts.  — Ed.  ] 
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Sibylline    Leaves  :     a    Collection    of 
Poems.       By    S.    T.    Coleridge,    Esq. 
London  :  Rest  Fenner,  23  Paternoster 
Row.      1 8 17. 
Octavo,  pp.  xii.  ;   303. 

PREFACE 

The  following  collection  has  been  en- 
titled Sibylline  Leaves,  in  allusion  to 
the  fragmentary  and  widely-scattered  state 
in  which  they  have  been  long  suffered  to 
remain.  It  contains  the  whole  of  the 
author's  poetical  compositions,  from  1793 
to  the  present  date,  with  the  exception  of 
a  few  works  not  yet  finished,  and  those 
published  in  the  first  edition  of  his  juvenile 
poems,  over  which  he  has  no  controul. 
[He  forgets  '  The  Eolian  Harp,'  printed 
here  from  the  Poems  of  1796.]  They  may 
be  divided  into  three  classes :  First,  A 
selection  from  the  Poems  added  to  the 
second  and  third  editions,  together  with 
those  originally  published  in  the  Lyrical 
Ballads,  which  after  having  remained 
many  years  out  of  print,  have  been  omitted 
by  Mr.  Wordsworth  in  the  recent  collection 
of  all  his  minor  poems,  and  of  course 
revert  to  the  author.  Second,  Poems 
published  at  very  different  periods,  in 
various  obscure  or  perishable  journals,  etc. , 
some  with,  some  without  the  writer's  con- 
sent ;  many  imperfect,  all  incorrect.  The 
third  and  last  class  is  formed  of  Poems 
which  have  hitherto  remained  in  manu- 
script. The  whole  is  now  presented  to  the 
reader  collectively,  with  considerable  ad- 
ditions and  alterations,  and  as  perfect  as 
the  author's  judgment  and  powers  could 
render  them. 

In  my  Literary  Life,^  it  has  been  men- 
tioned that,  with  the  exception  of  this 
preface,  the  Sibylline  Leaves  have 
been  printed  almost  two  years  ;  and  the 
necessity  of  troubling  the  reader  with  the 
list  of  errata  [forty-seven  in  number]  which 
follows  this  preface,  alone  induces  me  to 
refer  again  to  the  circumstances,  at  the 
risk  of  ungenial  feelings,  from  the  recol- 
lection of  its  worthless  causes.  A  few 
corrections  of  later  date  have  been  added. — 

1  See  note  at  end  of  List  of  Contents. — Ed. 


Henceforward  the  author  must  be  occupied 
by  studies  of  a  very  different  kind. 

Ite  hinc,  Camcen^  !     Vos  quoque  ite,  suaves, 
Dulces  Camcen^  !     Nam  (fatebimur  verum) 
Dulces  fuistis  ! — Et  tamen  meas  chartas 
Revisitote  :  sed  pudenter  et  raro  ! 

Virgil,  Catalect.  vii. 

At  the  request  of  the  friends  of  my  youth, 
who  still  remain  my  friends,  and  who  were 
pleased  with  the  wildness  of  the  composi- 
tions, I  have  added  two  school-boy  poems 
— with  a  song  modernized  with  some  ad- 
ditions from  one  of  our  elder  poets.  Surely, 
malice  itself  will  scarcely  attribute  their  in- 
sertion to  any  other  motive,  than  the  wish 
to  keep  alive  the  recollections  from  early 
life. — I  scarcely  knew  what  title  I  should 
prefix  to  the  first.  By  imaginary  Time,  I 
meant  the  state  of  a  schoolboy's  mind 
when,  on  his  return  to  school,  he  projects 
his  being  in  his  day-dreams,  and  lives  in 
his  next  holidays,  six  months  hence  :  and 
this  I  contrasted  with  real  Time. 


The  three  poems  mentioned  in  this 
Preface — and  which  were  printed  with  it, 
and  with  the  '  Errata,'  as  a  preliminary 
sheet — are  Time,  real  and  imaginary  :  an 
Allegory  (then  first  printed)  ;  Tke  Raven  ; 
and  Mutual  Passion.  The  other  contents 
of  the  volume  (which  was  issued  without  a 
list)  were  as  follows.  Pieces  taken  from 
the  volumes  of  1796  or  1797  have  an 
asterisk  (*) :  the  titles  of  those  which 
(probably)  had  not  been  printed  before, 
are  italicized. 


The  Rime  of  the  Ancient  Mariner.  (With, 
for  the  first  time,  the  marginal  notes, 
and  the  motto  from  T.  Burnet. ) 

The  Foster-Mother's  Tale. 

[Half-title]  'Poems  occasioned  by  Politic 
Events  or  feelings  connected  with  them. ' 
[On  the  reverse  of  which  is  printed 
Wordsworth's  sonnet  beginning  'When 
I  have  borne  in  memory  what  has 
tamed  Great  nations.'] 

*Ode  to  the  Departing  Year. 

France :  An  Ode. 

Fears  in  Solitude. 

Recantation.      Illustrated  in  the  Story 
the  Mad  Ox. 

Parliamentary  Oscillators. 


J 
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Fire,  Famine  and  Slaughter,  a  War 
Eclogue.  With  an  Apologetic  Preface. 
[The  Ap.  Pref.  here  first  printed.] 

[Half-title]  '  Love-Poetns. '  [On  the  reverse 
of  which  are  printed  eleven  (Latin) 
lines  from  '  Petrarch.'] 

Love. 

Lewti,  or  the  Circassian  Love-Chant. 

The  Picture,  or  the  Lover's  Resolution. 

The  Night-Scene  :  A  Dramatic  Fragtnent. 

*To  an  Unfortunate  Woman,  whom  the 
Author  had  known  in  the  days  of  her 
innocence. 

To  an  Unfortunate  Woman  at  the  Theatre. 

Lines  composed  in  a  Concert-room. 

The  Keep-sake. 

To  a  Lady,  with  Falconer  s  '  Shipwreck. ' 

To  a  Young  Lady,  on  her  recovery  from  a 
Fever. 

Something  childish,  but  very  natural. 
Written  in  Germany. 

Home-sick.      Written  in  Germany. 

Answer  to  a  Child's  Question. 

The  Visio7iary  Hope. 

The  Happy  Husba}id.     A  Fi'agment. 

Recollections  of  Love. 

On  Re-visiting  the  sea-shore,  after  long 
absence,  under  strong  medical  recom- 
mendation not  to  bathe. 

[Half-title]  '  Meditative  Poems  in  Blank 
Verse.'  [On  the  reverse  of  which  are 
printed  eight  lines  translated  from 
'  Schiller.'] 

Hymn  before  Sunrise,  in  the  Vale  of 
Chamouny. 

Lines  written  in  the  Album  at  Elbingerode, 
in  the  Hartz  Forest. 

*0n  observing  a  blossom  on  the  ist  Febru- 
ary, 1796. 

*The  Eolian  Harp,  composed  at  Clevedon, 
Somersetshire. 

*Reflections  on  having  left  a  Place  of  Re- 
tirement. 

*To  the  Rev.  George  Coleridge,  of  Ottery 
St.  Mary,  Devon.     With  some  Poems. 

Inscription  for  a  Fountain  on  a  Heath. 

A  Tombless  Epitaph. 

This  Lime-tree  bower  my  prison. 

To  a  Friend  who  had  declared  his  intention 
of  writing  no  more  Poetry. 

To  a  Gentleman.  Composed  on  the  night 
after  his  recitation  of  a  Poem  on  the 
Growth  of  an  Individual  Mind. 

The  Nightingale  ;  a  Conversation  Poem. 


Frost  at  Midnight. 


The  Three  Graves.  A  fragment  of  a 
Sexton's  tale.     [With  a  half-title.] 

[Half-title]  'Odes  and  Miscellaneous 
Poems. ' 

Dejection  :  An  Ode. 

Ode  to  Georgiana,  Duchess  of  Devonshire, 
on  the  24th  stanza  in  her  '  Passage 
over  Mount  Gothard. ' 

Ode  to  Tranquillity. 

*To  a  Young  Friend,  on  his  proposing  to 
Domesticate  with  the  Author.  Com- 
posed in  1796. 

Lines  to  W.  L.,  Esq.,  while  he  sang  a 
song  to  Purcell's  Music. 

Addressed  to  a  Young  Man  of  Fortune 
who  abandon'd  himself  to  an  indolent 
and  causeless  Melancholy. 

*Sonnet  to  the  River  Otter. 

*Sonnet.  Composed  on  a  journey  home- 
ward ;  the  Author  having  received 
intelhgence  of  the  birth  of  a  son, 
September  20,  1796. 

*Sonnet,  to  a  Friend  who  asked  how  I  felt 
when  the  Nurse  first  presented  my 
Infant  to  me. 

The  Virgin's  Cradle-Hymn.  Copied  from 
the  Print  of  the  Virgin,  in  a  Catholic 
village  in  Germany. 

Epitaph,  on  an  Infant.  ['  Its  balmy  lips 
the  infant  blest.'] 

Melancholy  :  A  Fragment. 

Tell's  Birth-place.     Imitated  from  Stolberg. 

A  Christmas  Carol. 

Human  Life.  On  the  Denial  of  Immor- 
tality.    A  Fragme7it. 

An  Ode  to  the  Rain.  Composed  before 
daylight  [etc.] 

The  Visit  of  the  Gods.  Imitated  from 
Schiller. 

[America  to  Great  Britain.  'Written  by 
an  American  gentleman  ' — who  doubt- 
less was  Washington  Allston,  the 
Painter.] 

Elegy,  imitated  from  one  of  Akenside's 
Blank-verse  Incriptions. 

The  Destiny  of  Nations.     A  Vision. 

The  printer's  '  signature '  on  the  sheet  at 
which  the  regular  pagination  begins  is 
'Vol.  II.— B."  This  has  attracted  the 
notice  of  bibliographers,  but  it  has  never 
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been  correctly  explained.  An  examination 
of  the  printers'  accounts  enables  me  to  say 
that  Coleridge  originally  projected  a  work 
in  two  volumes,  the  first  of  which  was  to 
contain  his  '  Biographia  Literaria,'  and  the 
second  his  collected  'Poems.'  While  the 
two  were  being  printed  concurrently,  the 
'  Biographia '  outgrew  the  capacity  of  a 
single  volume,  and  the  '  Poems '  were 
thenceforward  called  in  the  accounts  '  Vol. 
III.'  When  the  whole  of  Vols.  I.  and  III. 
and  half  of  Vol.  II.  had  been  printed,  the 
author  and  the  printers  quarrelled.  Vol. 
II.  was  completed  by  another  printer  ;  and 
the  two  works  were  published  separately 
by  Rest  Fenner  in  1817 — as  '  Biographia 
Literaria '  in  two  volumes  ;  and  '  Sibylline 
Leaves '  in  one.  The  mention  of  this 
muddle  alluded  to  in  the  Preface  to  the 
latter  occurs  at  page  182  of  the  second 
volume  of  the  B.  Lit.  The  statement 
opens,  appropriately,  with  a  bull.  '  For 
more  than  eighteen  months  have  the 
volume  of  Poems,  entitled  Sibylline 
Leaves,  and  the  present  volume  up  to  this 
page  been  printed,  and  ready  for  publica- 
tion. '  Coleridge  should  have  written  '  up 
to  page  128.' — Ed. 

XI 

ZapolyA  :  a  Christmas  Tale,  in  Two 
Parts  : — The  Prelude,  entitled  '  The 
Usurper's  Fortune'  ;  and  The  Sequel, 
entitled  '  The  Usurper's  Fate.'  By  S. 
T.  Coleridge,  Esq.  London  :  Printed 
for  Rest  Fenner,  Paternoster  -  Row. 
1817. 

Octavo,  4  unpaged  preliminary  leaves,  and 
128  pages  of  text. 

ADVERTISEMENT 
[This  will  be  found  prefixed  to  the  piece.  ] 
There  was  no  '  second  edition '  of  the 
original  issue.  When  Coleridge  reprinted 
Zapolya  among  his  collected  poems  in 
1828,  he  made  a  few  unimportant  changes 
in  the  text,  and  again,  in  1829,  a  few  more. 
The  motto  '  apud  Athen^um '  was  first 
added  in  1828. 

XII 
The  Poetical   Works  of  S.  T.  Cole- 
ridge, including  the  Dramas  of  Wallen- 
stein,  Remofse,  and  Zapolya.     In  three 


Volumes.      London :  William  Picker- 
ing.     MDCCCXXVIII. 
Octavo,   Vol.    I.   pp.   X.,  253;  II.  370; 
III.  428. 

PREFACE 

[The  Preface  is  (all  but)  a  verbatim  re- 
print of  that  of  1803.  It  is  called  '  Preface 
to  the  first  and  second  Editions,' — which 
is  true  in  the  sense  explained  in  '  VII.' 

CONTENTS 
[Almost  the  same  as  those  of  the  1829 
edition    detailed    in    'XIII.'— The  differ- 
ences are  as  follows  : — • 

Poems  in  1828,  and  not  in  1829. 
Song :    '  Tho'    veiled  in   spires    of  myrtle 
wreath. ' 
*^*  Not  in  1834,  nor  in  1877-1880.     It 
will  be  found   in  this  volume,   under  the 
title.  Love,  A  Sword,  at  p.  195. 
The    Alienated    Mistress :     A    MadrigaL 
From  an  unfinished  Melodrama. 
*^*  It   will    be    found    in    the    present 
volume,  under  its  later  title  [Amulet,  1833) 
of  Love's  Burial-place,  at  p.  209. 

Both  these  poems  were  placed  in  the 
division — '  Prose  in  Rhyme, '  etc. 

I71  1829,  and  not  in  1828. 
Allegoric  Vision. 

*^*  This  will  be  found  in  '  Appendix  J ' 
of  the  present  volume. 
The  Improvisatore ;    or   '  John  Anderson, 
my  Jo,  John '  (p.  200  of  this  volume). 
The  Garden  of  Boccaccio  (p.  204  of  this 
volume). 
Even  in  the  case  of  poems  included  in 
both  editions,  the  text  is  not  always  the 
same.      For  instance,  the  '  Monody  on  the 
Death  of  Chatterton '  differs  materially  in 
the  two  editions. 

XIII 

The  Poetical  Works  of  S.  T.  Cole- 
ridge, including  the  Dramas  oilVallen- 
stein,  Petnorse,  and  Zapolya.  In  three 
Volumes.  [The  pulDlisher's  Aldine 
anchor  and  dolphin.  ]  -  London : 
William  Pickering.  MDCCCXXIX. 
Octavo,  Vol.  I.   pp.  X. ,    353  ;  II.    394  : 

III.  428. 
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PREFACE 

[The  Preface  is  the  same  as  that  of  1803 
and  1828,  with  addition  of  the  following 
passage  (quoted  as  a  foot-note  to  the  sen- 
tence— '  I  have  pruned  the  double-epithets 
with  no  sparing  hand  ;  and  used  my  best 
efforts  to  tame  the  swell  and  glitter  both  of 
thought  and  diction. ') — '  Without  any  feel- 
ing of  anger,  I  may  yet  be  allowed  to  ex- 
press some  degree  of  surprize,  that  after 
having  run  the  critical  gauntlet  for  a  certain 
class  of  faults,  which  I  had,  viz.  a  too 
ornate,  and  elaborately  poetic  diction,  and 
nothing  having  come  before  the  judgement- 
seat  of  the  Reviewers  during  the  long  inter- 
val, I  should  for  at  least  seventeen  years, 
quarter  after  quarter,  have  been  placed  by 
them  in  the  foremost  rank  of  the  proscribed, 
and  made  to  abide  the  brunt  of  abuse  and 
ridicule  for  faults  directly  opposite,  viz. 
bald  and  prosaic  language,  and  an  affected 
simplicity  both  of  matter  and  manner — 
faults  which  assuredly  did  not  enter  into 
the  character  of  my  compositions.  — Liter- 
ary Life,  i.  51.  Published  1817.'  (The 
text  of  the  Biographia  Literaria  has  Iseen 
considerably  modified.)] 

CONTENTS 

[As  the  present  edition  is  founded  on  that 
of  1829,  it  seems  desirable  to  give  a  full 
list  of  its  contents,  shewing  at  same  time 
their  arrangement  under  the  various  head- 
ings.— Ed.] 


Juvenile  Poems 


Pagfe  in 
present 
Edition. 


Genevieve       .....  i 
Sonnet  to  the  Autumnal  Moon          .          3 
Time,  Real  and  Imaginary.    An  Alle- 
gory         187 

Monody  on  the  Death  of  Chatterton       61 
Songs  of  the  Pixies  .  .  .21 

The  Raven.  A  Christmas  Tale,  told 
by  a  school -boy  to  his  little 
brothers  and  sisters  .  .        18 

Absence.  A  Farewell  Ode  on  quit- 
ting School  for  Jesus  College, 
Cambridge      .  .  .  .15 

Lines  on  an  Autumnal  Evening        .        24 
The  Rose       ;  .  .  .  .23 

The  Kiss        .         .  .  .  .30 


To  a  Young  Ass,  its  Mother  being    Edition'. 

tethered  near  it         .  .  . 

Domestic  Peace       .... 

The  Sigh 

Epitaph  on  an  Infant  ['  Ere  sin  could 
blight']  .... 

Lines  written  at  the  King's  Arms, 
Ross,  formerly  the  house  of  the 
'  Man  of  Ross '         .  .  . 

Lines    to    a   beautiful    Spring   in   a 
Village    ..... 
Lines  on  a   Friend  who    died  of  a 
Frenzy-fever  induced  by  calum- 
nious Reports  .... 
To  a  Young  Lady  with  a  Poem  on 

the  French  Revolution 
Sonnet   I.   [To  Bowles]   . 
,,       II.  [To  Burke]     . 
,,     III.   [To  Priestley] 
,,      IV.   [To  Erskine] 
,,        V.   [To  Sheridan] 

VI.   [To  Koskiusko] 
,,    VII.   [To  La  Fayette] 
,,Vin.   ['Thou  gentle  Look'] 
,,      IX.   ['Pale  Roamer  thro'  the 
night ']      . 
X.   ['Sweet  Mercy  !  '] 
, ,      XL   [ '  Thou      bleedest,      my 

poor  Heart ! '     . 
,,     XII.   To  the  Author  of   'The 
Robbers  ' 
Lines  composed  while  climbing  the 
left  ascent  of  Brockiey  Coomb, 
Somersetshire,  May  1795 
Lines  in  the  manner  of  Spenser 
Imitated  from  Ossian 
The  Complaint  of  Ninath6ma 
Imitated  from  the  Welsh 
To  an  Infant 

Lines  written  at  Shurton  Bars,  near 
Bridgewater,  September  1795, 
in    answer    to    a    letter    from 

Bristol 

Lines  to    a   Friend    in  answer  to  a 

melancholy  Letter   . 
Religious     Musings  ;      a    desultory 
Poem,  written  on  the  Christmas 
Eve  of  1794       .  .         .  .53 

The  Destiny  of  Nations.     A  Vision    .      70 

Sibylline  Leaves 

I.    Poems  occasioned  by  political  events 
or  feelings  connected  with  the/n. 


35 
33 
29 

14s 


33 


24 


35 

6 
41 
38 
39 
38 
42 
39 
39 
23 

32 

45 

34 
34 


46 
46 
20 
20 
33 
44 


47 


43 
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[Motto  to  this  subdivision  —  Words- 
worth's Sonnet  beginning — '  When  I  have 
borne  in  memory  what  has  tamed  Great 
nations. '] 

Pa^e  in 
present 
Edition. 

Ode  to  the  Departing  Year       .  .        78 

France :  an  Ode     .  .  ,  .124 

Fears  in  Solitude    ....      127 
Fire,  Famine,   and  Slaughter  [ '  The 
Apologetic   Preface '    is   printed 
at  the  end  of  the  volume]  .      1 1 1 

II.    Love  Poems. 

[Motto  to  this  subdivision — Eleven  lines 
of  a  Latin  Poem  by  Petrarch,  printed  in 
Notes  to  Love  in  this  volume.] 

Love 135 

Lewti,  or  the  Circassian  Love-chaunt       27 
The  Picture,  or  the  Lover's  Resolu- 
tion        .....      162 
The  Night  Scene    .  .  .  .183 

To  an  Unfortunate  Woman     .  .        32 

To   an   Unfortunate  Woman  at  the 
Theatre  . 


Lines  composed  in  a  Concert-Room 

The  Keepsake         .... 

To  a  Lady,  with  Falconer's  '  Ship- 
wreck '    . 

To  a  Young  Lady,  on  her  recovery 
from  a  Fever  .... 

Something  childish,  but  very  natural 

Home-sick      ..... 

Answer  to  a  Child's  Question  . 

The  Visionary  Hope 

The  Happy  Husband 

Recollections  of  Love 

On  revisiting  the  Sea-shore 


32 
148 

154 

185 

131 
146 
146 
170 
171 
178 
178 
IS9 


III.   Meditative  Poems,  in  blank  verse. 
[Motto  to  this  subdivision — Eight  lines 
(translated)  from  Schiller.] 

Hymn  before  Sun -rise,  in  the  Vale 

of  Chamouny  .         .  .  .165 

Lines  written  at  Elbingerode,  in  the 

Hartz  Forest  ....  145 
On  observing  a  Blossom ...  63 
The  Eolian  Harp  ....  49 
Reflections  on  having  left  a  place  of 

Retirement  ....  52 
To  the  Rev.  G.  Coleridge         .  .        81 

Inscription  for  a  Fountain        .  .169 

A  Tombless  Epitaph        .  .  .180 

This  Lime-tree  Bower  my  Prison      .        92 


To  a  Friend  who  had  declared  his  p^seS 
intention  of  writing  no  more  Edition. 
Poetry    .  .  .  ■         .  .69 

To  a  Gentleman  [Wordsworth].  Com- 
posed on  the  night  after  his 
recitation  of  a  Poem,  etc.  .      176 

The    Nightingale ;     a    Conversation 

Poem      .  .  .  .  -131 

Frost  at  Midnight  .  .  .  .126 


The  Three  Graves  .  .  .  -85 

[  The  Three  Graves,  though  placed  here, 
has  a  separate  half-title,  and  does  not,  of 
course,  belong  to  the  subdivision.  Follow- 
ing The  Three  Graves,  but  without  any 
distinguishing  number,  comes  the  sub- 
division : — ] 

Odes  and  Miscellaneous  Poems. 


Dejection  :  an  Ode 

Ode  to  Georgiana,  Duchess  of  Devon- 
shire       ..... 

Ode  to  Tranquillity 

To  a  Young  Friend  on  his  proposing 
to  domesticate  with  the  Author 

Lines  to  W.  L[inley],  Esq. 

Addressed  to  a  Young  Man  of  For- 
tune       .  .  .  .  . 

Sonnet  to  the  River  Otter 

Sonnet  composed  on  the  birth  of  a 
Son         ..... 

Sonnet  to  a  Friend  who  asked  how  I 
felt  when  the  Nurse  first  pre- 
sented my  infant  to  me 

The  Virgin's  Cradle  Hymn 

Epitaph  on  an  Infant.  [ '  Its  balmy 
lips  the  Infant  blest '] 

Melancholy    . 

Tell's  Birth-place    . 

A  Christmas  Carol . 

Human  Life  . 

The  Visit  of  the  Gods 

Elegy,  imitated  from  Akenside 


159 

149 
159 

67 

15s 

68 
23 

66 


66 
181 

14s 

34 

142 

150 

186 

142 

31 

94 
170 


Kubla  Khan .... 
The  Pains  of  Sleep 

[These  poems  seem  to  be  detached  from 
the  subdivision  by  a  half-title— '  Kubla 
Khan  :  or,  A  Vision  in  a  Dream.' 


Apologetic  Preface  to  '  Fire,  Famine, 

and  Slaughter '       '  Appendix  I,' 527 


END    OF    VOL.    I. 
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Volume  II. 
[This  opens  at  once  with  the  half-title 
'The  Rime  of  the  Ancient  Mariner.  In 
Seven  Parts ' ;  and  as  nothing  is  said  in 
the  'Contents'  of  'Volume  II.'  about 
'  Sibylline  Leaves, '  that  Division  may  be 
held  to  end  with  'Volume  I.'  This  is  a 
little  uncertain,  however  ;  but  is  not  a 
matter  of  much  importance.  ]  Page  in 

present 
Edition. 


The  Rime  of  the  Ancient  Mariner 
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The  Poetical  Works  of  S.  T.  Cole- 
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PREFACE 
[Same  as  in  1829.] 

CONTENTS 

[All  the  pieces  contained  in  the  edition 
of  1829,  with  the  addition  of  sixty-six 
pieces  not  previously  collected.  Of  these 
sixty -six,  forty -eight  then  appeared  in 
print  for  the  first  time.  There  were  also 
included  (in  the  second  volume)  two  pieces, 
not  by  Coleridge,  introduced  by  the  follow- 
ing note  :  —  '  Anxious  to  associate  the 
name  of  a  most  dear  and  honored  friend 
with  my  own,  I  solicited  and  obtained  the 
permission  of  Professor  J.  H.  Green  to 
permit  the  insertion  of  the  two  following 
poems,  by  him  composed.  S.  T.  Cole- 
ridge. '  These  two  poems  —  Morning 
invitation  to  a  child,  and  Consolations  of 
a    Maniac  —  continued    to    be    included 
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among  Coleridge's  poems  in  Moxon's 
editions  down  (at  least)  to  that  re-edited 
by  the  Rev.  Derwent  Coleridge  in  1870. 

There  was  also  included,  but  by  mis- 
take, a  fragment  of  six  lines  with  the 
heading  '  The  Same '  [as  '  On  seeing  a 
youth  affectionately  welcomed  by  a  sister '  ]. 
These  lines  formed  part  of  the  poem  To 
a  Friend  [Charles  Lamb]  together  with  an 
unfinished  Poem. 

In  the  Preface  to  the  one-volume  edition 
of  Coleridge's  poems  '  edited  by  Derwent 
and  Sara  Coleridge '  (the  poet's  surviving 
son  and  daughter)  in  1852,  the  edition  of 
1834  is  thus  described: — 'That  of  1834 
.  .  .  was  arranged  mainly,  if  not  en- 
tirely, at  the  discretion  of  his  earhest 
Editor,  H.  N.  Coleridge.'] 

XV 

The  Poems  of  S.  T.  Coleridge. 
London  :  WiUiam  Pickering.      1848. 

Octavo,  pp.  xvi. ;   372. 

Issued  without  editor's  name  or  any 
introduction  save  the  old  composite  '  Pre- 
face,' as  printed  in  1829.  The  dramas  are 
excluded.  The  '  Contents '  include  a  few 
early  and  late  pieces,  omitted  in  1834,  and 
exclude  most  of  the  school-boy  verses  first 
printed  in  1834.  The  German  originals  of 
several  of  Coleridge's  translations  and  imi- 
tations were  first  given,  or  brought  to- 
gether, as  '  Notes '  at  the  end  of  this 
volume.  It  was  doubtless  edited  by  the 
poet's  daughter. 

XVI 

The  Poems  of  Samuel  Taylor  Cole- 
ridge. Edited  by  Derwent  and  Sara 
Coleridge.  A  new  Edition.  Lon- 
don :  Edward  Moxon,  Dover  Street. 
1852.  [With  Portrait  of  Coleridge  at 
the  age  of  twenty-six.  In  some  later 
issues  of  the  edition  the  Allston  portrait 
of  18 14  was  substituted.] 

Octavo,  pp.  xxxvii.  ;   388. 

[Frequently  reprinted.  ] 

ADVERTISEMENT 

This  volume  was  prepared  for  the  press 
by  my  lamented  sister,  Mrs.  H.  N,  Cole- 


ridge, and  will  have  an  additional  interest 
to  many  readers  as  the  last  monument  of 
her  highly -gifted  mind.  At  her  earnest 
request,  my  name  appears  with  hers  on  the 
title-page,  but  the  assistance  rendered  by 
me  has  been,  in  fact,  little  more  than 
mechanical.  The  preface,  and  the  greater 
part  of  the  notes,  are  her  composition  : — 
the  selection  and  arrangement  have  been 
determined  almost  exclusively  by  her  critical 
judgment,  or  from  records  in  her  posses- 
sion. A  few  slight  corrections  and  unim- 
portant additions  are  aU  that  have  been 
found  necessary,  the  first  and  last  sheets 
not  having  had  the  benefit  of  her  own  re- 
vision. Derwent  Coleridge. 

St.  Mark's  College,  Chelsea, 
May  1852. 

PREFACE  TO  THE  PRESENT 
EDITION  [1852] 

As  a  chronological  arrangement  of  Poetry 
in  completed  collections  is  now  beginning  to 
find  general  favour,  pains  have  been  taken  to 
foUow  this  method  in  the  present  Edition 
of  S.  T.  Coleridge's  Poetical  and  Dramatic 
Works,  as  far  as  circumstances  permitted — 
that  is  to  say,  as  far  as  the  date  of  com- 
position of  each  poem  was  ascertainable, 
and  as  far  as  the  plan  could  be  carried  out 
without  effacing  the  classes  into  which  the 
Author  had  himself  distributed  his  most 
important  poetical  publication,  the  '  Sibyl- 
line Leaves,'  namely,  Poems  occasioned 
BY  Political  Events,  or  Feelings 
connected  with  them  ;  Love  Poems  ; 
Meditative  Poems  in  blank  verse; 
Odes  and  Miscellaneous  Poems.  On 
account  of  these  impediments,  together 
with  the  fact,  that  many  a  poem,  such  as  it 
appears  in  its  ultimate  form,  is  the  growth 
of  different  periods,  the  agreement  with 
chronology  in  this  Edition  is  approximative 
rather  than  perfect :  yet  in  the  majority  of 
instances  the  date  of  each  piece  has  been 
made  out,  and  its  place  fi.xed  accordingly. 
In  another  point  of  view  also,  the  Poems 
have  been  distributed  with  relation  to  time  : 
they  are  thrown  into  three  broad  groups, 
representing,  first  the  Youth," — secondly, 
the  Early  Manhood  and  Middle  Life, — 
thirdly,  the-  Declining  Age  of  the  Poet ; 
and  it  will  be  readily  perceived  that  each 
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division  has  its  own  distinct  tone  and  colour, 
corresponding  to  the  period  of  hfe  in  which 
it  was  composed.  It  has  been  suggested, 
indeed,  that  Coleridge  had  four  poetical 
epochs,  more  or  less  diversely  character- 
ised,— that  there  is  a  discernible  difference 
betwixt  the  productions  of  his  Early  Man- 
hood and  of  his  Middle  Age,  the  latter  being 
distinguished  from  those  of  his  Stowey  life, 
which  may  be  considered  as  his  poetic 
prime,  by  a  less  buoyant  spirit.  Fire  they 
have  ;  but  it  is  not  the  clear,  bright,  mount- 
ing fire  of  his  earlier  poetry,  conceived  and 
executed  when  '  he  and  youth  were  house- 
mates still. '  In  the  course  of  a  very  few 
years  after  three-and-twenty  all  his  very 
finest  poems  were  produced  ;  his  twenty- 
fifth  year  has  been  called  his  annus  inira- 
bilis.  To  be  a  '  Prodigal's  favourite — 
then,  worse  truth!  a  Miser's  pensioner,' 
is  the  lot  of  Man.  In  respect  of  poetry, 
Coleridge  was  a  '  Prodigal's  favourite,' 
more,  perhaps,  than  ever  Poet  was  before. 

*  *  »  * 

[The  poems]  produced  before  the  Author's 
twenty-fourth  year  [1796],  devoted  as  he 
was  to  the  '  soft  strains '  of  Bowles,  have 
more  in  common  with  the  passionate  lyrics 
of  Collins  and  the  picturesque  vsdldness  of 
the  pretended  Ossian,  than  with  the  well- 
tuned  sentimentality  of  that  Muse  which 
the  overgrateful  poet  has  represented  as  his 
earliest  inspirer.  For  the  young  they  will 
ever  retain  a  peculiar  charm,  because  so 
fraught  with  the  joyous  spirit  of  youth  ;  and 
in  the  minds  of  all  readers  that  feeling  which 
disposes  men  '  to  set  the  bud  above  the 
rose  full-blown  '  would  secure  them  an  in- 
terest, even  if  their  intrinsic  beauty  and 
sweetness  were  less  adequate  to  obtain  it. 

*  *  *  * 

The  present  Editors  have  been  guided  in 
the  general  arrangement  of  this  edition  by 
those  of  1 8 17  and  1828,  which  may  be 
held  to  represent  the  author's  matured  judg- 
ment upon  the  larger  and  more  important 
part  of  his  poetical  productions.  They  have 
reason,  indeed,  to  believe,  that  the  edition 
of  1828 -^  was  the  last  upon  which  he  was 
able  to  bestow  personal  care  and  attention. 

1  The  Editors  seem  (strangely  enough)  to  have 
been  ignorant  of  the  existence  of  the  severely 
revised  edition  of  1829.— Ed. 


That  of  1834,  the  last  year  of  his  earthly 
sojourning,  a  period  when  his  thoughts 
were  wholly  engrossed,  so  far  as  the  decays 
of  his  frail  outward  part  left  them  free  for 
intellectual  pursuits  and  speculations,  by  a 
grand  scheme  of  Christian  Philosophy,  to 
the  enunciation  of  which  in  a  long  projected 
work  his  chief  thoughts  and  aspirations  had 
for  many  years  been  directed,  was  arranged 
mainly,  if  not  entirely,  at  the  discretion  of 
his  earliest  Editor,  H.  N.  Coleridge,  who, 
not  to  mention  the  boon  he  has  conferred 
on  the  public  in  preserving  so  valuable  a 
record  of  his  Uncle's  conversation  as  is  con- 
tained in  the  Table  Talk  of  S.  T.  Cole- 
ridge, performed  his  task  in  editing  The 
Friend,  The  Literary  Remains,  The  Church 
and  State  and  Lay  Ser7nons,  and  The  Con- 
fessions of  an  Inquiring  Spirit,  in  a  manner 
which  must  ever  procure  him  sentiments  of 
gratitude  from  all  who  prize  the  writings 
of  Coleridge.  Such  alterations  only  have 
been  made  in  this  final  arrangement  of  the 
Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works  of  S.  T. 
Coleridge,  by  those  into  whose  charge  they 
have  devolved,  as  they  feel  assured,  both 
the  Author  himself  and  his  earliest  Editor 
would  at  this  time  find  to  be  either  neces- 
sary or  desirable.  The  observations  and 
experience  of  eighteen  years,  a  period  long 
enough  to  bring  about  many  changes  in 
literary  opinion,  have  satisfied  them  that 
the  immature  essays  of  boyhood  and  ado- 
lescence, not  marked  with  any  such  pro- 
phetic note  of  genius  as  certainly  does 
belong  to  the  four  school-boy  poems  they 
have  retained,  tend  to  injure  the  general 
effect  of  a  body  of  poetry.  That  a  writer, 
especially  a  writer  of  verse,  should  keep  out 
of  sight  his  third-rate  performances,  is  now 
become  a  maxim  with  critics  ;  for  they  are 
not,  at  the  worst,  effectless  :  they  have  an 
effect,  that  of  diluting  and  weakening,  to 
the  reader's  feelings,  the  general  power  of 
the  collection.  Mr.  Coleridge  himself  con- 
stantly, after  1796,  rejected  a  certain  por- 
tion of  his  earliest  published  Juvenilia  : 
never  printed  any  attempts  of  his  boyhood, 
except  those  four  with  which  the  present 
publication  commences  ;  ^  and  there  can  be 

1  First  Advent  of  Love  [Love's  first  Hope,  p. 
193],  Genevieve,  The  Raven,  and  Time,  Real 
and  Imaginary. — Ed. 
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no  doubt  that  his  Editor  of  1834  would  ere 
now  have  come  to  the  conclusion,  that  only 
such  of  the  Author's  early  performances  as 
were  sealed  by  his  own  approval  ought  to 
form  a  permanent  part  of  the  body  of  his 
poetical  works. 

The  '  Allegoric  Vision, '  as  it  cannot  be 
considered  poetry  in  the  full  sense  of  the 
word,  and  may  be  read  with  much  more 
advantage  in  its  proper  place — the  Intro- 
duction to  the  Author's  second  Lay  Ser- 
mon,—  the  Editors  have  thought  fit  to 
withdraw  from  this  collection. 

*  *  *  * 

It  must  be  added,  that  time  has  robbed 
of  their  charm  certain  sportive  effusions 
of  Mr.  C.'s  later  years,  which  were  given 
to  the  public,  in  the  first  gloss  and  glow 
of  novelty  in  1834,  and  has  proved  that, 
though  not  devoid  of  the  quality  of  genius, 
they  possess,  upon  the  whole,  not  more 
than  an  ephemeral  interest.  These  the 
Editors  have  not  scrupled  to  omit  on  the 
same  grounds  and  in  the  same  confidence 
that  has  been  already  explained. 

Four  short  pieces  only  have  been  added, 
the  third  and  ninth  Sonnets  ^  (pages  37  and 
40),  from  the  edition  of  1796,  the  '  Day- 
Dream  '  (page  196),^  from  the  Appendix  to 
Coleridge's  '  Essays  on  his  own  Times,'  and 
the    'Hymn'    (page   281),*  which  is  now 

printed  for  the  first  time. 

*  *  *  * 

S.   C. 
Chester  Place,  Regent's  Park, 

March  1852. 

XVII 

The  Dramatic  Works  of  Samuel 
Taylor  Coleridge.  Edited  by  Der- 
went  Coleridge.  A  new  Edition. 
London  :  Edward  Moxon,  Dover 
Street.  1852. 
Octavo,  pp.  xvi.  ;  427. 

[Frequently  reprinted.  ] 

PREFACE 
The    dramatic    works    of  Samuel  Taylor 
Coleridge,  including  the  translation  of  the 

1  Pitt,  p.  40;  and  To  Earl  Stanhope,  p.  43. — 
Ed. 

2  The  Day-Dream :  from  an  Emigrant  to 
his  absent  wife,  p.  146. — Ed. 

3  A  Hymn,  p.  185. — Ed. 


'Wallenstein,'  are  now  for  the  first  time 
presented  to  the  pubhc  as  a  separate 
whole,  forming  a  companion  volume  to  the 
new  edition  of  the  Poems,  which  has  just 
appeared. 


[It  is  unnecessary  to  reproduce  the  whole 
of  this  Preface,  some  portions  of  which  are 
quoted  in  the  '  Notes. '  It  is  dated  '  St. 
Mark's  College,  Chelsea,  July  1852.' 
—Ed.] 

CONTENTS 

Remorse.     A  Tragedy  in  Five  Acts. 
Zapolya.       A    Christmas   Tale.       In    two 

Parts.      Part  I. 
Zapolya.      Part  II.     The  Sequel,   entitled 

'  The  Usurper's  Fate.' 
The    Piccolomini  ;     or    the    first    part   of 

'Wallenstein.'    A  Drama.    Translated 

from  Schiller. 
The  Death  of  Wallenstein.    A  Tragedy.    In 

Five  Acts. 
Notes. 

XVIII 

The  Poems  of  Samuel  Taylor  Cole- 
ridge. Edited  by  Derwent  and  Sara 
Coleridge.  With  an  Appendix.  A 
new  and  enlarged  edition,  with  a  brief 
Life  of  the  author.  London :  E. 
Moxon  and  Co. ,  44  Dover  Street.  1 870. 
Octavo,  pp.  Ixvii. ;   429. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

The  last  authorised  edition  of  S.  T. 
Coleridge's  Poems,  published  by  Mr. 
Moxon  in  1852,  bears  the  names  of 
Derwent  and  Sara  Coleridge,  as  joint 
editors.  ...  I  shared  in  the  responsi- 
bility, but  cannot  claim  any  share  in  the 
credit  of  the  undertaking.  This  edition  I 
propose  to  leave  intact  as  it  came  from  her 
own  hands.  I  wish  it  to  remain  as  one 
among  other  monuments  of  her  fine  taste, 
her  solid  judgment,  and  her  scrupulous 
consci  entiousness. 

A  few  pieces  of  some  interest  appear, 
however,  to  have  been  overlooked.  Two 
characteristic  sonnets,  not  included  in  any 
former  edition  of  the  Poems,  have  been 
preserved  in  an  anonymous  work,  entitled 
'  Letters,  Recollections,  and  Conversations 
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of  S.  T.  Coleridge.'  These, i  with  a 
further  selection  from  the  omitted  pieces, 
principally  from  the  Juvenile  Poems,  have 
been  added  in  an  Appendix.^  So  placed, 
they  will  not  at  any  rate  interfere  with  the 
general  effect  of  the  collection,  while  they 
add  to  its  completeness. 


[The  '  brief  Life  of  the  Author '  men- 
tioned on  the  title-page,  appears  under  the 
heading,  '  INTRODUCTORY  EsSAY,'  and 
occupies  pp.  xxiii.-hx.] 

XIX 

The  Poetical  and  DramaticWorks  of 
Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  founded 
on  the  Author's  latest  edition  of  1834, 
with  many  additional  pieces  now  first 
included,  and  a  collection  of  various 
readings.  In  Four  Volumes.  Volume 
One  [Two,  Three,  Four].  London  : 
Basil  Montagu  Pickering.      1877. 

Reissued,  with  additions,  and  with  the 
imprint  of: — 'London:  Macmillan  and 
Co.     1880.' 

1  To  Nature,  p.  190,  and  Farewell  to  Love, 
p.  173.  The  first  edition  of  the  'Letters,'  etc., 
was  anonymous,  but  when  reprinted  in  1864,  the 
name  of  the  author,  Thomas  Allsop,  was  given. 
—Ed. 

2  '/  yet  remain  To  mo^trn  the  hottrs  of 
youth  '—(printed  by  mistake  as  Coleridge's — the 
lines  are  by  Bowles)  ;  Count  Rumford,  p.  64  ; 
Fragjuent  frotn  an  unpublished  Poem,  p.  64 ; 
To  the  Rev.  W.  J.  Hort,  p.  44  ;  To  a  Primrose, 
p.  64  ;  On  the  Christening  of  a  Friends  Child, 
p.  83;  Mutual  Passion,  p.  143;  The  Silver 
Thimble,  p.  51  ;  Translation  from  Ott/ried's 
Gospel,  p.  144 ;  Israel's  Lament,  p.  187  ;  and 
The  Ri7ne  of  the  Ancyent  Marinere,  verbatim 
from  the  'Lyrical  Ballads'  of  1798,  which  will 
also  be  found  in  '  Appendix  E  '  of  the  present 
volume. — Ed. 


Octavo  ;  Vol.  I.  Contents,  etc. ,  pp.  viii.  ; 
Memoir  of  S.  T.  Coleridge  [including 
bibliographical  matter],  pp.  ix.  -  cxviii. ; 
Poems,  pp.  217  ;  Appendix,  pp.  218-224. 
Vol.  11.  Contents,  etc.,  pp.  xii.  ;  Poems, 
PP-  352  ;  Supplement,  pp.  355*-364*  ;  Ap- 
pendix, pp.  353-381.  Vol.  III.  '  Fall  of 
Robespierre'  and  '  Wallenstein,'  pp.  413. 
Vol.  IV.  'Remorse'  and  'Zapolya,'  pp. 
290. 

XX 

The  Poetical  Works  of  Samuel  Tay- 
lor Coleridge.  Edited  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A. 
of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.  In 
two  volumes.  London  :  George  Bell 
and  Sons,  York  Street,  Covent  Garden. 
1885.  [With  Portrait  of  Coleridge 
after  Hancock,  and  a  view  of  Greta 
Hall,  Keswick.] 
Octavo ;    Vol.    I.    Title,    etc. ,    pp.    v.  ; 

Introduction,  etc. ,  pp.  xv.-clxxxvi. ;  Poems, 

pp.    1-212.     Vol.  II.    Contents,    etc.,   pp. 

xiii.  ;    Poems,  pp.  1-409. 

[This  edition  is  described  as  belonging 

to    '  The   Aldine    Edition    of    the    British 

Poets.' — Ed.] 


An  excellent  edition  of  Coleridge's 
Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works  was  pub- 
lished by  Galignani  of  Paris  in  1829,  in  a 
volume  together  with  equally  excellent 
editions  of  Shelley  and  Keats.  Besides  the 
whole  of  the  Contents  of  the  English  edition 
of  1829,  Galignani's  contains  Recantation  ; 
Introduction  to  the  Ballad  of  the  Dark 
Ladie,  with  the  prose  preface  ;  To  a  Friend, 
•with  an  unfinished  Poem  ;  The  Hour  zvhen 
we  shall  fneet  again  ;  the  Lines  to  Cottle  ; 
On  the  Christening  of  a  Friend's  Child  ; 
Fall  of  Robespierre  ;  What  is  Life  ? 
The  Exchange  ;  Fancy  in  nubibus  ;  and 
several  Epigrams.  A  Memoir  of  Coleridge 
is  prefixed. 


NOTES 


I.    Genevieve,  p.  i. 

This  seems  to  be  the  earhest  composi- 
:ion  of  Coleridge  which  has  been  preserved. 
He  has  dated  it  as  early  as  '  set.  14,'  and 
in  Poems,  1796,  it  has  the  note  :  '  This 
little  poem  was  written  when  the  author 
;vas  a  boy.'  It  was  first  printed  in  the 
Cambridge  Intelligencer  iox  Nov.  i,  1794, 
,yith  a  text  almost  identical  with  the  fol- 
owing  from  an  early  MS.  : — 

Maid  of  my  Love  !  sweet  Genevieve  ! 

In  Beauty's  light  Thou  glid'st  along  ; 
Thy  Eye  is  like  the  star  of  eve, 

Thy  voice  is  soft  as  Seraph's  song. 
Yet  not  thy  heavenly  beauty  gives 

This  heart  with  passion  soft  to  glow  : 
Within  thy  soul  a  voice  there  lives  ! 

It  bids  thee  hear  the  tale  of  woe. 
When  sinking  low  the  suff  rer  wan 

Beholds  no  hand  stretcht  out  to  save, 
Fair  as  the  bosom  of  the  swan 

That  rises  graceful  o'er  the  wave, 
I've  seen  thy  breast  with  pity  heave, 

And  therefore  love  I  thee,  sweet  Gene- 
vieve !' 

_  There  was  a  tradition  in  Christ's  Hos- 
iital  that  Genevieve  was  addressed  to  the 
laughter  of  Coleridge's  school  '  nurse. ' 
"or  the  head  boys  to  be  in  love  with  their 
lurses'  daughters  was  an  institution  of  long 
landing.  The  lines  have  frequently  been 
et  to  music. 

2.  Dura  N'avis,  p.  i. 

Here  printed  for  the  first  time  from  an 
■arly,  probably  contemporary,  autograph 
opy  which  Coleridge  annotated  in  1823. 
["he  annotations  are  partially  and  incor- 
ectly  printed  in  Gillman's  Life,  p.  25. 


3.  Nil  pejus  est  ccelibe  vitA,  p.  2. 

Printed  here  for  the  first  time  from  the 
book  into  which  the  headmaster  of  Christ's 
Hospital,  James  Boyer,  caused  his  boys 
to  transcribe  their  best  poetical  and  prose 
exercises.  It  has  been  carefully  preserved 
by  his  family,  and  it  is  by  the  courtesy  of 
the  headmaster's  grandson  and  namesake 
that  I  am  enabled  to  print  these  verses. 
This  note  and  acknowledgment  applies 
equally  to  Julia,  p.  4  ;  Quce  nocent  decent, 
p.  4  ;  Progress  of  Vice,  p.  8  ;  and  Monody 
on  the  Death  of  Chatter  ton  (first  version), 
p.  8.  The  second  and  fourth  are  now 
printed  for  the  first  time. 

4.  Sonnet  to  the  Aictumnal  Moon,  p.  3. 

Marked  'set.  16'  by  Coleridge  in  an 
annotated  copy  of  Poems,  1828.  First 
printed  in  Poetfis,  1796,  and  excluded  from 
Poems,  17^7,  in  spite  of  Lamb's  remon- 
strances. The  text  has  never  been 
altered^ 

5.  Anthem  for  the  Children  of  Christ'' s 

Hospital,  p.  3. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.   1834.      An  early 
MS.  exists,  with  the  title,  Anthem  w?'itten  ' 
as   if  intended  to  have   been   sung  by  the 
Children  of  Ch7-ist's  Hospital.     The  differ- 
ences in  text  are  unimportant. 

6.  Julia,  p.  4. 

First  printed  in  A  History  of  the  Royal 
Foundation  of  Christ's  Hospital,  by  the 
Rev.  W.  Trollope,  M.A.,  1834,  p.  191. 
First  collected  in  P.  and  D.  W.  1877-80. 
Here  printed  verbatim  from   the  original 
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copy  written  in  a  boyish  hand  and  signed 
'  Sam.  T.  Coleridge,  1789.'     See  '  Note  3.' 

7.    Qucs  nocent  docent,  p.  4. 
Now  first  printed.     See  '  Note  3. ' 


8,    The  Nose,  p.  5. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  Another 
version  exists  in  MS.  marked  'set.  .17.' 
It  is  entitled  The  Nose:  an  Odaic  Rhap- 
sody.    There  are  a  few  differences  in  the 

text,  and  the  blanlcs  ' '  are  filled  in 

partially,  'G 11,'  but  the  MS.  lacks  the 

last  stanza.  The  third  stanza  was  printed 
in  the  Morning  Post,  Jan.  2,  1798, 
headed  '  To  the  Lord  Mayor's  Nose. ' 


9.    To  the  Muse,  p.  5. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  There  is 
a  MS.  copy  signed  '  S.  T.  Coleridge, '  but 
without  date. 

10.   Destruction  of  the  Bastile,  p.  6. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  The  text 
differs  slightly  from  an  early  MS.  copy, 
with  the  heading  An  Ode  on  the  Destruc- 
tion of  the  Bastile,  and  signed  '  S.  T.  C. ' 
In  place  of  the  asterisks  is  this  note  : 
•  (Stanzas  second  andthird  are  lost.  We 
may  gather  from  the  context  that  they 
alluded  to  the  Bastile  and  its  inhabitants. ) ' 

II.    To  a  Young  Lady,  with  a  Poem  on 
the  French  Revolution,  p.  6. 

This  poem,  though  variously  dated  by 
Coleridge  '1792'  and  '1794,'  has  been 
placed  here  because  there  is  no  other 
known  poem  but  the  one  immediately 
preceding  to  which  it  could  apply.  Quite 
possibly  the  preceding  poem  may  have 
been  written  in  or  about  1792.  The  lines 
To  a  Young  Lady  were  wriiten  in  1792,  and 
addressed  to  Miss  F.  Nesbitt,  of  whom 
see  '  Notes  36,  37.'  Coleridge  did  not 
meet  '  Sara  '  until  1794.  The  concluding 
lines  are  an  addition  of  1794  or  1795,  for 
a  rough  draft  of  them,  much  pulled  about, 
exists  among  a  number  of  Watchman 
{1796)    MSS.       The   lines    were    printed 


in  the  first  number  of  that  paper. 
Southey's  Retrospect  was  not  published 
until  1795. 

12.   Life,  p.  7. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834,  but  the 
text  there  differs  slightly  from  each  of  two 
early  MS.  copies.  To  one  of  these  the 
title  is  Sonnet  written  just  after  thi 
Author  left  the  Country  in  Sept.  1789, 
cBtat  15.  Coleridge  was  about  17  in  1789, 
but  this  error  pervades  these  early  family 
MS.  The  other  MS.  is  headed  Sonnet, 
by  S.  T.  C,  written  in  September  1789. 


13.  Progress  of  Vice,  p.  8. 


f 


First  published  in  P.  W.  1834,  but  hen 
first  printed  verbatim  from  Coleridge's  cop) 
in  Boyer's  book.     See  'Note  3.' 


14.  Monody  on  the  Death  of  Chatterton. 
'  First  Version,  1790,'  p.  8.  '  Lates,\ 
Version,  1829,'  p.  61. 

The  '  First  Version  '  is  printed  ve>-batin 
from  Boyer's  book  (see  'Note  3')  and  ii 
undoubtedly  the  earliest  form  of  the  poem 
The  text  does  not  differ  materially  fron 
that  printed  '  from  a  Note-book  in  thi 
handwriting  of  the  late  Sir  John  Taylo 
Coleridge,  the  nephew  of  the  poet,  kept  a  ; 
Eton  College  in  1807,'  given  in  P.  and  D 
W.  1877-80  (ii.  355  *)  ;  nor  from  either  0 
two  other  early  MS.  copies  I  have  seen 
one  of  them  being  in  the  handwriting  0 
the  poet,  and  sent  from  school  to  hi 
brother  George,  along  with  the  Monody  01 
a  Tea-Kettle  (p.  12)  and  An  Invocation 
(p.  10). 

The  poem  next  appeared,  altered  ani 
enlarged,  but  anonymously,  in  Launcdo 
Sharpe's  edition  of  Chatterton's  Poem 
(Cambridge,  1794),  where  it  is  thus  intro 
duced  : — 

'  The  Editor  thinks  himself  happy  inth 
permission  of  an  ingenious  Friend  to  inser 
the  following  Monody. ' 

In  Poems,  1796,  the  Monody  took  th 
first  place,  and  (subject  to  a  few  verb? 
alterations)  consisted  of  the  1794  versio 
with  the  addition  of  11.  119  to  the  end  c 
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1829  text  as  printed  here  at  p.  63.  The 
poem  had  then  taken,  substantially,  its  final 
shape,  and  for  that  reason  is  here  placed 
among  the  poems  of  1796.  In  1797  and 
1803  many  little  changes  were  made, 
especially  the  shifting  about  of  the  six 
lines  beginning  '  Friend  to  the  friendless  ' 
between  the  Monody  and  the  Lines  written 
at  the  King's  Arms,  Ross  (see  '  Note  53  '). 
The  Monody  was  not  printed  in  Sib. 
Leaves ;  and  in  1828  it  was  printed 
verbatim  from  1796.  In  1829  great 
changes  were  made,  the  principal  one 
being  the  new  opening — 11.  1-15.  The 
lines  25-47,  72-118,  are  very  slightly  altered 
from  1794;  and  11.  119  to  the  end  are 
much  the  same  as  in  1796.  Lines  48-57 
are  almost  new  on  a  foundation  of  1794. 
Coleridge  told  Cottle  in  18 14  [Rem.  p. 
381)  that  the  four  opening  lines,  '  O,  what 
a  wonder  is  the  fear  of  death,'  etc.,  were 
written  when  he  was  '  a  mere  boy '  ;  and 
to  another  friend,  in  1819,  he  said  they 
were  written  in  his  '  thirteenth  year  as  a 
school  exercise '  ;  but  we  know  of  what 
different  quality  were  his  school  exercises 
of  even  his  sixteenth  or  seventeenth  year. 
In  1834  the  text  of  1829  was  reproduced 
with  the  addition,  between  11.  102,  103,  of 
11.  80  to  the  end  of  the  Christ  Hospital 
version. 

There  was  no  '  note  '  printed  in  1796, 
but  one  was  prepared  and  suppressed. 
See  the  amusing  history  of  it  in  Cottle's 
E.R.  i.  34,  or  Rem.  p.  24. 

In  a  note  to  the  Poems,  1852,  the  editor 
quotes  from  Southey's  I-ife  and  Corre- 
spondence (i.  224)  a  letter  of  Oct.  19, 
1794,  ill  which  Southey  gives  a  '  sonnet 
on  the  subject  of  our  emigration,  by 
Favell."  It  contains  11.  129-136  (p.  63)  of 
the  Monody  ;  the  editor  accuses  her  father 
of  '  borrowing '  them.  But  there  must 
have  been  some  misapprehension  on 
Southey's  part  ;  for  Mr.  Ernest  Hartley 
Coleridge  has  a  letter  from  Coleridge  to 
Southey  in  which  the  former  quotes  the 
whole  of  the  sonnet  as  his  own,  and  apolo- 
gises for  the  badness  of  the  poetry.  Even 
more  convincing  is  the  nth  line,  'From 
precipices  of  distempered  sleep. ' 

Lamb  greatly  admired  the  Monody,  and 
much  interesting  and  valuable  criticism  of 
it  will  be  found  in  his  letters  to  Coleridge 
in  1796  and  1797. 


15.   Inside  the  Coach — Devonshire  Roads 
■ — Music,  p.  10. 

I  have  seen  no  MSS.  of  these  verses, 
which  were  all  first  printed  in  1834.  They 
belong  doubtless  to  a  holiday  visit  to 
Ottery  in  1790. 

16.   An  Invocation,  p.  10. 

Printed  here  for  the  first  time  from  the 
autograph  copy  which  accompanied  the 
Monody  on  Chatterton  (p.  8)  and  Monody 
on  a  Tea-Kettle  (p.  12). 

17.  Anna  and  Harlattd,  '^.  11. 

First  printed  from  MS.  in  P.  and  D. 
W.  1877-80.  Coleridge  never  printed  the 
verses  except  in  the  Cambridge  Intelli- 
gencer for  Oct.  25,  1794,  and  there  the 
text  is  not  quite  the  same. 

Compare  the  two  closing  lines  with  the 
corresponding  lines  of  The  Gentle  Look  (p. 
23)  and  of  Recollection  in  '  Note  39. ' 

18.  To  the  Evening  Star,  p.  11. 

First  printed,  from  MS.,  in  P.  and  D. 
W.  1877-80. 

19.    Pain,  p.   II. 

First  printed  in  1834.  In  one  early 
MS.  it  is  headed  Pain :  a  Sonnet ;  in 
another.  Sonnet  composed  in  Sickness  ;  but 
neither  is  dated. 


20.    On  a  Lady  Weeping,  p.  12. 

Printed  here  for  the  first  time  from  a 
MS.  believed  to  belong  to  1790. 

21.   Mo7iody  oji  a  Tea-Kettle,  p.  12. 

First  printed  in  1834,  but  I  have  pre- 
ferred to  give  the  original  text  of  the  MS. 
sent  or  taken  home  by  Coleridge  from 
Christ's  in  1790.  The  allusion  in  the 
first  line  of  the  last  stanza  is  to  the  poet's 
favourite  brother  George.  Being  written 
on  the  same  sheet  with  the  Monody  on 
Chatterton,  it  is  headed  '  Monody  the 
Second,  occasioned  by  a  very  recent 
Calamity.'  The  Unes  I  have  called  An 
Invocation  (p.  10)  are  on  the  same  sheet. 
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22.  On  receiving  an  Account  that  his 
only  Sister's  Death  was  ittevitable,  p.  13. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  The 
allusion  in  the  first  line  is  to  his  brother 
Luke,  who  died  in  1790.  The  'only- 
sister  '  was  Ann,  called  '  Nancy  '  at  home, 
who  came  next  but  one  (older)  in  the 
family  to  himself.  She  died  early  in  179 1 
in  her  twenty -.fest  year. 

23.  Ott  seeing  a  Youth  affectionately 
welcomed  by  a  Sister,  p.  13. 

Though  probably  written  about  1792,  I 
have  thought  it  best  to  group  this  with 
the  preceding  poem,  with  which  it  is 
intimately  connected.     See  also  '  Note  63. ' 

24.  A  Mathematical  Problem,  ^.  13. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  The  more 
accurate  contemporary  copy  from  which 
I  print  is  headed  '  Prospectus  and  Speci- 
men of  a  Translation  of  Euclid,  in  a  series 
of  Pindaric  Odes,  communicated  in  a 
Letter  by  the  Author  to  his  Brother. ' 

25.   Sonnet  on  quitting  School  for 
College,  p.  15. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  An  early 
MS.  copy  is  headed  Sonnet  on  leaving 
Christ's  Hospital,  but  the  text  is  identical. 

26.  Absence,  a  Farewell  Ode  on  quitting 
School  for  Jesus  College,  Ca?nbridge, 
P-  IS- 
First  printed  with  a  text  slightly  differing 
from  any  other,  in  the  Cambridge  Intelli- 
gencer for  October  11,    1794,   where   the 
title  is  merely  Absence.     The  verses  were 
printed  in  Poefns,  1796  ;  but,   in  spite  of 
Lamb's    protest    (Dec.    2,   1796),  omitted 
from  the  volume  of  1797. 

27.   Philedon,  p.  16. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834,  without 
title,  but  indexed  as  Honor.  I  have  not 
seen  any  MS.  of  this  poem,  but  it  must 
belong  to  Cambridge.  I  cannot  ex- 
plain the  allusions  to  '  Brookes's '  and 
'  Hackett's. ' 


28.    Oil  Imitation,  p.  17. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  I  have 
not  seen  any  MS.  of  this,  and  date  con- 
jecturally.  If  written  in  1791,  as  'is 
probable,  this  earliest  extant  specimen  ol 
Coleridge's  epigrammatic  style  is  bettei 
than  a  good  many  later  ones. 

29.  Happiness,  p.  17. 

Since  placing  this  poem,  which  was  first 
published  in  P.  W.  1834,  I  have  seen  an 
early,  perhaps  an  earlier,  MS.  copy  with 
the  title  Upon  the  Author  s  leaving  Sckooi 
and  entering  into  Life.  It  should  there- 
fore have  been  grouped  with  the  Sonnet  on 
quitting  School  (p.  15)  and  Absence  (p. 
15).  The  MS.  text  does  not  differ  much 
from  that  printed,  but  there  is  one  very 
interesting  variant.  The  printed  lines  91, 
92  are  not  in  the  MS,  where  the  passage 
reads  thus  : — 

'  Ah  !  doubly  blest,  if  love  supply 

Lustre  to  this  now  heavy  eye. 
And  with  unwonted  Spirit  grace 

That  fat  ^  vacuity  of  face. 
Or  if  e'en  Love,  the  mighty  Love 

Shall  find  this  change  his  powers  above  ; 
Some  lovely  maid  perchance  thou' It  find 

To  read  thy  visage  in  thy  mind. ' 

30.  The  Raven,  p.  18. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post, 
March  10,  1798  (see  'Appendix  A');  ther 
in  the  Ann.  Anih.  (1800),  with  man> 
alterations  ;  next  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817), 
with  further  alterations  and  a  note  in  the 
'  Preface '  (see  '  Appendix  K  '). 

The  two  closing  lines  were  printed  onl} 
in  Sib.  Leaves,  and  were  the  occasion  01 
Coleridge's  writing  the  following  curious 
Note  in  the  margin  of  a  copy  now  in  thi 
possession  of  Mr.  Stuart  M.  Samuel,  by 
whose  courtesy  I  am  enabled  to  print 
it  :— 

'  Added  thro'  cowardly  fear  of  the' 
Goody !  What  a  Hollow,  where  the 
Heart  of  Faith  ought  to  be,  does  it  not 
betray — this  alarm  concerning  Christiaffl 
morality,    that   will    not    permit    even    a' 

1  'The  Author  was  at  this  time  tst.  17  [read 
19. — Ed.],  remarkable  for  a  plump  face.'  [Tran-i 
scriber's  footnote.] 
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22.  Ott  receiving  an  Account  that  his 
only  Sister's  Death  was  inevitable,  p.   13. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  The 
allusion  in  the  first  line  is  to  his  brother 
Luke,  who  died  in  1790.  The  'only 
sister'  was  Ann,  called  'Nancy'  at  home, 
who  came  n^xt  but  one  (older)  in  the 
family  to  himself.  She  died  early  in  1791 
in  her  twenty-fifth  year. 

23.  On  seeing  a  Youth  affectionately 
welcomed  by  a  Sister,  p.  13. 

Though  probably  written  about  1792,  I 
have  thought  it  best  to  group  this  with 
the  preceding  poem,  with  which  it  is 
intimately  connected.     See  also  '  Note  63. ' 

24.  A  Mathematical  Problem,  p.  13. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  The  more 
accurate  contemporary  copy  from  which 
I  print  is  headed  '  Prospectus  and  Speci- 
men of  a  Translation  of  Euclid,  in  a  series 
of  Pindaric  Odes,  communicated  in  a 
Letter  by  the  Author  to  his  Brother. ' 

25.    Sonnet  on  quitting  School  for 
College,  p.  15. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  An  early 
MS.  copy  is  headed  Sonnet  on  leaving 
Christ' s  Hospital,  but  the  text  is  identical. 

26.  Absence,  a  Farewell  Ode  on  quitting 
School  for  Jesus  College,  Cambridge, 
P-  IS- 

First  printed  with  a  text  .slightly  differing 
from  any  other,  in  the  Cambridge  intelli- 
gencer for  October  11,  1794,  where  the 
title  is  merely  Absence.  The  verses  were 
printed  in  Poems,  1796  ;  but,  in  spite  of 
Lamb's  protest  (Dec.  2,  1796),  omitted 
from  the  volume  of  1797. 

27.   Philedon,  p.  16. 

First  printed  in  P.  IV.  1834,  without 
title,  but  indexed  as  Honor.  I  have  not 
seen  any  MS.  of  this  poem,  but  it  must 
belong  to  Cambridge.  I  cannot  ex- 
plain the  allusions  to  '  Brookes' s '  and 
'  Hackett's  ' 


28.    On  Imitation,  p.  17. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  I  have 
not  seen  any  MS.  of  this,  and  date  con- 
jecturally.  If  written  in  1791,  as  is 
probable,  this  earliest  extant  specimen  of 
Coleridge's  epigrammatic  style  is  better 
than  a  good  many  later  ones. 

29.  Happiness,  p.  17. 

Since  placing  this  poem,  which  was  first 
published  in  P.  W.  1834,  I  have  seen  an 
early,  perhaps  an  earlier,  MS.  copy  with 
the  title  Upon  the  Author  s  leaving  School 
and  entering  into  Life.  It  should  there- 
fore have  been  grouped  with  the  Sonnet  on 
quitting  School  (p.  15)  and  Absence  (p. 
15).  The  MS.  text  does  not  differ  much 
from  that  printed,  but  there  is  one  very 
interesting  variant.  The  printed  lines  91, 
92  are  not  in  the  MS.  where  the  passage 
reads  thus  : — 

'  Ah  !  doubly  blest,  if  love  supply 

Lustre  to  this  now  heavy  eye. 
And  with  unwonted  Spirit  grace 

That  fat  1  vacuity  of  face, 
Or  if  e'en  Love,  the  mighty  Love 

Shall  find  this  change  his  powers  above  ; 
Some  lovely  maid  perchance  thou'lt  find 

To  read  thy  visage  in  thy  mind.' 

30.  The  Raven,  p.   18. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post, 
March  10,  1798  (see  'APPENDIX  A') ;  then 
in  the  Ann.  Anth.  (1800),  with  many 
alterations  ;  next  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817), 
with  further  alterations  and  a  note  in  the 
'  Preface '  (see  '  Appendix  K  '). 

The  two  closing  fines  were  printed  only 
in  Sib.  Leaves,  and  were  the  occasion  of 
Coleridge's  writing  the  following  curious 
Note  in  the  margin  of  a  copy  now  in  the 
possession  of  Mr.  Stuart  M.  Samuel,  by 
whose  courtesy  I  am  enabled  to  print 
it  : — 

'  Added  thro'  cowardly  fear  of  the 
Goody  !  What  a  Hollow,  where  the 
Heart  of  Faith  ought  to  be,  does  it  not 
betray — this  alarm  concerning  Christian 
morality,    that    will    not    permit    even    a 

1  '  The  Author  was  at  this  time  est.  17  [read 
19. — Ed.],  remarkable  for  a  plump  face.'  [Tran- 
scriber's footnote.] 
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Raven  to  be  a  Raven,  nor  a  Fox  a  Fox, 
'DUt  demands  conventicular  justice  to  be 
nflicted  on  their  unchristian  conduct,  or 
;it  least  an  antidote  to  be  annexed. ' 
1  The  original  title  of  the  poem  appears 
!to  have  been  Dream.  '  Your  Dream  ' 
Lamb  calls  it  in  his  letter  of  Jan.  5,  1797 
[Ainger  s  Lefiers,  i.  59;  see  also  i.  130). 

In  Sibylline  Leaves  there  is  this  foot- 
note to  line  17  : — 

'   •  Travelled  he  *  with  wandering  wings. ' 

t  *  '  Seventeen  or  eighteen  years  ago  an 
iartist  of  some  celebrity  was  so  pleased 
'with  this  doggerel  that  he  amused  himself 
with  the  thought  of  making  a  Child's 
Picture-Book  of  it ;  but  he  could  not  hit 
on  a  picture  for  these  four  lines.  I  sug- 
g^ested  a  round-about  with  four  seats,  and 
the  four  seasons,  as  children  with  Time 
for  the  shew-man. ' 

31.  A  Wish — An  Ode  in  the  Mariner 
of  Anacreon,  p.  19.  A  Lover's 
Complaint,  p.  20. 

Here  first  printed  from  a  letter  written 
by  Coleridge  from  Cambridge  to  Mary 
Evans.  This  letter,  with  several  others  to 
Mrs.  Evans,  and  to  her  daughters  Mary 
and  Anne,  are  now  in  the  great  collection 
of  Mr.  Alfred  Morrison  of  Fonthill,  to 
whose  courtesy  I  owe  my  first  acquaint- 
ance with  them,  and  the  permission  to 
print  anything  of  interest  I  might  find. 


32.    With  Fielding's  'Amelia,'  p.  20. 

I  am  much  disposed  to  adopt  Mr. 
Ernest  Hartley  Coleridge's  suggestion  that 
this  was  addressed  to  Mrs.  Evans,  the 
mother  of  Mary.     Note  line  9  : — 

'  And  sure  the  Parent  of  a  race  so  sweet. ' 

33.  Imitated  from  Ossian,  p.  20. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  with  the 
original  passage  from  Ossian  as  a 
'  note. ' 

It  was  probably  composed  at  the  same 
time  as  The  Complaint  of  Ninath6m,a, 
omitted  from  1797,  but  restored  by  Lamb 
in  1803. 


34.    The  Complaint  of  NinathSma, 
p.  20. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  with  the 
original  passage  from  Ossian.  The  hnes 
were  sent  from  Cambridge  to  Mary  Evans 
in  a  letter  of  Feb.  7,  1793,  now  in  Mr. 
Morrison's  collection.  See  'Note3i.'  They 
included  the  following  (between  the  second 
and  third  stanzas),  which  have  not  hitherto 
been  printed  : — 

'  By  my  Friends,  by  my  Lovers  discarded, 
Like  the  Flower  of  the  Rock  now  I  waste, 
That  left  its  fair  head  unregarded. 
And  scatters  its  leaves  in  the  blast.' 

35.  Songs  of  the  Pixies,  p.  21, 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1.7^6.  Many 
changes  were  made  in  the  text  from  time 
to  time. 

36.    The  Rose,  p.  23. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796.  The 
following  Note  in  Poems,  1852,  refers  to 
this  poem  and  to  Kisses  (p.  23).  In  the 
MS.  1.  12  reads  :  '  On  lovely  Nesbitt's 
breast. ' 

'  This  Effusion  and  The  Rose  were  origin- 
ally addressed  to  a  Miss  F.  Nesbitt,  at 
Plymouth,  whither  the  author  accompanied 
his  eldest  brother,  to  whom  he  was  paying 
a  visit,  when  he  was  twenty-one  years  of 
age.  Both  poems  are  written  in  pencil  on 
the  blank  pages  of  a  copy  of  Langhorne's 
Collins.  Kisses  is  entitled  Cupid  turned 
Chymist ;  is  signed  S.  T.  Coleridge,  and 
dated  Friday  evening,  [July]  1793. 

'  The  Rose  has  this  heading  :  ' '  On  pre- 
senting a  Moss  Rose  to  Miss  F.  Nesbitt." 
In  both  poems  the  name  of  Nesbitt 
appears  instead  of  Sara,  afterwards  sub- 
stituted. '     See  '  Note  1 1. ' 

37.   Kisses,  p.  23. 

See  preceding  Note.  In  Poems,  1796, 
1797,  and  1803,  Coleridge  gave  the 
following  in  a  note  to  the  poem,  and  in 
the  proof-sheets  of  1797  wrote  :  '  Carmina 
Quadragesimalia,  vol.  ii.  To  the  copy 
in  the  Bristol  Library  there  is  a  manuscript 
signature  of  "  W.  Thomas  "  to  this  beauti- 
ful composition : 
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'  EfSnxit     quondam     blandum     meditata 
laborem, 
Basia  lasciva,  Cypria  Diva  manu. 
Ambrosise  succos  occulta,  temperat  arte, 

Fragransque  infuso  nectare  tingit  opus. 
Sufficit  et  partem  mellis,  quod  subdolus 
olim 
Nori  impune  favis  surripuisset  Amor. 
Decussos  violas  foliis  admiscet  odores, 

Et  spolia  sestivis  plurima  rapta  rosis  : 
Addit    et    illecebras,    et    mille    et    mille 
lepores 
Et  quot  Acidalius  gaudia  Cestus  habet. 
Ex  his  composuit  Dea  basia  ;  et  omnia 
libans 
Invenias  nitidas  sparsa  per  ora  Cloes. 
Carm.  Quad.  vol.  ii.' 

The  MS.  text  differs  considerably  from 
that  printed.     Lines  9-12  read  thus  : 

'  Fond  Hopes,  the  blameless  parasites  of 

woe. 
And   Dreams    whose   tints    with   beamy 

brightness  glow. 
With  joy  he  view'd  the  chymic  process 

rise, 
The    charming   cauldron  bubbled  up  in 

sighs. ' 

The  last  line  ran — 

'  And  breath'd  on   lovely  Nesbitt's  lovely 
lips  the  rest.' 

After    1803    the    poem    was    not   again 
printed  until  1852. 


38.    The  Gentle  Look,  p.  23. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796.  Lines  13, 
14  compare  with  11.  13,  14  of  Anna  and 
Harland,  p.  11,  and  with  11.  27,  28  of 
Recollection  in  '  Note  39.' 

39.   Sonnet  to  the  River  Otter,  p.  23. 

First  printed  as  a  separate  poem  in 
Poems,  1797.  All  but  the  first  and  the 
three  closing  lines  come  from  the  following 
poem  (11.  17-26),  which  was  printed  in  the 
Watchman,  No.  V.  April  2,  1796  : 

Recollection. 

As    the    tir'd    savage,    who    his    drowsy 
frame 


Had  bask'd  beneath  the  sun's  unclouded 

flame. 
Awakes  amid  the  troubles  of  the  air, 
The   skiey    deluge  and   white   lightning's 

glare, 
Aghast   he   scours    before    the    tempest's 

sweep,  5 

And  sad  recalls  the  sunny  hours  of  sleep ! 
So    tost   by  storms   along  life's  wild'ring 

way 
Mine  eye  reverted  views  that  cloudless  day, 
When  by  my  native  brook  I  wont  to  rove, 
While  Hope  with  kisses  nurs'd  the  infant 

Love  !  10 

Dear  native  brook !  like  peace  so  placidly 
Smoothing  thro'  fertile  fields  thy  current 

meek — 
Dear   native    brook  !     where   first    j'oung 

Poesy    _ 
Star'd    wildly    eager    in    her    noon  -  tide 

dream  ; 
Where  blameless  Pleasures  dimpled  Quiet's 

cheek,  15 

As  water-lilies  ripple  thy  slow  stream  ! 
How  many  various-fated  years  have  past, 
What  blissful  and  what  anguish' d  hours, 

since  last 
I  skimm'd  the  smooth  thin    stone  along 

thy  breast 
Numb' ring  its  light  leaps  !     Yet  so  deep 

imprest  20 

Sink  the  sweet  scenes  of  childhood,   that 

mine  eyes 
I  never  shut  amid  the  sunny  blaze, 
But  strait,  with  all  their  tints,  thy  waters 

rise, 
The  crossing  plank,  and  margin's  willowy 

maze, 
And    bedded     sand,     that,     vein'd     with 

various  dyes,  25 

Gleam'd  thro'  thy  bright  transparence  to 

the  gaze — 
Ah  !  fair  tho'  faint  those  forms  of  memory 

seem. 
Like  Heaven's  bright  bow  on  thy  smooth 

evening  stream.  28 


Although  a  kind  of  cento  put  together 
by  Coleridge  from  his  own  verses ,  Recollec- 
tion is  worth  reprinting,  for  it  is  a  coherent 
poem.  It  is  made  up  of  what  now 
appears  (allowing  for  verbal  difference)  as 
Lines  on  an  Autumnal  Evening  (p.  24), 
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11.  71-86  ;  To  the  River  Otter,  11.  2-1 1  ; 
The  Gentle  Look  (p.  23),  11,  13,  14,  the 
two  lines  being  also  found  in  Anna  and 
Harland  (p.  11).  Compare  also  the 
address  to  'Dear  native  brook,'  11.  81 
•et  seq.  with  the  Sonnet  to  the  River  Otter. 

40.  Lines  to  a  Beautiful  Spring  ift  a 

Village,  p.  24. 

This  no  doubt  belongs  to  Ottery  and 
the  Otter,  and  to  the  same  period  as  the 
,  two  poems  which  precede  and  follow  it  re- 
jspectively, 

1 

41.  Lines  on  an  Autumnal  Evening, 

p.  24. 

First  printed.  Poems,  1796,  with  the  title 
Written   in   early  youth;    the    time,    an 
autumnal    Evenifig ;    and    the    following 
jNote  to  line  57  : — 

'  I  entreat  the  Public's  pardon  for  hav- 
ing carelessly  suffered  to  be  printed  such 
intolerable  stuff  as  this  and  the  thirteen 
following  lines.  They  have  not  the  merit 
even  of  originality  :  as  every  thought  is  to 
be  found  in  the  Greek  Epigrams.  The 
lines  in  this  poem  from  the  27th  to  the 
36th  I  have  been  told  are  a  palpable  imita- 
tion of  the  passage  from  the  35Sth  to  the 
370th  line  of  the  "  Pleasures  of  Memory," 
part  3.  I  do  not  perceive  so  striking  a 
similarity  between  the  two  passages ;  at  all 
events,  I  had  written  the  Effusion  several 
years  before  I  had  seen  Mr.  Rogers'  poem. 

'  It  may  be  proper  to  remark  that  the 
tale  of  Florio  in  the  ' '  Pleasures  of  Memory ' ' 
is  to  be  found  in  "  Lochleven,"  a  poem  of 
great  merit  by  Michael  Bruce.  In  Mr. 
Rogers'  poem  the  names  are  Florio  and 
Julia;  in  the  "Lochleven,"  Lomond  and 
Levina — and  this  is  all  the  difference.  We 
seize  the  opportunity  of  transcribing  from 
the  "  Lochleven"  of  Bruce  the  following  ex- 
quisite passage,  expressing  the  effects  of  a 
fine  day  on  the  human  heart  : — 
' ' '  Fat  on  the  plain  and  mountain's  sunny 

side  "  ' 
[and  so  on,  for  ten  lines]. 

For  Coleridge's  quaint  apology  to  Rogers, 
see  Advertisement  to  '  Supplement  '  to 
Poems,  1797,  in  'Appendix  K,'  p.  541. 

In  this  Supplement  may  also  be  read  Cole- 


ridge's reasons  for  'reprieving'  this  poem 
'from  immediate  oblivion.' 

In  the  undergraduate  diary  of  Christopher 
Wordsworth  (afterwards  Master  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge)  the  poem  is  alluded 
to  as  having  been  read  by  Coleridge  at  a 
college  party  on  Nov.  7,  1793.  [Social 
Life  at  the  English  Universities,  by  Chris- 
topher Wordsworth,  M.A. ,  Fellow  of  Peter 
House,  Camb.  1874.     Appendix.) 

11.  17-20  may  have  been  inspired  by 
felicitations  received  from  Mary  Evans  on 
the  winning  of  the  '  Browne '  gold  medal  in 
1792. 

Lamb  persuaded  Coleridge  to  allow  the 
poem  to  take  its  proper  place  in  1803.  It 
was  excluded  from  the  Sibylline  Leaves, 
but  readmitted  in  1828  and  1829. 

42.    To  Fortune,  p.  27. 

Now  first  collected,  from  the  Morning 
Chronicle.  I  was  enabled  to  find  it  there 
by  an  entry  in  Christopher  Wordsworth's 
diary  (see  preceding  Note),  and  printed  it 
in  the  Anti-Jacobin  for  Aug.  22,  1891. 
I  think  it  probable  that  this  was  Coleridge's 
first  appearance  in  print.  It  is  not  at  all 
unlikely  that  the  poet  had  sought  relief 
from  financial  embarrassment  by  taking  a 
ticket  in  the  Irish  Lottery,  the  drawings 
of  which  began  five  days  after  the  appear- 
ance of  these  verses,  and  closed  about  a 
fortnight  later  —  on  the  26th  November 
1793,  just  a  week  before  he  enlisted  in  the 
15th  Light  Dragoons. 

43.   Lewti,  p.  27. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  April 
13,  1798  (not  '  1795'  as  mis-stated  in  Sib. 
Leaves),  with  the  following  editorial  intro- 
duction, now  first  reprinted  : — 

'  Original  Poetry. 
'  It  is  not  amongst  the  least  pleasing  of 
our  recollections,  that  we  have  been  the 
means  of  gratifying  the  public  taste  with 
some  exquisite  pieces  of  Original  Poetry. 
For  many  of  them  we  have  been  indebted 
to  the  Author  of  the  Circassian  s  Love 
Chant.  Amidst  images  of  war  and  woe, 
amidst  scenes  of  carnage  and  horror,  of 
devastation  and  dismay,  it  may  afford  the 
mind  a  temporary  relief  to  wander  to  the 
magic  haunts  of  the  Muses,  to  bowers  and 
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fountains  which  the  despoiling  powers  of 
the  war  has  never  visited,  and  where  the 
lover  pours  forth  his  complaint,  or  receives 
the  recompense  of  his  constancy.  The 
whole  of  the  subsequent  Love  Chant  is  in 
a  warm  and  impassioned  strain.  The  fifth 
and  last  stanzas  are,  we  think,  the  best. ' 

The  poem  was  signed  Nicias  Erythrmus, 
and  included  the  following  verses,  never 
again  printed  by  Coleridge. 

Between  II.  14  and  15,  p.  27 — 
'  I  saw  the  white  waves,  o'er  and  o'er. 
Break  against  the  distant  shore. 
All  at  once  upon  the  sight, 
All  at  once  they  broke  in  light : 
I  heard  no  murmur  of  their  roar, 
Nor  ever  I  beheld  them  flowing. 
Neither  coming,  neither  going  ; 
But  only  saw  them,  o'er  and  o'er, 
Break  against  the  curved  shore  ; 
Now  disappearing  from  the  sight, 
Now  twinkling  regular  and  white  ; 
And  Lewti's  smiling  mouth  can  show 
As  white  and  regular  a  row. 
Nay,  treach'rous  image  1  from  my  mind 
Depart ;  for  Lewti  is  not  kind. ' 

Between  II.  52  and  53,  p.  28 — 
'  This  hand  should  make  his  life-blood  flow 
That  ever  scorn' d  my  Lewti  so  ! 

•  I  cannot  chuse  but  fix  my  sight 
On  that  small  vapour,  thin  and  white  ! 
So  thin,  it  scarcely,  I  protest. 

Bedims  the  star  that  shines  behind  it ; 
And  pity  dwells  in  Lewti's  breast, 

Alas  !  if  I  knew  how  to  find  it. 
And  O  !  how  sweet  it  were,  I  wist. 

To  see  my  Lewti's  eyes  to-morrow 
Shine  brightly  through  as  thin  a  mist 

Of  pity  and  repentant  sorrow  ! 
Nay,  treach'rous  image!  leave  my  mind — 
Ah,  Lewti !  why  art  thou  unkind  ?  ' 

Allowing  for  the  omission  of  these  stanzas, 
subsequent  changes  have  been  unimportant, 
except  in  one  instance,  prompted  as  usual 
by  Lamb.  He  said  the  original  epithet  in 
line  69, 

'  Had  I  the  enviable  power,' 

would  damn  the  finest  poem,  and  it  dis- 
appeared. In  a  copy  of  the  Ann.  Anth. 
annotated  by  Coleridge  he  alters  the 
line 


'  Had  I  the  enviable  power,'       ^B 
into  ^1 

'  O  beating  heart !  had  I  the  power' — 

and  between  11.  8,  9  he  wrote  :  'Two  lines 
expressing  the  wetness  of  the  rock.'  This 
remark  may  have  been  a  memorandum  for 
something  new  to  be  added,  but  much  more 
probably  was  inspired  by  a  recollection  of 
what  is  perhaps  the  earliest  form  of  the 
poem,  the  MS.  of  which  is  now  in  the 
British  Museum.      It  opens  thus  : — 

'  High  o'er  the  silver  rocks  I  roved 
To  forget  the  form  I  loved  ; 
In  hopes  fond  fancy  would  be  kind 
And  steal  my  Mary  from  my  mind. 

'Twas  twilight,  and  the  lunar  beam 
Sailed  slowly  o'er  Tamaha's  stream 
As  down  its  sides  the  water  strayed. 
Bright  on  a  rock  the  moonbeam  play'd, 
It  shone  half-sheltered  from  the  view. 
By  pendent  boughs  of  tressy  yew. ' 

I  take  this  to  be  the  earliest  version,  be- 
cause it  speaks  of  '  Mary  '■ — Mary  Evans, 
no  doubt.  There  is  another  early  MS.  in 
which  'Sara'  holds  the  place  of  'Mary,' 
but  here  the  poet's  pen  has  crossed  out 
'  Sara '  and  substituted  '  Lewti. ' 

When  the  Lyrical  Ballads  were  first  put 
together  in  1798,  Lewti  was  included,  but 
at  the  last  moment  the  sheet  was  cancelled 
and  The  Nightingale,  a  Conversational 
Poem  substituted.  Nothing  is  recorded  of 
the  reason  for  this  sudden  change,  and  the 
fact  might  never  have  been  known,  but  for 
the  circumstance  that  Southey  bound  up 
the  cancelled  sheet  in  his  copy,  which  is 
now  in  the  British  Museum. 


44.   Ad  Lyram,  p.  28. 

Printed  in  the  Watchman,  No.  II. 
March  9,  1796,  and  never  again  by  Cole- 
ridge.    Thus  introduced  : — • 

'  If  we  except  Lucretius  and  Statins,  I 
know  not  of  any  Latin  Poet,  ancient  or 
modern,  who  has  equalled  Casimir  in 
boldness  of  conception,  opulence  of  fancy, 
or  beauty  of  versification.  The  Odes  of 
this  illustrious  Jesuit  were  translated  into 
English  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  years 
ago  by  a  Thomas  Hill,  I  think.  ^     I  never 

1  The  Odes  of  Casimire,  translated  by  G.  H. 
(G.  Hils).    Lond.  1646.— Ed. 
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I  saw  the  translation.  A  few  of  the  Odes 
have  been  translated  in  a  very  animated 
manner  by  Watts.  I  have  subjoined  the 
third  Ode  of  the  second  book,  which,  with 
the  exception  of  the  first  line,  is  an  effusion 
of  exquisite  elegance.  In  the  imitation 
attempted  I  am  sensible  that  I  have  de- 
stroyed the  effect  of  suddenness,  by  translat- 
ing into  two  stanzas  what  is  one  in  the 
original. ' 

The  original  poem  then  followed  ;  and 
a  request  for  a  more  worthy  translation  of 
it,  and  of  Casimir's  Mater  Neronis,  ad 
Neronem. 

I  That  Coleridge's  high  opinion  of  Casi- 
imir's  poetical  faculty  and  of  his  Latinity 
I  was  no  mere  boyish  fancy,  see  Biog.  Lit. 
chap.  xxiv. 

This  '  Imitation  '  was  doubtless  intended 
to  take  a  place  in  the  work  advertised  by 
Coleridge  in  the  Cambridge  Intelligencer 
for  June  14  and  July  26,  1794.  (The 
advertisement,  a  little  abbreviated,  was 
printed  at  the  end  of  The  Fall  0/  Robes- 
■pierre,  published  about  the  same  time.)  I 
omit  the  somewhat  lengthy  '  Design '  : — 

'  Proposals  for  publishing  by  subscription 
Imitations  from  the  Modern  Latin  Poets, 
•with  a  Critical  and  Biographical  Essay  on 
the  Restoration  of  Literature.  By  S.  T. 
Coleridge,  of  Jesus  College,  Cambridge. 

'  The  work  will  consist  of  two  volumes, 
large  octavo,   elegantly  printed  on  super- 
fine   paper  :    Price   to    Subscribers,    14s. 
in  boards  ;  to  be  paid  on  delivery. 
»  *  *  * 

In  the  course  of  the  Work  will  be  intro- 
duced a  copious  Selection  from  the  Lyrics 
of  Casimir,  and  a  new  Translation  of  the 
Basia  of  Secundus. 

'  The  Volumes  will  be  ready  for  delivery 
i  shortly  after  next  Christmas. 

'  Cambridge,  June  10,  1794.' 

Nothing  more  was  heard  of  the  project. 


45.    To  Leshia,  and  the  three  pieces 
following  (pp.  28,  29) 

were  first  printed  in  the  Literary 
Remains,  1836,  i.  254-256.  They  come 
from  the  Commonplace  Book,  from  which 
many  extracts  are  printed  in  the  Addenda, 
pp.  443-470. 


46.  The  Sigh,  p.  29, 

First  published  in  Poems,  1796.  An 
undated  copy  in  Coleridge's  hand  is  among 
the  letters  to  the  Evans  family  now  in 
Mr.  Alfred  Morrison's  collection  (see  '  Note 
31 ') — the  '  dedication  copy '  doubtless.  It 
is  headed  '  Song  ' — the  title  The  Sigh  was 
evidently  an  after-thought.  See  Lamb  to 
Coleridge,  June  10,  1796  (Ainger's  Letters, 
i.  15).  Coleridge  affixed  the  date  'June 
1794 '  to  the  lines  in  Poems,  1796.  He 
saw  Mary  Evans  and  avoided  meeting 
her  in  passing  through  Wrexham  early  in 
July  1794.  The  Sigh  has  been  freqiiently 
set  to  music. 

47.  The  Kiss,  p.  30. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  as  'Effusion 
XXVIII.'  In  1797  it  was  called  The 
Kiss,  but  Lamb  objected  that  this  confused 
the  piece  with  Kisses,  and  in  1803  it  was 
called  To  Sara.  In  1828  et  seq.  the  old 
title  was  revived,  the  other  piece  being 
omitted.  There  is  reason  for  supposing 
that  these  verses  were  originally  addressed, 
and  not  merely  transferred,  '  To  Sara.' 

; 

48.  Translation  of  Wranghani' s  Hen- 
decasyllables,  p.  30 ;  and  To  Miss 
Brtinton,  p.  31. 

First  collected  in  P.  and  D.  W.  1880, 
from  '  Poems,  by  Francis  Wrangham, 
M.A.  '  [afterwards  Archdeacon].    London, 

I79S- 

Wrangham's  verses  were  addressed  to 
Ann  Brunton,  afterwards  Mrs.  Merry ; 
Coleridge's  to  her  younger  sister,  Eliza- 
beth, also  a  popular  actress.  Mrs.  Merry 
appeared  as  Euphrasia  in  The  Grecian 
Daughter  at  Covent  Garden  in  October 
1785- 


® 


49. 


Elegy,  imitated  from  Akensidc, 
P-  31- 


First  printed  in  Morning  Chronicle, 
Sept.  23,  1794,  without  signature,  but  with 
it  appears  the  (first)  Epitaph  on  an  Infant 
(p.  14s).  Next  printed,  and  again  with- 
out signature,  in  the  Watchman,  No.  III. 
March  17,  1796.  Also  in  Sib.  Leaves, 
and  in  1828,  1829,  and  1834.  I  mention 
these    particulars    because  the  poem  was 
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excluded  from  P.  W.  1852  on  account  of 
a  doubt  in  the  editor's  mind  as  to  whether 
it  was  Coleridge's.  They  were  unaware 
of  its  appearance  and  companionship  in 
the  Morning  Chronicle,  facts  now  first 
noted.  On  each  reprinting,  Coleridge 
slightly  altered  the  text. 

50.  The  Faded  Flower,  p.  3 1 . 

Now  collected  for  the  first  time  from 
the  New  Monthly  Magazine  for  August 
1836,  where  it  was  printed  along  with  the 
letter  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Martin  (to  whom 
the  Fall  of  Robespie7-re  was  dedicated), 
dated  July  22,  1794,  reprinted  in  the 
Supplement  to  the  Biog.  Lit.  ed.  1847 
(ii.  338).  It  is  in  this  letter  that  the 
encounter  with  Mary  Evans  at  Wrexham 
is  related,  but  The  Faded  Flower  has 
manifestly  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
that  young  lady,  and  had  probably  no 
previous  connection  with  the  letter. 

51.  An  Unfortunate,  p.  32. 

First  printed  as  '  Effusion  XV. '  in  Poems, 
1796.  In  the  preface  it  is  stated  that 
'  the  first  half  of  Effusion  XV.  was  written 
by  the  author  of  Joan  of  A?-c,  an  Epic 
poem '  (Southey). 

52.  To  an  Unfortunate  Woman  at  the 
Theatre,  p.  32.  To  an  Unfortunate 
Woma7t  whom  the  Author  had 
known  in  the  days  of  her  innocence, 
p.  32. 

Although  these  two  poems  were  placed 
widely  apart  by  Coleridge  in  arranging  his 
Poetical  Works  in  1828  and  1829,  they 
were  written  at  the  same  time,  and  printed 
next  to  one  another  in  the  Sib.  Leaves, 
On  account  of  their  common  subject,  I 
have  grouped  them  with  the  two  preceding 
and  earlier  poems,  but  regret  that  through 
an  oversight,  detected  when  too  late  for 
correction  in  the  text,  they  are  also  dated 
'?i794'  instead  of  '1797.'  The  MSS. 
of  both  were  sent  together  to  Cottle  in 
March  1797,  intended  for  the  Poems  of 
that  year,  then  at  press.  (See  Cottle's 
Ea7-ly  Recollections,  i.  213  ;  or  \{\%  Remin- 
iscences, p.  118.)  Only  the  latter  (' Myrtle- 
leaf  that,  ill  besped')was   printed  in  the 


volume ;  the  other  not  until  1800,  in  the 
Ann.  Anth.  The  titles  originally  given 
by  Coleridge  were  as  follows,  and  shew 
that  the  poems  were  intended  to  appear 
together  : — '  Maiden  that  with  sullen  brow,' 
etc.,  was  headed  To  an  Unfortunate 
Woman  whom,  I  knew  in  the  days  of  her 
innocence.  Composed  at  the  Theatre  ;  \sic, 
and  not  as  given  by  Cottle]  ;  the  other 
lines,  beginning  '  Myrtle  leaf  that,  ill 
besped,'  were  headed  Allegorical  Linei 
on  the  same  Subject.  See  also  Cottle, 
E.R.  i.  223,  224,  or  Rem.  pp.  125,  126,  foi 
a  letter  of  Coleridge's  on  the  text  of  thesf 
poems,  which  I  receive  with  caution,  as  ] 
have  not  seen  the  original.  I  have  ex- 
amined most  of  the  original  document; 
from  which  Cottle  made  up  his  books,  anci 
found  that,  in  every  instance,  they  havi 
been  impudently  tampered  with. 


53.   Lines  written  at  the  King's  Anns, 
Ross,  p.  33. 

First  printed  in  the  Cambridge  Intelh 
gencer  for  Sept.  27,  1794,  within  thre 
months  after  the  lines  were  written.  Ne> 
by  the  poet's  travelling  companion,  Joh 
Hucks,  in  his  account  of  their  tour  [A  Pede. 
trian  Tour  through  North  Wales, 
Series  of  Letters.  .  .  .  Cambridge,  1795 
At  page  15  Hucks  writes  ('  Bala,  Nort 
Wales,  July  11,  1794  ')  :  '  We  slept  at  tl 
King's  Arms,  Ross.  ...  I  cannot  om 
sending  you  a  few  lines  which  my  fellov 
traveller  scribbled  upon  a  window-shuttel 
unlike  the  general  style  of  compositid 
which  such  places  abound  with  '  ;  and  thei 
he  goes  on  to  quote  the  lines  almost  exactj 
as  they  had  appeared  in  the  newspaper 
possibly  very  nearly  in  the  form  in  whi([ 
they  were  scribbled  on  the  shutter. 

'  Lines  written  at  the  King's  Arm'I 
Ross,  formerly  the  House  of  ti 
"  Man  of  Ross." 


'  Richer  than  Misers   o'er  their  countlc 

hoards, 
Nobler    than    Kings,    or    king-pollutj 

Lords, 
Here    dwelt     the    Man    of    Ross  ! 

Traveller,  hear,  i 

Departed  Merit  claims  the  rev'rend  tea 
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Yiend  to  the  friendless,  to  the  sick  man 

health, 
Vith  generous  joy  he  viewed  his  modest 

wealth  ; 
le    heard    the    widow's    heav'n-breath'd 

prayer  of  praise, 
le  mark'd   the  shelter'd  orphan's  tearful 

gaze  ; 
ind  o'er  the  dowried  virgin's  snowy  cheek 
lade  bridal  love  suffuse  its  blushes  meek, 
f    'neath     this     roof    thy    wine-cheer'd 

moments  pass,  11 

"ill  to  the  good  man's  name  one  grateful 

glass, 
'o  higher  zest  shall  Mem'ry  wake  thy  soul, 
vnd  Virtue  mingle  in  the  ennobled  bowl. 
5ut  if,  like  me,  thro'  life's  distressful  scene, 
.onely  and  sad  thy  pilgrimage  hath  been, 
md  if  thy  breast  with  heart-sick  anguish 

fraught, 
"hou  joumeyest  onward  tempest -tost   in 

thought, 
lere  cheat  thy  cares — in  generous  visions 

melt, 
i.nd  dream  of  Goodness,  thou  hast  never 

felt  !  ■ 

In  Poems,  1796,  the  verses  shrunk  to  11. 
-4  and  11-20  of  1829  (p.  33),  the  other 
ix  having  been  returned  to  the  Monody 
i)n  Chatterton.  Lamb  objected,  and  in 
1797  the  eight  lines  were  taken  from 
Zhatterton  and  six  of  them  restored  to  the 
Man  of  Ross.  In  1803  Lamb  had 
';hanged  his  mind,  and  Coleridge  turned 
;he  widows  and  orphans  out  of  the  '  King's 
'\rms '  but  without  giving  them  shelter 
vith  Chatterton  ;  and  by  this  time  the 
lowried  virgin  had  been  forgotten  by  both. 
The  poem  was  not  considered  good  enough 
'or  Sibylline  Leaves.  In  1828,  and  since, 
he  widows  and  orphans  have  been  cared 
or  both  by  the  Man  of  Ross  and  by 
Zhatterton.  See  Man  of  Ross,  11.  5-10,  p. 
33  ;  and  Monody  11.   58-65,  p.  62. 

There  is  one  other  copy  of  the  verses 
!.vhich  must  not  be  left  unmentioned.  I 
"ound  it  in  the  most  unlikely  of  places — • 
imong  the  Evans  papers  !  (see  '  Note  31  '). 
It  is  written  in  Coleridge's  neatest  hand, 
It  full  length  as  in  the  Camb.  Intell.  and 
in  Hucks's  book,  but  with  two  variants — 
'  dowried  viaiden  s '  and  '  to  the  ^oor 
man,    Wealth.' 

See  much  interesting  matter  with  regard 


to  this  poem  in  Lamb's  letters  to  Coleridge, 
June  10,  1796 ;  Jan.  5,  1797 ;  March 
20  and  May  27,  1803.  See  also  Cottle's 
Rem.  p.  131  ;  and  '  Note  14 '  supra, 
p.  562. 

54.    On  Bala  Hill,  p.  33. 

Now  first  printed  from  the  unique  copy 
in  Coleridge's  autograph  among  the  Evans 
papers  (see  •  Note  31').  The  first  'letter' 
in  Hucks's  Pedestrian  Tour  (see  '  Note 
53 ')  is  dated  '  Bala,  North  Wales,  July 
II,  1794.'  The  lines  were  probably 
written  then  or  soon  after,  tho'  the  middle 
of  July  is  early  for  '  falling  leaves  of  many 
a  faded  hue'  ;  but  they  were  doubtless 
coloured  for  metaphorical  purposes. 

55.  Imitated  from  the  Welsh,  p.  33. 

Probably  written  on  or  soon  after  the 
Welsh  tour  of  1794.  It  has  been  printed 
in  all  editions  (except  Sib.  Leaves)  since 
1796,  and  without  change  of  title  or  te.xt. 

56.  Domestic  Peace,  p.  33. 

I  print  this  charming  song  separately, 
among  the  '  Poems,'  for  the  same  reason 
which  doubtless  actuated  Coleridge — 
the  fear  lest  it  should  be  lost  sight  of  in 
The  Fall  of  Robespierre,  p.  215. 

57.    On  a  Discovery  made  too  late,  p.  34. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  as 
'  Effusion  XIX.,'  but  in  the  '  Contents'  it 
was  called  'To  my  own  heart.'  An  auto- 
graph copy  is  dated  'Oct.  21,  1794.' 
There  is  no  room  for  doubt  as  to  its  appli- 
cation, for  the  last  six  lines  are  but  a  versi- 
fication of  a  passage  in  an  undated  letter 
addressed  to  Mary  Evans  among  the  Evans 
papers  (see  '  Note  31  ').  Of  this  poem  in 
the  1796  volume  Lamb  wrote  to  Coleridge, 
June  10  et  seq.  1796  (Ainger's  Letters,  i. 
14) :  'After  all,  you  can,  [sic  in  orig.'\  nor 
ever  will,  write  anything  with  which  I  shall 
be  so  delighted  as  what  I  have  heard  your- 
self repeat.  You  came  to  town  [from  Cam- 
bridge late  in  1794]  and  I  saw  you  at  a 
time  when  your  heart  was  bleeding  with 
recent  wounds.  Like  yourself,  I  was  sore 
galled  with  disappointed  hope.     You  had 
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'  many  an  holy  lay 

That,  mourning,  soothed  the  mourner  on 

his  way,' 
I  had  ears  of  sympathy  to  drink  them  in, 
and  they  yet  vibrate  pleasant  on  the  sense. 
When  I  read  in  your  little  volume,  your 
nineteenth  Effusion  {On  a  Discovery,  etc.], 
or  the  twenty-eighth  \The  Kiss,  p.  30],  or 
twenty-ninth  \_hnitated  froi7t  Ossian,  p. 
20],  or  what  you  call  The  Sigh  [p.  29],  I 
think  I  hear  yoii  again.  I  image  to  my- 
self the  little  smoky  room  at  the  Saluta- 
tion and  Cat  where  we  have  sat  together 
through  the  winter  nights  beguiling  the 
cares  of  life  with  Poesy.'  He  calls  this 
poem  '  the  most  exquisite  and  Bowles-like 
of  all, '  and  wishes  to  end  it  with  '  agony 
of  care '  ;  but  did  not  get  his  way. 

58.    To  the  Author  of '  The  Robbers,'' 
P-  34- 

First  printed  with  this  title  as  '  Effusion 
XX.'  m. Poems,  1796— -in  'Contents'  '  To 
Schiller ' — and  with  following  '  Note  ' :  — 

'  [One  night  in  Winter,  on  leaving  a 
College -friend's  room,  with  whom  I  had 
supped,  I  carelessly  took  away  with  me 
"The  Robbers,"  a  drama,  the  very  name 
of  which  I  had  never  before  heard  of  : — A 
winter  midnight  —  the  wind  high  —  and 
"The  Robbers"  for  the  first  time  ! — The 
readers  of  Schiller  will  conceive  what  I 
felt.  Schiller  introduces  no  supernatural 
beings  ;  yet  his  human  beings  agitate  and 
astonish  more  than  all  the  goblin  rout — 
— even  of  Shakespeare.] ' 

In  the  privately  printed  Selection  of 
Sonnets  (see  '  Appendix  K,'  p.  544)  this 
sonnet  was  printed,  but  with  the  first  four 
lines  in  reverse  order  (4,  3,  2,  i)  and  11.  5 
and  6  altered  to  : — 

'  That  in  no  after  moment  aught  less  vast 
Might  stamp  me  human  !     A  triumphant 
shout,'  etc. 

This  change  was  doubtless  an  attempt 
to  get  rid  of  the  '  bull '  mentioned  in  the 
following  extract  from  a  letter  to  T.  Poole, 
Nov.  I,  1796,  quoted  (but  incorrectly)  in 
the  Biog.  Supplement  to  Biog.  Lit.  1847, 
ii.  378  :  '  It  is  strange,  that  in  the 
Sonnet  to  Schiller — I  wish  to  die,  that 
nothing  may  stamp  me  mortal  : — this  bull 


never  struck  me  till  Charles  Lloyd  men- 
tioned it.  The  sense  is  evident  enough, 
but  the  word  is  ridiculously  ambiguous.' 

Line  8  was  transposed  : — 

'  From  the  more  with'ring  scene  diminish'd 

past,' 

and  for  note  there  was  only  this  : — 

'  Schiller  introduces  no  supernatural 
Beings.' 

In  1797  the  Sonnet  reappeared  with 
the  text  of  the  Selection,  except  that  the 
first  four  lines  were  restored  to  theii 
original  order,  and  that  'human'  (1.  6) 
disappeared  for  ever,  giving  place  to  the 
original  'mortal.'  In  1803  the  text  oi 
1797  was  reprinted,  but  without  any  note 
except  one  explaining  the  allusion  in  L  4, 
'  The  Father  of  MoOR  in  the  Play  of  the 
Robbers.'  When  Coleridge  sent  hi< 
'Selection'  to  Thelwall  in  Nov.  1796,  he 
wrote  :  '  I  affirm,  John  Thelwall !  that  the 
six  last  lines  of  this  ' '  Sonnet  to  Schiller ' 
are  strong  and  fiery  ;  and  you  are  the  onlj 
one  who  thinks  otherwise  —  There  is 
spurt  of  author  -  like  vanity  for  you. 
Wordsworth  inclined  to  side  with  Thelwal 
(whose  opinion  was  worth  nothing) — 
1833  at  all  events.  Writing  on  Dec. 
of  that  year,  to  Dyce,  he  said  the  Sonne 
to  Schiller  was  '  too  much  of  a  rant  for  hi:i 
taste'  (W.  W.,  P7-ose  Works,  iii.  336). 

In  1828  and  1829  Coleridge  reverted  tcj 
the  text  of  Poems,  1796. 

59.   Melancholy,  p.  34. 

First  collected  in  Sib.  Leaves,  1817 
where  Coleridge  appends  the  note :— ; 
'  First  published  in  the  Morning  Chronicle', 
in  the  year  1794.'  The  concluding  linei 
were  cut  out  in  1828  and  after — 

'  Strange  was  the  dream  that  fiU'd  her  soul 
Nor  did  not  whispering  spirits  roll 
A  mystic  tumult,  and  a  fateful  rhyme 
Mixt  with  wild  shapings  of  the  unbon 
time. ' 

The  footnote  regarding  the  Adder' 
Tongue  fern  ran  thus  :  — ,'  A  botanica 
mistake.  The  plant,  I  meant,  is  callei 
the  Hart's  Tongue  ;  but  this  would  un 
luckily  spoil  the  poetical  effect.  Ceda 
ergo  Botanice.' 
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I  have  searched  the  M.\Ck^ of  1794  for 
he  verses,  but  without  success. 

60.  Lines  on  a  Friend  who  died  of  a 
Frenzy  Fever,  p.  35. 

I  First  printed  in  Poems,  1796  ;  reprinted 
1-797  with  date  'November  1794/  and 
igain,  with  the  date,  in  1803  ;  the  text  in 
ill  being  substantially  the  same.  A  rough 
Iraft  MS.  I  have  examined  is  entitled 
l^nes  on  the  Death  of  a  Friend  who  died  of 
:',  Frenzy  Fever  induced  by  anxiety.  But 
Oamb  had  seen  some  other  version  or 
leard  Coleridge  recite  one  which  differed. 
^A^'riting  to  Coleridge  (June  10,  1796, 
dinger's  Letters,  i.  17)  he  says :  '  In 
Edmund,  "Frenzy,  fierce -eyed  child  "  is 
lot  so  well  as  "  frantic,"  though  that  is  an 
,;pithet  adding  nothing  to  the  meaning, 
plander  couching  ^■zs  better  than  squatting. ' 
!3ut  Coleridge  gave  no  heed.    A  line  (30) — 

And  tongue  that  trafficked  in  the  trade  of 
praise' — 

;hews  that  '  log-rolling '  was  rife  before  it 
eceived  its  Western  name,  and  that  it 
vas  Coleridge's  detestation.  In  an  un- 
published letter  to  Thelwall  in  May  1796, 
le  writes :  '  I  detest  the  vile  traffic  of 
iterary  adulation." 

But  the  most  remarkable  passage  in  the 
poem  is  that  beginning — 

'  To  me  hath  Heaven  with  bounteous  hand 

assigned 
Energic  Reason  and  a  shaping  mind ' 

etc.,  11.  39-46].  There  is  a  very  inter- 
esting commentary  on  this  poem,  and  on 
lis  own  character,  in  a  letter  written  by 
Zoleridge  to  AUsop  in  July  1822  [Letters, 
;tc.,  1836,  ii.,  135  ;   1864,  p.  196). 

61.    To  a  Young  Ass,  p.  35. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Chronicle, 
Dec.  30,  1794.  The  poem  was  first  com- 
posed as  a  jeu  d  esprit,  and  this  version 
will  be  found  in  'Appendix  C,'  p.  477, 
together  with  readings  from  the  M.  Ch. 
text.  It  appeared  again  in  Poems,  1796, 
and  when  Pce7;2j,  1797,  was  being  prepared 
Lamb  suggested  its  omission  (Ainger's 
Letters,  i.  62):  'Don't  you  think  your 
verses  on  a    "Young  Ass"  too  trivial  a 


companion  for  the  "  Religious  Musings"  ? 
"  Scoundrel  Monarch" — alter  that.'  And 
in  1797  the  line  became  :  '  The  aching  of 
pale  Fashion's  vacant  breast.'  But  Lamb 
never  approved  of  the  verses.  See  his 
letter  to  Southey  (Ainger's  Letter<:,  i.  105). 
The  poem  is  chiefly  interesting  for  its 
references  to  Pantisocracy,  by  which 
Coleridge  was  severely  bitten  at  the  time 
(11.  27-31).  In  the  first  version,  Panti- 
socracy is  named. 

62.  Parliame7itary  Oscillators,  p.  36. 
This  was  printed  by  Coleridge  in  Sib. 
Leaves  with  the  date  '  1794.'  His 
daughter  printed  it  in  Essays  on  his  own 
Times  (1850,  p.  969)  with  a  statement 
that  it  was  there  reprinted  (with  others) 
for  the  first  time  from  the  Morning  Post 
and  the  Courier — forgetting  (first)  that  it 
had  appeared  in  Sib.  Leaves,  and  (second) 
that  Coleridge  had  not  begun  to  contribute 
to  the  M.  Post  or  Courier  in  1794. 

63.    To  a  Friend,  together  with  an 
ii7ifinished  Poem,  p.  37. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796.  The  date 
'  December  1794'  was  added  in  1797.  It 
is  almost  certainly  erroneous,  for  Coleridge 
was  in  London  with  Lamb  until  January 
1795  (Letter  of  Southey  in  Cottle's  Rem. 
p.  405).  The  poem  was  reprinted  again 
in  1803,  but,  unaccountably,  excluded  from 
every  collection  which  followed  until  that  of 
1852.  It  is  of  this  poem,  no  doubt,  that 
Lamb  writes  to  Coleridge,  June  10,  1796 
(Ainger's  Letters,  i.  17):  'I  was  glad  to 
meet  with  [in  Poems,  1796]  those  lines  you 
sent  me  when  my  sister  was  so  ill  [11.  8 
et  seq.'\  :  I  had  lost  the  copy,  and  I  felt 
not  a  little  proud  at  seeing  my  name  [1.  19] 
in  your  verse. '  I  think  there  can  be  little 
doubt  that  the  'unfinished  poem'  was 
Religious  Musings,  '  elaborate  and  swell- 
ing.' In  a  letter  (unprinted)  from  Jesus 
College,  Wednesday  night,  17th  Sept. 
1794,  to  '  Miss  Edith'  [Fricker,  afterwards 
Mrs.  Southey],  Coleridge  writes  :  '  I  had 
a  sister — an  only  Sister.  Most  tenderly  did 
I  love  her  !  Yes,  I  have  woke  at  mid- 
night and  wept  —  because  she  was  not. 
There  is  no  attachment  under  heaven  so 
pure,  so  endearing,'  etc.  Lines  12-19  of 
this  poem  to  Lamb  are  but  a  versification 
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of  this  ;  and  it  is  to  some  extent  the  case 
with  the  verses  On  seeing  a  Youth  affection- 
ately welcomed  by  a  Sister  (p.  13).  The 
renunciatory  footnote  printed  with  the 
text  (p.  38)  was  first  added  by  Coleridge 
in  1797. 

64.  Biirke,  p.  38. 

When  this  was  printed  in  Poems,  1796, 
Coleridge  added  a  lengthy  note  to  the  line  : 

'  Yet  never,    Burke  !    thou    drank'st  Cor- 
ruption's bowl. ' 

It  began  :  '  When  I  composed  this  line  I 
had  not  read  the  following  paragraph  in 
the  Cambridge  Intelligencer  (of  Saturday, 
November  21,  1795)  :  "  When  Mr.  Burke 
first  crossed  over  the  House  of  Commons  from 
the  Opposition  to  the  Ministry,  he  7-eceived 
a  pension  of  £1200  a-year  charged  on  the 
King's  P}-ivy  Purse  !  [Here  follow  many 
details  of  Burke's  various  pensions,  conclud- 
ing : — ]  He  has  thus  retir'd  from  the  trade 
of  politics,  with  pensions  to  the  amount 
of  £'i700  a-year."  '  When  Coleridge 
was  preparing  the  volume  of  1797  he  in- 
tended to  include  this  sonnet,  and  to 
strengthen  the  '  Note '  by  the  addition  of 
his  own  comments  on  the  above  extract 
from  the  Cambridge  Intelligencer.  This 
appears  by  the  proof-sheets  of  part  of 
Poems,  17^7  (now  in  the  possession  of  Mr. 
R.  A.  Potts),  in  which  the  poet  has  tran- 
scribed the  passage  in  the  Watchman, 
No.  I.  p.  22,  which  begins  :  '  We  feel  not, 
however,  for  the  Public  in  the  present  in- 
stance :  we  feel  for  the  honor  of  Genius  ; 
and  mourn  to  find  one  of  her  most  richly- 
gifted  Children  associated  with  the  Youngs, 
Wyndhams,  and  Reeveses  of  the  day ; 
"  match'd  in  mouth"  with 

"  Mastiff,  bloodhound,  mungril  grim. 
Cur,  and  spaniel,  brache,  and  lym. 
Bobtail  tike  and  trundle-tail"  ; 

and  the  rest  of  that  motley  pack.  .  .  . 
It  is  consoling  to  the  lovers  of  human 
nature,  to  reflect  that  Edmund  Burke,  the 
only  writer  of-  that  Faction  "  whose  name 
would  not  sully  the  page  of  an  opponent," 
learnt  the  discipline  of  genius  in  a  differ- 
ent corps.  .  .  .  Peace  be  to  his  spirit 
when  it  departs  from  us :  this  is  the 
severest  punishment  I  wish  him — that  he 


may  be  appointed  under-porter  to  St, 
Peter,  and  be  obliged  to  open  the  gates  0: 
heaven  to  Brissot,  Roland,  Condorcet 
Fayette,  and  Priestley  ! '  All  of  whirf 
vividly  recalls  Browning's  '  Lost  Leader. 
The  political  sonnets  were  excluded  alto 
gether  from  the  volume  of  1797,  but  the; 
found  their  way  back  in  1803. 

65.  Priestley,  p.  39. 

Priestley  was  held  in  peculiar  reverenc' 
by  both  Coleridge  and  Lamb.  See  Rel 
Musings,  11.  371-376  ;  and  Lamb's  lette 
(Ainger's  Letters,  i.  10),  where  he  says  h 
feels  a  transient  superiority  over  Coleridg 
in  having  seen  Priestley.  '  I  love  to  se 
his  name  repeated  in  your  writings, 
love  and  honour  him  almost  profanely.' 

66.  JCoskitisko,  p.  39. 

In  Poems,  1796,  the  sonnet  had  a  note 
'  When  Kosciusko  was  observed  to  fall,  th 
Polish  ranks  set  up  a  shriek.'  Lam 
objected  strongly  to  the  five  last  lines,  am 
Coleridge  did  not  reprint  the  sonnet  unt: 
1828.      Kosciusko  lived  until  1817. 


11 


67.    Pitt,  p.  40. 

Only  one  notable  change  was  made  i! 
the  text  of  this  sonnet  (which  was  entitle 
'To  Mercy,'  in  the  Watchman,  No.  V 
and  in  Poems,  1796)  ;  the  eighth  lin 
originally  ran  : — 

'  Staining  most  foul,    a  god-like   Father' 
name.' 

68.    To  Bowles  [Second  Version],  p.  41 

This  had  no  note  in  Poettis,  1796,  br 
was  No.  I  of  the  Effusions,  which  divisio 
had  these  lines  for  motto  : — 

'  Content,  as  random  Fancies  might  inspire 

If  his  weak  harp  at  times,  a  lovely  lyre, 

He  struck  with  desultory  hand,  and  drev 

Some  soften' d  tones  to  Nature  not  untrue 

Bowles. 

Coleridge  probably  had  intended  to  ded' 
cate  the  Poems,  171)7,  to  Bowles.  Lam 
WTites,  Nov.  14,  1796:  'Coleridge,  I  lo\ 
you  for  dedicating  your  poetry  to  Bowles 
Genius  of  the  sacred  fountain  of  tears, 
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,/as  he  who  led  you  gently  by  the  hand 
trough  all  this  valley  of  weeping  ;  shewed 
ou  the  dark -green  yew  trees,  and  the 
nllow  shades. ' 

69.   Mrs.  Siddons,  p.  41. 

This  being  clearly  a  joint  composition  of 
.amb  and  Coleridge,  now  properly  finds  a 
ilace  in  the  works  of  each.  It  appeared 
is  'S.  T.  C.'s'  in  the  M.  Ch.  ;  next  as 
C.  L.'s'  in  Poems,  1796;  as  'Charles 
^amb's '  in  Poems,  1797  ;  as  Coleridge's 
1  1803,  which  last  volume  was  seen 
hrough  the  press  by  Lamb.  After  that, 
.either  ever  printed  it  again.      It  appears 

0  have  been  originally  Lamb's.  See  his 
3tter  to  Coleridge,  June  10,  1796  (Ainger's 
'otters,  i.  18). 

1  70.    To  William  Godwin,  p.  41. 

.  This  was  not  reprinted,  Coleridge  hav- 
ing changed  his  mind  about  Godwin  and 
riis  principles  before  1796.  In  that  year, 
In  the  Watchman  (No.  III.  March  17), 
lie  made  a  vigorous  attack  on  '  Modern 
:^atriots,'  and  by  the  broadest  implication 
alls  Godwin  names.  This  provoked  a 
etter  from  '  Caius  Gracchus,'  to  which 
poleridge  made  a  long  rejoinder  in  No.  V. , 
n  which  this  passage  occurs  : — 
^  '  I  do  consider  Mr.  Godwin's  Principles 
is  vicious,  and  his  book  as  a  Pandar  to 
Sensuality.  Once  I  thought  otherwise — 
lay,  even  addressed  a  complimentary 
'ionnet  to  the  Author  in  the  Morning 
pkronicle,  of  which  I  confess  with  much 
noral  and  poetical  contrition,  that  the 
lines  and  the  subject  were  equally  bad.' 

I  Coleridge  goes  on  to  say  he  will  shortly 
'jrint  an  answer  to  Godwin's  book  in  the 
Watchman,  and  his  correspondence  is  full 
')f  this  ;  but  if  the  '  answer '  were  ever 
Jegun,  no  trace  of  it  remains.  The  two 
philosophers  became  friends  again  in 
jcBoo.  See  William  Godwin,  by  C. 
'ECegan  Paul,  wherein  many  letters  from 
iJoleridge  to  Godwin  are  printed. 

;,        "]!.    To  Robert  Southey,  p.  42. 

I  This  was  not  reprinted.  The  brothers- 
in-law  quarrelled  over  the  abandonment  of 
jPantisocracy.     Southey  had  gone  abroad, 


and  the  volume  of  Poems,  1796,  was  put 
together  before  the  quarrel  was  made  up. 

72.   To  R.  B.  Sheridan,  p.  42. 

To  the  sonnet  in  Poems,  1796,  there  was 
attached  the  following  '  Note '  : — 

Hymettian  Flow  rets.  —  Hymettus  a 
mountain  near  Athens,  celebrated  for  its 
honey.  This  alludes  to  Mr.  Sheridan's 
classical  attainments,  and  the  following 
four  lines  to  the  exquisite  sweetness  and 
almost  Italian  delicacy  of  his  Poetry.  In 
Shakespeare's  '  Lover's  Complaint '  there 
is  a  fine  Stanza  almost  prophetically  char- 
acteristic of  Mr.  Sheridan  : — 

'  So  on  the  tip  of  his  subduing  tongue 
All  kind  of  argument  and  question  deep. 
All  replication  prompt  and  reason  strong 
For  his  advantage  still  did  wake  and  sleep, 
To  make  the  weeper  laugh,   the  laugher 

weep  : 
He  had  the  dialect  and  different  skill. 
Catching  all  passions  in  his  craft  of  will : 
That  he  did  in  the  general  bosom  reign 
Of  young  and  old. ' 

In  the  M.  Ch.  the  opening  lines  ran 
thus  : — 

'  Was    it    some   Spirit,   Sheridan,    that 

breath 'd 
His  various  influence  on  thy  natal  hour  ? — 
My   Fancy   bodies    forth    the    Guardian 

Power 
His    temples    with    Hymettian     flow'rets 

wreath' d.' 


73.    To  Lord  Stanhope,  p.  42.     To  Earl 
Stanhope,  p.  43. 

There  has  been  a  great  deal  of  roman- 
cing about  this  sonnet  (for  I  consider  the 
two  as  one)  on  the  part  of  Coleridge  and 
Cottle.  In  its  form  To  Earl  Stanhope 
it  was  printed  in  Poems,  1796.  Cottle 
■priTXis  {Ea?-ly  Recollections,  i.  201  ;  Remin- 
iscences, p.  109)  a  letter  from  Coleridge  to 
Miss  Cruikshanks  (undated,  but  probably 
written  in  1807)  in  which  he  expresses 
regret  that  she  should  have  lent  to  Lady 
Elizabeth  Percival  a  copy  of  the  1796 
edition  of  his  poems,  because  he  fears  the 
Sonnet  to  Earl  Stanhope  may  do  him  a 


576 


NOTES 


disservice,  '  Of  any  former  errors,  I 
should  be  no  more  ashamed  (he  writes) 
than  of  my  change  of  body,  natural  to 
increase  of  age  ;  but  in  that  first  edition, 
there  was  inserted  without  my  consent  a 
Sonnet  to  Lord  Stanhope,  in  direct  con- 
tradiction, equally  to  my  then,  as  to  my 
present  principles — a  Sonnet  written  by  me 
in  ridicule  and  mockery  of  the  bloated 
style  of  French  Jacobin  declamation — and 
inserted  by  the  fool  of  a  publisher  in  order, 
forsooth,  that  he  might  send  the  book  and 
a  letter  to  Earl  Stanhope  ;  who  (to  prove 
that  he  is  not  mad  in  all  things)  treated 
both  book  and  letter  with  silent  contempt. ' 
But  Cottle  did  not  print  the  letter  exactly 
as  it  was  written  ;  for  in  place  of  the  words 
italicised,  and  which  referred  to  himself,  he 
substituted,  inserted  by  Biggs,  the  fool  of 
a  printer  !  — ■  poor  '  Biggs '  being  his 
own  partner.  And  besides  this  falsification 
Cottle  added  to  the  letter  this  statement  : 
'  The  wish  to  obtain  the  favourable  opinion 
of  Lady  E.  Percival,  evidently  obscured 
the  recollection  of  Mr.  C.  in  several  parts 
of  the  preceding  letter..  The  book  (hand- 
somely bound)  and  the  letter  were  sent  to 
Lord  S.  by  Mr.  C.  himself  This  was 
giving  the  lie  direct  to  Coleridge,  but  when 
reprinting  the  Recollection  in  the  Reminis- 
cences, Cottle  suppressed  the  note,  retaining, 
however,  the  falsification.  I  have  no 
doubt  whatever  that  Coleridge  wrote  and 
rewrote  the  Sonnet  in  all  foolish  sincerity, 
and  becoming,  naturally  enough,  ashamed 
of  it,  lacked  the  courage  to  confess. 


74.   Lines  to  a  Friend  in  Answer  to  a 
Melancholy  Letter,  p.  43. 

First  printed  in  1796  ;  excluded  from 
1797  !  reprinted  in  1803,  1828,  etc.  In 
the  annotated  volume  of  1828  Coleridge 
remarks,  that  the  poem  is  '  very  like  one 
of  Horace's  odes,  starched.'  Somebody 
told  Mrs.  H.  N.  Coleridge  that  her  father 
was  indebted  to  Casimir's  thirteenth  Ode 
for  the  general  conception,  but  she  could 
see  no  likeness  worthy  of  mention. 

75.    To  an  Lnfant,  p.  44. 

As  this  was  printed  in  the  Poems,  1796, 
the  infant  could  not  have  been  his  own, 
his  first-born,  David  Hartley,  having  arrived 


some  months  after  the  publication  of  thi 
volume.  The  child  was  probably  hi 
brother-in-law  Lovell's. 


76.    Written  after  a  Walk  before  Supper 
p.  44. 

When  arranging  for  the  contents  of  th 
1797  volume,  Coleridge  wrote  to  Cottl 
(Oct.  18,  1796)  :  '  I  am  not  solicitous  t 
have  anything  omitted  [which  was  u 
Poems,  1796],  except  the  Sonnet  to  Lon 
Stanhope  and  the  ludicrous  poem,'  Cottl 
explaining  that  the  latter  was  Written 
etc.  [Early  Rec.  i.  209  ;  Rem.  p.  116) 
Again,  when  the  1803  volume  was  bein. 
arranged.  Lamb  wrote  to  Coleridge  :  *  i 
few  I  positively  rejected,  such  as  . 
Flicker  and  Flicker's  Wife,'  by  which  w 
cannot  doubt  Lamb  meant  these  verse 
(see  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  199).  The  wonde 
is,  that  they  should  ever  have  been  eithe 
written  or  printed  at  all. 

77.    To  the  Rev.   W.J.  Hort,  p,  44. 

Coleridge  printed  these  lines  in  Poeim 
1796,  but  never  again.  The  Rev.  W.  J 
Hort  was,  about  1794-95,  one  of  the  master 
in  the  school  kept  by  the  famous  Unitarian 
Dr.  Estlin,  one  of  Coleridge's  then  friend 
and  patrons.  The  verses  are  interesiin, 
mainly  for  the  strongly  accentuated  refa 
ence  to  Pantisocracy  in  the  third  stanza. 

78.    Charity,  p.  45.  ' 

First  printed  as  '  Effusion  XVL'  in  Poerm 
1796,  with  an  acknowledgment  in  th 
'  Preface '  that  for  the  '  rough  sketch '  of  i 
he  was  '  indebted  to  Mr.  Favell. '  It  wa 
reprinted  in  all  subsequent  collections 
except  Sib.  Leaves — even  in  the  'Selec 
tion  '  of  Sonnets  ;  yet,  on  Nov.  13,  1796 
Coleridge  wrote  of  it  in  a  letter  (unpublished 
to  Thelwall :  '  I  was  glad  to  hear  froi 
Colson  that  you  abhor  the  morality  of  m; 
sonnet  to  Mercy — it  is  indeed  detestable 
and  the  poetry  is  not  above  mediocrity.'' 


79.    To  the  Nightingale,  p.  45. 


1 


Never  printed  by  Coleridge   except 
Poems,  1796  and  1803.       It  contains  on 
superlatively   good   line — that    which   de 
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icribes  the  night-watchmen  who  infested 

he  streets  a  century  ago — 

'  Those  hoarse  unfeather'd  Nightingales 

of  Time  ! ' 
The  quotation  and  adoption  here  of  Milton's 
most  musical,  most  melancholy,'  is  notable 
vhen  compared  with  its  treatment  in  the 
)ther  Nightingale  Poem  (p.  131). 

80.   Lutes  in  the  Manner  of  Spenser, 
p.  46. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  Lamb 
•hinking  it  '  very  sweet,  especially  at  the 
,;lose. '  But  in  1803  he  wanted  to  exclude 
t,  calling  it  '  that  not  in  the  manner  of 
Spenser,  which  you  yourself  stigmatised." 
But  later  on  he  writes  :  '  I  have  ordered 
Imitation  of  Spenser  to  be  restored  on 
iWordsworth's  authority '  (see  Ainger's 
Letters,  i.  199  and  206). 

8 1 .    The  Hour  when  rve  shall  meet 
again,  p.  47. 

First  printed  in  the  Watchman,  No.  III. 
'March  17,  1796  ;  then  in  Poems,  1797  and 
1803,  and  not  again  until  1834,  when  it 
■vvas  headed  '  Darwiniana '  because  supposed 
[see  note  in  ed.  1852)  to  have  been  writ- 
ten 'in  half  mockery  of  Darwin's  style  with 
its  dulcia  vitia.'  (It  was  not  in  the  Ap- 
pendix of  1797,  as  stated  in  the  same  note, 
but  in  the  body  of  the  volume. ) 

It  was  included  in  some  proof-sheets 
which  were  sent  to  Lamb  in  December 
1796.  These  were  also  sent  to  Thelwall  in 
the  (unpublished)  letter,  which  is  the  only 
evidence  for  their  existence,  as  no  copy 
appears  to  be  extant.  '  I  have  sent  you ' 
(writes  Coleridge,  Dec.  17,  1796)  '  some 
loose  sheets  which  Charles  Lloyd  and  I 
printed  together,  intending  to  make  a  vol- 
ume, but  I  gave  it  up  and  cancelled  them. ' 
These  are  the  sheets  which  Lamb  acknow- 
ledges in  his  letter  of  Dec.  10,  1796  (not 
1797  as  misprinted  in  all  editions)  :  '  I  am 
sorry  I  cannot  now  relish  your  poetical 
present  so  thoroughly  as  I  feel  it  deserves  ; 
but  I  do  not  the  less  thank  you  and  Lloyd 
for  it'  (Ainger's  Letters,  i.  83).  Talfourd 
omitted  a  great  portion  of  this  letter — the 
part  which  commented  on  the  '  poetical 
present ' ;   but  these  passages  were  printed 

C 


more  or  less  accurately  (but  with  an  entire 
misconception  of  what  Lamb  was  writing 
about,  on  the  part  of  the  contributor)  in  the 
Atlantic  Monthly  for  February  1891.  A 
full  account  of  the  new  portions  of  this  letter 
of  Lamb  will  be  found  in  the  Athencsum 
for  June  13,  1891.  These  'proof-sheets' 
will  have  to  be  referred  to  more  than  once 
in  these  '  Notes.' 

The  two  lines  I  have  placed  within  [  ] 
were  omitted  after  1797. 


82.   Lines  written  at  Shurfon  Bars, 
p.  47. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  as  '  No. 
I.'  of  the  Division  '  Epistles."  The  motto 
signed  '  Anon '  may  be  assumed  to  be  of 
Coleridge's  own  composition,  and  to  have 
been  originally  intended  to  belong  to  the 
'Division.'  In  1797  the  verses  were 
entitled  Ode  to  Sara,  writte?!,  etc.,  and  a 
note  was  added  :  '  The  first  Stanza  alludes 
to  a  Passage  in  the  Letter. '  The  date 
'  September  1795 '  shews  that  the  verses 
were  composed  just  before  Coleridge's 
marriage,  which  took  place  on  the  4th 
October. 

Coleridge  did  not  quote  the  passage  in 
Wordsworth's  poem  in  which  he  found 
'green  radiance' — did  not  even  name  the 
poem.  The  hues  were  from  An  Evening 
Walk  (1793) — the  characters  are  a  vagrant 
woman  and  her  children — • 

'  Oft  has  she  taught  them  on  her  lap  to 

play 
Delighted,  with  the  glow-worm's  harmless 

ray 
Toss'd  light  from  hand  to  hand  ;  while 

on  the  ground 
Small  circles  of  green    radiance  gleam 

around. " 

Coleridge's  praise  did  not  deter  Words- 
worth from  altering  the  passage,  and  the 
'  green  radiance '  never  shone  but  in  the 
Evening  Walk  of  1793  and  in  Coleridge's 
note. 

Mr.  F.  Locker-Lampson  has  a  copy  of 
the  Poems  of  1797  in  which  Coleridge  has 
written  under  the  '  Note '  :  '  This  note 
was  written  before  I  had  ever  seen  Mr. 
Wordsworth,  atque  utinam  opera  ejus 
tantum  noveram.' 

2  P 
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In  1796  a  very  long  and  not  very  in- 
teresting note  was  attached  to  tlie  second 
line  of  the  last  stanza,  taken  from  the 
observations  of  a  M.  Haggern,  a  Swedish 
lecturer  on  Natural  History,  who  saw 
flashes  of  light  from  various  flowers — 
caused,  Coleridge  thinks,  by  electricity. 

83.    The  Eolian  Harp,  p.  49. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  with  the 
heading  '  Effusion  XXXV.  Composed 
August  20th,  1795,  at  Clevedon,  Somer- 
setshire.' It  cannot  therefore  be  the 
honeymoon  poem  which  the  omission  of 
this  date  has  misled  most  readers  into 
believing  it  to  be,  for  Coleridge's  marriage 
day  was  the  4th  October  of  that  year.  It 
must  have  been  inspired  by  a  previous 
visit  to  the  cottage  and  by  anticipations. 

In  1797  and  1803  the  heading  was 
simply  '  Composed  at  Clevedon,  Somer- 
setshire' ;  it  was  in  Sib.  Leaves  that  the 
poem  received  its  title — The  Eolian  Harp. 

In  1796,  1797,  and  1803  a  quotation 
from  '  Apel  a  I' impartiale  postdriti,  par  la 
Citoyenne  Roland,  Tme.  Partie,  p.  67 ' 
was  appended  as  a  note  to  line  60.  It  is 
of  no  interest. 

In  1803  some  changes  were  made  in  the 
text.  Lines  21-25  were  omitted,  and  four 
lines  now  represented  by  11.  30-33  substi- 
tuted. Happily  11.  21-25  were  restored  in 
Sib.  Leaves ;  11.  30-33  were  there  printed 
in  the  text  (1815)  in  a  form  but  slightly 
modified  from  1803,  but  in  the  Errata 
(18 17)  they  were  rewritten  to  the  present 
text,  and  11.  26-29  added  for  the  first  time. 
The  poem  of  1796  was  simply  that  of 
1829,  minus  11.  26-33.  Otherwise  there  is 
not  even  a  verbal  difference. 

Coleridge  (so  the  editor  of  1877-80 
informs  us)  wrote  these  words  in  a  copy  of 
the  Poems,  1797  :  '  This  I  think  the  most 
perfect  poem  I  ever  wrote.  Bad  may  be 
the  best  perhaps.'  In  a  letter  (unpub- 
lished) to  Thelwall  (Dec.  17,  1796)  he 
describes  it  as  '  my  favourite  of  my  poems. ' 
Lamb  thought  the  poem  '  most  exquisite ' 
— '  a  charming  poem  throughout '  (Ainger's 
Letters,  i.  17).  And  who  will  gainsay 
him  ?  The  flame  thickens  toward  the 
close,  but  through  forty-three  lines  it  burns 
clear.  No  one  reading  the  poems  in  their 
chronological  order  can  fail  to  observe  that 


this  poem  marks  an  era  in  the  develop- 
ment of  Coleridge's  powers  of  expression, 
both  as  regards  melody  and  individuality. 


84.    To  Joseph  Cottle,  p.  50. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1796,  and  again 
(only)  in  the  '  Supplement '  of  1796  with 
the  excuse  :  '  I  could  not  refuse  myself 
the  gratification  of  seeing  the  name  of  that 
man  among  my  poems  without  whose 
kindness  they  would  probably  have  re- 
mained unpublished  ;  and  to  whom  I 
know  myself  greatly  and  variously  obliged, 
as  a  Poet,  a  Man,  and  a  Christian.' 


85.    The  Silver  Thimble,  p.  51. 

Printed  for  the-  first  (and  only)  time  in 
Poems,  1796  ;  with  the  heading  '  The  Pro- 
duction of  a  Young  Lady, '  etc. ,  and  with 
the  signature  '  Sara. '  In  the  '  Biog. 
Suppt. '  to  Biog.  Lit.  1847  (ii.  411)  Mrs. 
H.  N.  Coleridge  informs  us  that  her 
mother  told  her  she  '  wrote  but  little '  of 
The  Silver  Thimble.  '  Indeed  it  is  not 
very  like  some  simple  affecting  verses, 
which  were  wholly  by  herself,  on  the  death 
of  her  beautiful  infant,  Berkeley,  in  1799.' 


86.   Reflections  on  having  left  a  Place  of 
Retirement,  p.  52. 

First  printed  in  the  Monthly  Magazine 
for  October  1796,  an  Epilogue  to  the 
Clevedon  honeymoon  worthy  of  the  Pro- 
logue, '  The  Eolian  Harp. '  The  motto 
'Sermoni  propriora'  was  added  in  1707: 
a  motto  which  (as  we  are  told  in  the 
Table  Talk,  July  25,  1832)  Charles  Lamb 
translated  '  Properer  for  a  sermon. '  In 
the  M.  Mag.  the  title  ran  : — Reflections 

ON     ENTERING      INTO    ACTIVE     LiFE.       A 

Poem,  which  affects  not  to  be  Poetry.  In 
1797  the  title  was  altered  to  Reflections  on 
having  left  a  Place  of  Retirement.  Some 
interesting  criticisms  of  Lamb's  were  made 
on  the  poem  in  the  letter  of  Dec.  10,  1796 
— the  part  first  printed  in  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  (see  '  Note  81  '  and  Athcncrum, 
June  13,  1891).  Lamb  wrote  :  '  'Tis  alto- 
gether the  sweetest  thing  to  me  you  ever 
wrote.' 
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87.  Religious  Musings,  p.  53. 

The  statement  that  this  poem  was 
•written  on  the  Christmas  Eve  of  1794' 
may  be  true  of  some  portion  of  it,  but  is 
very  far  from  being  apphcable  to  the 
whole.  Cottle's  statements  {Early  Recol- 
lections, ii.  51-53)  on  this  point  are 
probably  as  correct  as  it  was  in  the  nature 
of  Cottle  to  make  any  statement,  for  they 
are  corroborated  generally  by  independent 
evidence.  He  says  Coleridge  never  men- 
tioned the  poem  to  him  till  '1806' 
(evidently  a  misprint  for  1796),  and  that  a 
great  part  of  the  poem  was  written  at 
Bristol  while  the  1796  volume  was  being 
printed — a  portion  after  everything  in  the 
volume  preceding  Religious  Musings  was 
in  type.  Coleridge  left  London  for  Bristol 
early  in  January  1795,  and  there  is  no 
reasonable  doubt  that  the  '  unfinished 
poem'  [v.  p.  37)  sent  to  Lamb  soon  after, 
was  Religious  Musings.  The  date  of 
'  Christmas  Eve  1794'  affixed  to  Religious 
Musings  has  exactly  the  same  amount  of 
truth  in  it  as  the  date  'October  1794' 
given  in  1797  to  the  Monody  on  the  Death 
of  Chatterton.  Some  part  of  each  poem 
was  probably  written  on  the  date  given  to 
the  whole.  There  is  no  authority  for  a 
statement  made  by  Bowles  that  the  poem 
was  written  "  in  a  tap-room  at  Reading, " 
while  Coleridge  was  a  dragoon. 

Great  alterations  were  made  from  time 
to  time  in  the  text  of  Religious  Musings, 
and  many  notes  appended  and  discarded. 
All  that  Coleridge  preserved  in  1829  are 
given  with  the  text  except  the  following, 
which  was  dropped  from  the  edition  of 
1834,  possibly  at  Coleridge's  instance.  It 
was  a  note  of  1797  to  1.  34  : — 

To  N'oTjTO!'  diripriKacnv  els   iroWwif 
Qewv  IdioTrjTas. 

Damas.  de  Myst.  ^gyjit. 


The  following  are  discarded  notes  :  — 

1.  43.  See  this  demo?istrated  by  Hart- 
ley, vol.  i.  p.  114,  and  vol.  ii.  p.  329. 
See  it  likewise  proved,  and  freed  from  the 
charge  of  Mysticism,  by  Pistorius  in  his 
Notes  and    Additions   to   part  second  of 


Hartley  on  Man.  Addition  the  18th,  the 
653rd  page  of  the  third  Volume  of  Hartley, 
Octavo  edition.      [Note  of  1797.] 

1.  89.  Our  evil  Passions,  under  the  in- 
fluence of  Religion,  become  innocent,  and 
may  be  made  to  animate  our  virtue — in  the 
same  manner  as  the  thick  mist  melted  by 
the  sun,  increases  the  light  which  it  had 
before  excluded.  In  the  preceding  para- 
graph, agreeably  to  this  truth,  we  had 
allegorically  narrated  the  transfiguration  of 
Fear  into  holy  Awe.      [Note  of  1797.] 

1.  132.  If  to  make  aught  but  the 
Supreme  Reality  the  object  of  final  pur- 
suit, be  Superstition  ;  if  the  attributing 
of  sublime  properties  to  things  or  persons, 
which  those  things  or  persons  neither  do 
nor  can  possess,  be  Superstition ;  then 
Avarice  and  Ambition  are  Superstitions  : 
and  he,  who  wishes  to  estimate  the  evils  of 
Superstition,  should  transport  himself,  not 
to  the  temple  of  the  Mexican  Deities,  but 
to  the  plains  of  Flanders  or  the  coast  of 
Africa.  Such  is  the  sentiment  conveyed 
in  this  and  the  subsequent  lines.    [Note  of 

I797-] 

1.  175.  That  Despot  who  received  the 
wages  of  an  hireling  that  he  might  act  the 
part  of  a  swindler,  and  who  skulked  from 
his  impotent  attacks  on  the  liberties  of 
France  to  perpetrate  more  successful  ini- 
quity in  the  plains  of  Pola^id.'  [Note  of 
1796.] 

1.  180.  The  father  of  the  present 
Prince  of  Hesse-Cassell  supported  himself 
and  his  strumpets  at  Paris  by  the  vast 
sums  which  he  received  from  the  British 
Government  during  the  American  War  for 
the  flesh  of  his  subjects.      [Note  of  1796.] 

1.  215.  I  deem  that  the  teaching  of 
the  gospel  for  hire  is  wrong ;  because 
it  gives  the  teacher  an  improper  bias 
in  favor  of  particular  opinions  on  a  subject 
where  it  is  of  the  last  importance  that 
the  mind  should  be  perfectly  unbiassed. 
Such  is  my  private  opinion  ;  but  I  mean 
not  to  censure  all  hired  teachers,  many 
among  whom  I  know,  and  venerate  as 
the  best  and  wisest  of  men — God  forbid 
that  I  should  think  of  these,  when  I  use 
the  word  Priest,  a  name,  after  which 
any  other  term  of  abhorrence  would  appear 
an  anti-climax.  By  a  Priest  I  mean  a 
man  who  holding  the  scourge  of  power  in 
his  right  hand  and  a  bible  (translated  by 
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authority)  in  his  left,  doth  necessarily  cause 
the  bible  and  the  scourge  to  be  associated 
ideas,  and  so  produces  that  temper  of  mind 
that  leads  to  Infidelity  —  Infidelity  which 
judging  of  Revelation  by  the  doctrines  and 
practices  of  Established  Churches  honors 
God  by  rejecting  Christ.  See  '  Address  to 
the  People,'  Page  57,  sold  by  Parsons, 
Paternoster  Row.     [Note  of  1796.] 

1.  234.     Dr.  Franklin.    [Note  of  1796.  ] 

1.  269.  In  1796  a  long  extract  was 
given  from  Bi'uce  s  Travels,  vol.  iv.  p. 
557.  In  the  proof-sheets  of  1797  Cole- 
ridge proposed  to  add  :  '  The  Simoom  is 
here  introduced  as  emblematical  of  the 
pomp  and  powers  of  Despotism,'  but  the 
note  was  omitted  altogether. — Ed. 

1.  275.  [Behemoth  is]  Used  poetically 
for  a  very  large  quadruped  ;  but  in  general 
it  designates  the  Elephant.  [Note  of 
1796.] 

1.  304.  See  the  sixth  chapter  of  the 
Revelation  of  St.  John  the  Divine.  [Here 
were  quoted  selections  from  vv.  8-15.] 
[Note  of  1796.] 

1.  315.  In  1797  the  note  ran  thus  : 
'  This  passage  alludes  to  the  French  Re- 
volution :  And  the  subsequent  paragraph 
to  the  downfall  of  Religious  Establish- 
ments. I  am  convinced  that  the  Babylon 
of  the  Apocalypse  does  not  apply  to  Rome 
exclusively  ;  but  to  the  union  of  Religion 
with  Power  and  Wealth,  wherever  it  is 
found. ' 

1.  324.  In  1796  the  first  and  second 
verses  of  Rev.  xvii.  r,  2,  were  quoted  in 
a  note.  In  the  proof-sheets  for  1797  Cole- 
ridge proposed  to  add  :  '  The  seventeenth 
and  thirteenth  chapters  of  Revelation 
Scaliger  deemed  the  only  intelligible  chap- 
ters of  the  whole  Apocalypse.  Scaliger- 
ianis,  ii.  pag.  14  and  15.'  But  the  whole 
note  was  cancelled. — Ed. 

1.  359.  The  Millenium  : — in  which  I 
suppose,  that  Man  will  continue  to  enjoy 
the  highest  glory,  of  which  his  human 
nature  is  capable. — That  all  who  in  past 
ages  have  endeavoured  to  ameliorate  the 
state  of  man,  will  rise  and  enjoy  the  fruits 
and  flowers,  the  imperceptible  seeds  of 
which  they  had  sown  in  their  former  Life  : 
and  that  the  wicked  will,  during  the  same 
period,  be  suffering  the  remedies  adapted 
to  their  several  bad  habits.  I  suppose 
that  this   period  will  be  followed  by  the 


passing  away  of  this  Earth,  and  by  our 
entering  the  state  of  pure  intellect  ;  when 
all  Creation  shall  rest  from  its  labours. 
[Note  of  1797.] 

1.  396.  This  paragraph  is  intelligible  to 
those  who,  like  the  Author,  believe  and 
feel  the  sublime  system  of  Berkeley  ;  and 
the  doctrine  of  the  final  Happiness  of  all 
men.      [Note  of  1797.] 

In  1796,  1797,  and  1803  there  was  a 
Motto,  said  to  be  from  '  Akenside  ' :  — 

'  What  tho'  first, 
In  years  unseason'd,  I  attun'd  the  Lay 
To  idle  Passion  and  unreal  Woe  ? 
Yet  serious  Truth  her  empire  o'er  my  song 
Hath    now    asserted  :      Falsehood's    evil 

brood. 
Vice  and  deceitful  Pleasure,  She  at  once 
Excluded,  and  Fancy's  careless  toil 
Drew  to  the  better  cause  ! ' 

Something  externally  like  this  may  be 
found  in  The  Pleasures  of  the  Imagination^ 
near  the  beginning  of  Book  i.  of  the  second 
version  ;  but  Akenside's  words  have  been 
bent  by  Coleridge  to  his  own  purpose, 
after  a  frequent  habit  of  his.  See  '  Adapta- 
tions'  in  the  Addenda  to  this  volume. 

In  1796,  1797,  and  1803  there  appeared 
the  following  : — • 

Argument. 

Introduction  —  Person  of  Christ — His 
Prayer  on  the  Cross — The  Process  of  His 
Doctrines  on  the  Mind  of  the  Individual — 
Character  of  the  Elect  —  Superstition  — 
Digression  to  the  present  War — Origin 
and  Uses  of  Government  and  Property — 
The  Present  State  of  Society  —  French 
Revolution  —  Millenium  —  Universal  Re- 
demption— Conclusion. 


Coleridge's  admiration  of  Religious 
Musings  was,  at  the  period  of  composition 
and  publication,  extremely  high.  Writing 
to  Thelwall  in  May  1796  (in  an  unpub- 
lished letter)  he  says  :  '  I  build  my  poetic 
pretensions  on  the  Religious  Musings, 
which  you  wiU  read  with  a  Poet's  eye,  with 
the  same  unprejudicedness — I  wish  I  could 
add  the  same  pleasure — with  which  I  read 
the  Atheistic  poem  of  Lucretius.  A 
Necessitarian,  I  cannot  possibly  disesteera 
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a  man  for  his  religious  or  anti-religious 
opinions  [Thelwall  was  at  this  time  an 
'  Unbeliever '  of  some  description] — and  as 
an  Ofiimist,  I  feel  diminish'd  concern.  I 
have  studied  the  subject  deeply  and  widely 
— I  cannot  say  without  prejudice  :  for, 
when  I  commenced  the  examination,  I 
was  an  Infidel. ' 

Coleridge  was  greatly  encouraged  in  his 
admiration  by  the  letters  he  received  from 
Lamb  in  1796-97.  Lamb  could  see  no 
faults  in  the  poem  :  Coleridge's  Religious 
Musings  chimed  in  with,  and  stimulated 
his  own  at  the  time,  and  his  critical  vision 
was  temporarily  clouded — just  as  was 
Coleridge's  own  (see  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  10, 
57.  69). 

88.    Oil  observing  a  Blossom  on  the  First 
of  Februmy  1796,  p.  63.      ,L£^^ 

These  verses  appeared  first  in  'the 
Watchman  (No.  VL  April  11,  1796)," 
and  the  blossom  was  seen  no  doubt  by  the 
poet  while  on  his  travels  in  search  of  sub- 
scribers to  that  publication.  The  verses 
are  chiefly  remarkable  for  the  third  line — ■ 

'This  dark,   frieze -coated,    hoarse,   teeth- 
chattering  month ' — ■ 

which  Lamb  thought  worthy  of  Burns. 


89.    Count  Riimford,  p.  64. 

This  sonnet  was  prefixed  to  an  essay  on 
Rumford  in  the  Watchman,  No.  V. 
April  2,  1796.  Neither  sonnet  nor  essay 
bears  any  signature,  and  Coleridge  never 
reprinted  either.  But  there  seems  to  be 
both  internal  evidence  and  probability  in 
favour  of  attributing  both  to  Coleridge. 
We  know  that  he  was  a  great  admirer  of 
Rumford,  especially  of  his  ingenious  fire- 
places. When  about  to  take  up  his  resi- 
dence in  the  poor  little  Stowey  cottage,  his 
great  ambition  was  to  '  Rumfordize  one  of 
the  chimneys.' 

90.   Fragi7ient  from  an  Unpublished 
Poem,  p.  64. 

These  graceful  lines  were  left  by  Cole- 
ridge as  a  waif  in  the  Watchman,  No.  IV. 
March  25,  1796,  whence  they  were  rescued 


by  H.  N.  Coleridge,  and  printed  in  the 
Remains  (1836,  i.  44).  They  were  quoted 
'  from  an  unpublished  Poem '  in  the  course 
of  an  essay  '  On  the  Slave  Trade, '  intro- 
duced by  some  general  observations  on  the 
Divine  purpose  in  permitting  the  existence 
of  evil. 


91.   To 


-,  P-  64. 


This  perfect  little  poem  was  found  in  the 
'Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97'  (see 
Addenda),  and  printed  by  H.  N.  Cole- 
ridge as  a  '  Fragment '  in  the  Re-mains 
(i.  280).  Assuredly,  there  is  nothing 
fragmentary  about  it. 


92.    To  a  Primrose,  p.  64. 

Rescued  in  the  Remains  (i.  47)  from  the 
Watchman,  No.  VIII.  April  27,  1796, 
as  presumably  Coleridge's,  though  it  has 
no  signature. 

93.    Verses  addressed  to  J.  Home  Tooke, 
p.  65. 

These  were  contained  in  a  letter  from 
Coleridge  to  the  Rev.  John  Prior  Estlin,  a 
prominent  Unitarian  minister  and  school- 
master in  Bristol.  The  date  is  '  July  4th ' 
[1796].  '  I  shall  finish  with  some  verses 
which  I  addressed  to  Home  Tooke  and 
the  company  who  met  in  June  28th  [at  the 
Crown  and  Anchor  Tavern,  Fleet  Street] 
to  celebrate  his  poll  [in  the  Westminster 
election,  when  he  polled  the  respectable 
minority  of  2819  votes].  I  begin  by 
alluding  to  the  small  number  which  he 
polled  at  his  first  contest  [1790]  for  West- 
minster. You  must  read  the  lines  two 
abreast.'  {Unpublished  Letters  from  S. 
T.  C.  in  Transactions  of  ' '  Philobiblion 
Soc.")  Lamb  seems  to  have  expected 
that  the  verses  would  be  printed  in  the 
Morning  Chronicle  for  30th  June  (see  Lamb 
to  Coleridge  in  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  27),  but 
they  were  not,  nor  any  notice  of  them 
taken  in  the  press  reports  of  the  banquet. 
Lines  31,  32  were  repeated  in  the  Ode  on 
the  Departing  Year  (Quarto,  1797  and 
1803),  between  11.  83,  84  at  p.  80. 
Coleridge's  belief  in  Home  Tooke  did  not 
last  long. 
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nan  for  his  religious  or  anti-religious 
nions  [Thelwall  was  at  this  time  an 
nbeliever '  of  some  description] — and  as 
Opti7nist,  I  feel  diminish' d  concern.  I 
e  studied  the  subject  deeply  and  widely 

cannot    say   without   prejudice :    for, 
m    I    commenced   the   examination,    I 

an  Infidel.' 

loleridge  was  greatly  encouraged  in  his 
niration  by  the  letters  he  received  from 
nb  in  1796-97.  Lamb  could  see  no 
Its  in  the  poem  :  Coleridge's  Religious 
■.sings  chimed  in  with,  and  stimulated 
own  at  the  time,  and  his  critical  vision 
temporarily  clouded— just  as  was 
eridge's  own  (see  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  10, 

69). 

On  observing  a  Blossom  on  the  First 
of  February  1796,  p.  63.       ,LC_^ 

These  verses  appeared  first  in  'the 
-itchman  (No.  VI.  April  11,  1796),' 
I  the  blossom  was  seen  no  doubt  by  the 
:t  while  on  his  travels  in  search  of  sub- 
bers  to  that  publication.  The  verses 
chiefly  remarkable  for  the  third  line — 

his  dark,   frieze -coated,    hoarse,   teeth- 
chattering  month ' — 

ich  Lamb  thought  worthy  of  Burns. 


89.    Count  Rumford,  p.  64. 

rhis  sonnet  was  prefixed  to  an  essay  on 
mford  in  the  Watchman,  No.  V. 
'ril  2,  1796.  Neither  sonnet  nor  essay 
'irs  any  signature,  and  Coleridge  never 
:  Tinted  either.  But  there  seems  to  be 
!.h  internal  evidence  and  probability  in 
;our  of  attributing  both  to  Coleridge. 
; ;  know  that  he  was  a  great  admirer  of 
I  mford,  especially  of  his  ingenious  fire- 
I  ces.  When  about  to  take  up  his  resi- 
ice  in  the  poor  httle  Stowey  cottage,  his 
:at  ambition  was  to  '  Rumfordize  one  of 
I:  chimneys.' 

.90.    Fragment  fi-om  an  Unpiiblished 
Poem,  p.  64. 

These  graceful  lines  were  left  by  Cole- 
ge  as  a  waif  in  the  Watch7iian,  No.  IV. 
irch  25,  1796,  whence  they  were  rescued 


by  H.  N.  Coleridge,  and  printed  in  the 
Remains  (1836,  i.  44).  They  were  quoted 
'  from  an  unpublished  Poem  '  in  the  course 
of  an  essay  '  On  the  Slave  Trade, '  intro- 
duced by  some  general  observations  on  the 
Divine  purpose  in  permitting  the  existence 
of  evil. 


91.    To 


p.  64. 


This  perfect  little  poem  was  found  in  the 
'Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97'  (see 
Addenda),  and  printed  by  H.  N.  Cole- 
ridge as  a  '  Fragment '  in  the  Remains 
(i.  280).  Assuredly,  there  is  nothing 
fragmentary  about  it. 


92.    To  a  Primrose,  p.  64. 

Rescued  in  the  Remains  (i.  47)  from  the 
Watchman,  No.  VIII.  April  27,  1796, 
as  presumably  Coleridge's,  though  it  has 
no  signature. 


93.    Verses  addressed  to  J.  Home  Tooke, 
p.  65. 

These  were  contained  in  a  letter  from 
Coleridge  to  the  Rev.  John  Prior  Estlin,  a 
prominent  Unitarian  minister  and  school- 
master in  Bristol.  The  date  is  '  July  4th ' 
[1796].  '  I  shall  finish  with  some  verses 
which  I  addressed  to  Home  Tooke  and 
the  company  who  met  in  June  28th  [at  the 
Crown  and  Anchor  Tavern,  Fleet  Street] 
to  celebrate  his  poll  [in  the  Westminster 
election,  when  he  polled  the  respectable 
minority  of  2819  votes].  I  begin  by 
alluding  to  the  small  number  which  he 
polled  at  his  first  contest  [1790]  for  West- 
minster. You  must  read  the  lines  two 
abreast."  {Unpublished  Letters  from  S. 
T.  C.  in  Transactions  of  ' '  Philobiblion 
Soc. ")  Lamb  seems  to  have  expected 
that  the  verses  would  be  printed  in  the 
Morning  Chronicle  for  30th  June  (see  Lamb 
to  Coleridge  in  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  27),  but 
they  were  not,  nor  any  notice  of  them 
taken  in  the  press  reports  of  the  banquet. 
Lines  31,  32  were  repeated  in  tlie  Ode  on 
the  Departing  Year  (Quarto,  1797  and 
1803),  between  11.  83,  84  at  p.  80. 
Coleridge's  belief  in  Home  Tooke  did  not 
last  long. 
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a  man  for  his  religious  or  anti-religious 
opinions  [Thelwall  was  at  this  time  an 
'  Unbeliever '  of  some  description] — and  as 
an  Optimist,  I  feel  diminish'd  concern.  I 
have  studied  the  subject  deeply  and  widely 
— I  cannot  say  without  prejudice  :  for, 
when  I  commenced  the  examination,  I 
was  an  Infidel.' 

Coleridge  was  greatly  encouraged  in  his 
admiration  by  the  letters  he  received  from 
Lamb  in  1796-97.  Lamb  could  see  no 
faults  in  the  poem  :  Coleridge's  Religious 
Musings  chimed  in  with,  and  stimulated 
his  own  at  the  time,  and  his  critical  vision 
was  temporarily  clouded — just  as  was 
Coleridge's  own  (see  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  10, 
57.  69)- 

88.    On  observing  a  Blossom  on  the  First 
of  February  1796,  p.  63.      -L^ 

These  verses  appeared  first  in  'the 
Watchman  (No.  VL  April  11,  1796),' 
and  the  blossom  was  seen  no  doubt  by  the 
poet  while  on  his  travels  in  search  of  sub- 
scribers to  that  publication.  The  verses 
are  chiefly  remarkable  for  the  third  line — 

'This  dark,   frieze -coated,    hoarse,   teeth- 
chattering  month ' — 

which  Lamb  thought  worthy  of  Burns. 


89.    Cozent  Riimford,  p.  64. 

This  sonnet  was  prefixed  to  an  essay  on 
Rumford  in  the  Watchman,  No.  V. 
April  2,  1796.  Neither  sonnet  nor  essay 
bears  any  signature,  and  Coleridge  never 
reprinted  either.  But  there  seems  to  be 
both  internal  evidence  and  probability  in 
favour  of  attributing  both  to  Coleridge. 
We  know  that  he  was  a  great  admirer  of 
Rumford,  especially  of  his  ingenious  fire- 
places. When  about  to  take  up  his  resi- 
dence in  the  poor  httle  Stowey  cottage,  his 
great  ambition  was  to  '  Rumfordize  one  of 
the  chimneys.' 


90.   Fragment  from  an  Unpublished 
Poem,  p.  64. 

These  graceful  lines  were  left  by  Cole- 
ridge as  a  waif  in  the  Watchtnan,  No.  IV. 
March  25,  1796,  whence  they  were  rescued 


by  H.  N.  Coleridge,  and  printed  in  the 
Remains  (1836,  i.  44).  They  were  quoted 
'  from  an  unpublished  Poem  '  in  the  course 
of  an  essay  '  On  the  Slave  Trade,'  intro- 
duced by  some  general  observations  on  the 
Divine  purpose  in  permitting  the  existence 
of  evil. 


-,  p.  64. 


91.    To- 

This  perfect  little  poem  was  found  in  the 
'Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97'  (see 
Addenda),  and  printed  by  H.  N.  Cole- 
ridge as  a  '  Fragment '  in  the  Remains 
(i.  280).  Assuredly,  there  is  nothing 
fragmentary  about  it. 


92.    To  a  P?-ii?trose,  p.  64. 

Rescued  in  the  Remains  (i.  47)  from  the 
Watchman,  No.  VIII.  April  27,  1796, 
as  presumably  Coleridge's,  though  it  has 
no  signature. 

93.    Verses  addressed  to  J.  Home  Tooke, 
p.  65. 

These  were  contained  in  a  letter  from 
Coleridge  to  the  Rev.  John  Prior  Estlin,  a 
prominent  Unitarian  minister  and  school- 
master in  Bristol.  The  date  is  '  July  4th ' 
[1796].  '  I  shall  finish  with  some  verses 
which  I  addressed  to  Home  Tooke  and 
the  company  who  met  in  June  28th  [at  the 
Crown  and  Anchor  Tavern,  Fleet  Street] 
to  celebrate  his  poll  [in  the  Westminster 
election,  when  he  polled  the  respectable 
minority  of  2819  votes].  I  begin  by 
alluding  to  the  small  number  which  he 
polled  at  his  first  contest  [1790]  for  West- 
minster. You  must  read  the  lines  two 
abreast.'  {Unpublished  Letters  from,  S. 
T.  C.  in  Transactions  of  ' '  Philobiblion 
Soc. ")  Lamb  seems  to  have  expected 
that  the  verses  would  be  printed  in  the 
Morning  Chronicle  for  30th  June  (see  Lamb 
to  Coleridge  in  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  27),  but 
they  were  not,  nor  any  notice  of  them 
taken  in  the  press  reports  of  the  banquet. 
Lines  31,  32  were  repeated  in  the  Ode  on 
the  Departing  Year  (Quarto,  1797  and 
1803),  between  11.  83,  84  at  p.  80. 
Coleridge's  belief  in  Home  Tooke  did  not 
last  long. 
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94.   Sonnet  on  receiving  a  Letter  inform- 
ing me  of  the  Birth  of  a  Son,  p.  66. 

First  given  in  the  '  Biographical  Sup- 
plement '  to  the  Biographia  Literaria 
(1847,  ii.  379),  but  printed  with  a  bad 
blunder  in  the  eighth  line,  now  here  first 
corrected  from  the  original  in  Coleridge's 
letter  to  Poole  of  Nov.  i,  1796.  Coleridge 
wrote  '  And  shapeless  feelings ' — this  has 
hitherto  been  given  as  '  hopeless  feelings, ' 
to  the  spoiling  of  the  sense.  In  the  letter, 
over  against  the  sonnet,  Coleridge  writes  : 
'  This  sonnet  puts  in  no  claim  to  poetry 
(indeed,  as  a  composition,  I  think  so  little 
of  them  1  that  I  neglected  to  repeat  them 
to  you),  but  it  is  a  most  faithful  picture  of 
my  feelings  on  a  very  interesting  event. 
When  I  was  with  you  they  were,  indeed, 
excepting  the  first,  in  a  rude  and  undrest 
state. ' 

95.  Sonnet  composed  on  a  Journey 
Homeward,  etc.,  p.  66. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1797,  then  in 
1803,  Sib.  Leaves,  1828  and  1829,  with 
practically  the  same  text.  On  Nov.  i, 
1796,  Coleridge  sent  the  sonnet  to  Poole 
(see  preceding  'Note'),  the  opening  lines 
running  thus  :— 
'  Oft  of  some  unknown  Past  such  Fancies 

roll 
Swift  o'er  my  brain  as  make  the  present 

seem. 
For  a  brief  moment,  like  a  most  strange 

dream, 
When,  not  unconscious  that  she  dreamt, 

the  soul 
Questions   herself  in  sleep  !     And   some 

have  said 
We  liv'd  ere  yet  this  fleshly  robe  we  wore. 
O  my  sweet  Baby  ! '  etc. 

Over  against  the  sonnet  he  wrote : 
'  Almost  all  the  followers  of  Fenelon 
believe  that  men  are  degraded  Intelligences 
who  had  all  once  existed  together  in  a 
paradisiacal  or  perhaps  heavenly  state. 
The  first  four  lines  express  a  feeling  which 
I  have  often  had — the  present  has  appeared 
like  a  vivid  dream  or  exact  similitude  of 
some  past  circumstance.' 

1  He  had  also  transcribed  the  two  sonnets 
which  follow  this  one  on  p.  66. — Ed. 


In  1797  the  lines — 

'  And  some  have  said 
We  lived  ere  yet  the  robe  of  flesh  we  wore,' 

had  this  note — 

'^Hj'  Trou  r\ixi2v  i]  \pvxv  irplv  iv  r^Se  riy 
dvOpuTTLVCj}  eidei  yevecrOai.  —  PLAT,  in 
PhcBdon. 

(The  exact  reference  is  cap.  xviii.  p. 
72  e.  See  an  interesting  passage  on  this 
Platonic  idea  in  Biog.  Lit.  chap.  xxii. 
1817,  ii.  167.) 

96.  Sonnet  to  a  Friejtd  who  asked  how  I 

felt,  etc.,  p.  66. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1797,  and  re- 
printed 1803,  Sib.  Leaves,  1828  and 
1829,  without  injportant  change  in  text. 
The  sonnet  seems  to  have  been  sent  to 
Lamb  early  in  November  1796.  His 
remarks  on  it  were  written  on  the  8th  > 
(Ainger's  Letters,  i.  46)  : — 

'  I  will  keep  my  eyes  open  reluctantly  a 
minute  longer  to  tell  you  that  I  love  you 
for  those  simple,  tender,  heart -flowing 
lines  with  which  you  conclude  your  last, 
and,  in  my  eyes,  best  "  Sonnet  "  (as  you 
call  'em) — 

"So  for  the  mother's  sake  the  child  was  i 
dear. 
And  dearer  was  the  mother  for  the  child. " 

'  Cultivate  simplicity,  Coleridge ;  or, 
rather,  I  should  say,  banish  elaborateness  ; 
for  simplicity  springs  spontaneous  from  the 
heart,  and  carries  into  daylight  its  own 
modest  buds  and  genuine,  sweet,  and  clear 
flowers  of  expression.  I  allow  no  hot- 
beds in  the  gardens  of  Parnassus. ' 

The  sonnet  is  a  mere  versification  of  a 
passage  in  the  letter  to  Poole  of  24th 
Sept. ,  printed  in  the  '  Supplement '  to  Biog. 
Lit.  1847,  ii.  374. 

Coleridge's  '  Charleses '  at  this  period 
are  a  little  ambiguous,  and  this  sonnet  may 
have  been  addressed  either  to  Charles  Lloyd 
or  to  Charles  Lamb. 

97.  To  a   Young  Friend  [C.  Lloyd]  on 

his  proposing    to   domesticate   with 
the  Atithor,  p.  67. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1797.     The  five^ 
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concluding  lines  were  omitted  in  1803, 
owing  to  the  breach  between  the  friends 
which  took  place  in  1797.  It  was  for- 
gotten by  both  rather  than  healed.  The 
lines  were  restored  in  Sib.  Leaves  ;  and 
Lloyd  wrote  some  affectionate  lines  about 
Coleridge  in  his  Desultory  Thoughts  in 
London  (1821,  p.  31).  The  scenery  of 
Coleridge's  lines  is  that  of  the  Quantocks, 
but  they  were  written  before  Coleridge  went 
to  live  at  Stowey. 

98.   Lines  addressed  to  a  Young  Man  of 
Fortune,  etc.,  p.  68. 

First  printed  in  the  Cambridge  Intelli- 
gencer, Dec.  17,  1796  ;  next  with  the  Ode 
on  the  Departing  Year  in  the  Quarto  of 
Dec.  1796  ;  and  next  in  Sib.  Leaves. 

99.   Sonnet  to  Charles  Lloyd,  p.  68. 

First  published  in  a  magnificent  folio 
pamphlet — 'Poems  on  the  Death  of  Priscilla 
Farmer,  by  her  Grandson,  Charles  Lloyd. 
Bristol  :  Printed  by  N.  Biggs,  and 
sold  by  James  Phillips,  George  Yard, 
Lombard  Street,  London.  1796.'  It  re- 
appeared with  the  reprint  of  this  set  of 
Sonnets  in  the  joint  volume  of  1797  ;  again, 
in  Lloyd's  Nugce  Canorce,  1819  ;  and  not 
afterwards  until  printed  in  P.  and  D.  W. 
1877-81,  p.  217.  The  folio  pamphlet  (pp. 
27)  contained  also  Lamb's  '  The  Grandam ' 
[sicl ;  and  it  is  to  this  that  Lamb  is  alluding 
in  his  letter  to  Coleridge  of  December  10, 
1796  (misprinted  '  1797'  in  all  the  editions 
of  his  Letters)  :  '  1  cannot  but  smile  to  see 
my  granny  so  gayly  deck'd  forth.' 

In  a  copy  of  the  Nugce  CanorcB,  now  in 
the  British  Museum,  Coleridge  has  altered 
the  penultimate  line  to — 

'  Comforts  on  his  late  eve,  whose  youthful 
breast. ' 

100.  To  a  Friend  who  had  declared  his 
Ititention  of  writing  no  more 
Poetry,  p.  69.     iji;" 

First  published  in  the  Annual  An- 
thology for  1800.  The  lines  had  been 
printed  in  1796  in  a  Bristol  newspaper 
(Cottle,  Early  Recoil,  i.  243)  in  aid  of  a 
subscription  for  Burns' s  family  (Burns 
died  July  21,    1796)  ;  the  cutting  is   pre- 


served in  the  volume  of  '  Selections '  of 
Sonnets  which  belonged  to  Thelwall  and 
which  is  now  in  the  Dyce  Collection  at 
S.  K.  (see  'Appendix  K,"  p.  544).  Lamb 
was  the  '  Friend '  ;  see  his  renunciation  in 
the  sad  letter,  announcing  his  mother's 
tragic  death,  dated  Sept.  27,  1796 
(Ainger's  Z^/^erj,  i.  32).  See  also  reference 
to  this  poem  in  the  letter  of  Dec.  10, 
1796  (i.  53  and  54).  Again,  in  an  un- 
printed  portion  of  his  letter  of  January  10, 
1797,  Lamb  asks  :  'Why is  not  your  poem 
on  Burns  in  the  Monthly  Magazinel  I 
was  much  disappointed.  I  have  a 
pleasurable  but  confused  remembrance  of 
it."  On  January  16  he  again  expresses  a 
hope  of  seeing  the  '  poem  on  Burns  '  in  the 
magazine  (i.  67)  ;  but  it  never  appeared 
there. 

Cottle,  with  his  usual  inaccuracy,  says 
that  Coleridge  addressed  the  lines  to 
Charles  Lloyd.^  He  may  be  believed, 
however,  when  he  adds  that  Coleridge 
used  to  read  the  bit  about  Burns  with  a 
'  rasping  force '  which  was  '  inimitable. ' 

1.  16.  The  following  are  the  lines  of 
Pindar  referred  to  in  Coleridge's  note  : — ■ 

IloXXd  HOC  vtt'  dyKuvos  UKia  ^iXrj 
"Ej'Soi'  evrl  (pap^rpas 
^lavdvTa  ffweroiaiv. 

Olymp.  ii.  149,  etc. 

101.    On  a  late  Connubial  Riipttire, 
p.  69. 

First  printed  in  Monthly  Magazine  for 
Sept.  1796.  It  was  sent  to  Lamb  to  be 
offered  to  the  Mornitig  Ch?'onicle,  See 
letter  of  Lamb  to  Coleridge,  July  1-3,  1796 
(Ainger's  Letters,  i.  27).  Coleridge  sent 
the  lines  in  a  letter  to  Estlin  (Coleridge 
Letters,  Philobiblion  Soc.  p.  20)  on  July  4, 
with  the  heading  'To  an  Unfortunate 
Princess,'  the  last  line  reading  : — 

'  Like  two  bright  dew-drops  bosom' d  in 
a  flower.' 

The  poem  was  next  printed  in  Poetical 

1  To  place  the  question  beyond  dispute  I 
quote  the  following  words  from  an  unpublished 
letter  of  Coleridge  to  Thelwall  (Dec.  18,  1796)  : — 
'  [I  send  you]  a  poem  of  mine  on  Burns  which  was 
printed  to  be  dispersed  among  friends.  It  was 
addressed  to  Charles  Lamb.' — Ed. 
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Register  for  1806-1807  (1811)  and  never 
again  until  P.  and  D.  VV.  i.  877-880  ;  i. 
187. 

102.    llie  Destiny  of  Nations,  p.  70. 

This  fragmentary  poem  consists  of 
Coleridge's  contributions  to  'Book  II.'  of 
^ovXhzy'?.  Joan  of  Arc  (Quarto  Edition  of 
1796  only),  together  with  some  additions. 
The  only  one  of  importance  (for  it 
would  be  more  confusing  than  interesting 
to  go  into  minute  details)  is  the  passage 
consisting  of  11.  123-270.  This  was 
written  in  the  latter  part  of  1796,  and 
intended,  with  the  other  passages,  for 
publication  in  the  volume  of  Poems,  1797, 
under  the  title  of  Visions  of  the  Maid  of 
Orleans  (Letter  to  Poole,  Dec.  13,  1796,  in 
T,  Poole  and  his  Friends,  i.  192).  Four 
days  later  Coleridge  tells  Thelwall  (in  an 
unpublished  letter)  that  he  is  printing  his 
bits  oi  Joan  of  Arc  '  with  very  great  altera- 
tions and  an  addition  of  400  lines,  so  as 
to  make  it  a  complete  and  independent 
poem,  entitled^' '  The  Progress  of  Liberty, 
or  the  Visions  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans."  ' 
Early  in  January  1797  Coleridge  informs 
Cottle  that  he  wishes  to  send  the  '  Visions 
of  the  Maid  of  Arc  '  ^  to  Wordsworth  and 
Lamb  for  their  criticisms  (Cottle,  Early 
Recoil,  i.  230;  Rem.  p.  130.  The  passage, 
which  is  garbled,  belongs  to  the  same 
letter  printed  at  i.  188  and  p.  100  of  the 
respective  books).  Whether  the  poem  was 
sent  to  Wordsworth  we  do  not  know,  but 
the  additions  went  to  Lamb,  and  his 
opinion  of  them  is  given  at  great  length  in 
his  letter  to  Coleridge  of  January  5,  1797 
(Ainger's  Letters,  i.  57,  58).  It  was  so  un- 
favourable that  Coleridge  told  Cottle  he 
•  had  not  the  heart  to  finish  the  poem  '  ; 
but  in  a  later  letter  he  attributes  the 
abandonment  of  it  to  his  'anxieties  and 
slothfulness,  acting  in  a  combined  ratio  ' 
{Early  Recoil,  i.  230,  231  ;  Rem.  pp.  130, 
131.  Of  these  letters  I  have  not  seen  the 
originals).  Lamb,  having  succeeded  in 
preventing  the  immediate  publication  of 
the  poem,  points  out  its  beauties  to 
Coleridge  in  a  letter  of  Feb.  13  (Ainger's 
Letters,  i.  69). 

1  Yet  another  projected  title  I  find  in  a  list  of 
poems  in  Coleridge's  hand  :— '  The  Vision  of  the 
Patriot  Maiden.' — Ed. 


Nothing  more  was  heard  of  the  Maid  of 
Orleans  until  she  reappeared  (practically 
in  the  dress  familiar  tq  us)  in  Sib.  Leaves. 

The  following  notes,  all  taken  from  Joan 
of  Arc,  appeared  in  Sib.  Leaves  and  after. 
In  Joan  of  Arc  a  very  long  note  was 
attached  to  line  31.  This  I  omit  because 
Coleridge  never  reprinted  it,  but  it  will  be 
found  by  the  curious  reproduced  in  P.  ana 
D.  IV.  1877-80.  It  is  mainly  an  attack 
on  Sir  Isaac  Newton's  '.(Ether,'  and  Hart- 
ley's application  of  it,  and  on  '  Newton's 
Deity '  who  has  '  delegated  so  much 
power '  that  he  is  '  dethroned  by  Vice- 
gerent Second  Causes.' 

1.  70.  Balda  Zhiok — i.e.  mons  altitu- 
dinis,  the  highest  mountain  in  Lapland. 

1.  71.  '  Solfar  Kapper  ;  capitium  Solfar, 
hie  locus  omnium  quotquot  veterum  Lap- 
ponum  superstitio  sacrificiis  religiosoque 
cultui  dedicavit,  celebratissimus  erat,  in 
parte  sinus  australis  situs,  semimilliario 
spatio  a  mari  distans.  Ipse  locus,  quern 
curiositatis  gratia  aliquando  me  invisisse 
memini,  duobus  prealtis  lapidibus,  sibi 
invicem  oppositis,  quorum  alter  musco  cir- 
cumdatus  erat,  constabat. ' — Leemius  de 
Lapponibus  [1767,  4to,  pp.  171-4]. 

1.  73.  The  Lapland  women  carry  their 
infants  at  their  back  in  a  piece  of  excavated 
wood,  which  serves  them  for  a  cradle. 
Opposite  to  the  infant's  mouth  there  is  a 
hole  for  it  to  breathe  through.  — '  Miran- 
dum  prorsus  est  et  vix  credibile  nisi  cui 
vidisse  contigit.  Lappones  hyeme  iter 
facientes  per  vastos  montes,  perque  horrida 
et  invia  tesqua,  eo  presertim  tempore  quo 
omnia  perpetuis  nivibus  obtecta  sunt  et 
nives  ventis  agitantur  et  in  gyros  aguntur, 
viam  ad  destinata  loca  absque  errore  in- 
venire  posse,  lactantem  autem  infantem  si 
quern  habeat,  ipsa  mater  in  dorso  bajulat, 
in  excavato  ligno  [Gieed'k  ipsi  vocant) 
quo  pro  cunis  utuntur :  in  hoc  infans 
pannis  et  pellibus  convolutus  colligatus 
jacet.' — Leemius  de  Lapponibus  [v.  supra]. 

1.  94.     Jaibme  Aibmo. 

1.  112.  They  call  the  Good  Spirit  Torn- 
garsuck.  The  other  great  but  malignant 
spirit  is  a  nameless  female ;  she  dwells 
under  the  sea  in  a  great  house,  where  she 
can  detain  in  captivity  all  the  animals  of 
the  ocean  by  her  magic  power.  When  a 
dearth  befalls  the  Greenlanders  an  Angekok 
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or  magician  must  undertake  a  journey 
thither.  He  passes  through  the  kingdom 
of  souls,  over  a  horrible  abyss  into  the 
palace  of  this  phantom,  and  by  his  en- 
chantments causes  the  captive  creatures  to 
ascend  directly  to  the  surface  of  the  ocean. 
See  Crantz  s  History  of  Greenland,  vol. 
i.  206. 

1.  327.  Revelation  vi.  9,  11.  'And 
when  he  had  opened  the  fifth  seal  I  saw 
under  the  altar  the  souls  of  them  that  were 
slain  for  the  word  of  God,  and  for  the 
testimony  which  they  held.  And  white 
robes  were  given  unto  every  one  of  them, 
and  it  was  said  unto  them  that  they  should 
rest  yet  for  a  little  season,  until  their 
fellow -servants  also  and  their  brethren, 
that  should  be  killed  as  they  were,  should 
be  fulfilled.' 

The  Slaves  in  the  West  Indies  consider 
death  as  a  passport  to  their  native  country. 
This  sentiment  is  thus  expressed  in  the 
introduction  to  a  Greek  Prize  Ode  on  the 
Slave  Trade,  of  which  the  thoughts  are 
better  than  the  language  in  which  they  are 
conveyed. 

'ii  (r/c6rw  ■K'u\a%  Gdvare,  Trpokeliruv 
Es  yivoi  ffirevdois  VTro^evxdev  ^  " Arq,  * 
Oi)  ^evi.ad'fjcrri  yevijwv  crTrapayfiols 
Oid'  6\oMy/M^, 

'AXXd  kclI  KUKKoLffi  x^P""''^'''''"''') 
K'  acTfiaruiv  x°-P^ '  <po^ephs  jxkv  ecral 
'AXX'  6/ji,ws  'ISiXevdepiq,  avvoiKeis, 
Xtvjv^  TOpapve ! 

AacrKioLS  iirl  vrepiyecrffi.  (rrjcri 
A  !   daXaaaiov  Kadopwvres  otdfia 
AidepowXdjKroLs  virb  ir6(j<T'  dveiai 
Ilar/jtS'  iir'  alav. 

'  Y^vOa  fjidv  "'Epaarai  '^puifiivrjaiv 

Afj.^1  irrjyrjcnv  KLTplvuiv  {/tt'  akcrCov, 
'  Oacr'  virb  l3poTois  'diradov  ^poTol,  to, 
Aeivd  XiyovTi. 

'  Literal  Translation. 

'  Leaving  the  gates  of  darkness,  O  Death! 
hasten  thou  to  a  race  yoked  with  misery  ! 
Thou  wilt  not  be  received  with  lacerations 

^  0  before  s  ought  to  have  been  made  long — 
Sols  VTTO^  is  "an  amphimacer,  not  (as  the  metre 
here  requires)  a  dactyl.— S.  T.  C. 

[MS.  Marginal  note  of  1814.] 


of  cheeks,  nor  with  funeral  ululation — but 
with  circling  dances  and  the  joy  of  songs. 
Thou  art  terrible  indeed,  yet  thou  dwellest 
with  Liberty,  stern  Genius !  Borne  on  thy 
dark  pinions  over  the  swelling  of  Ocean, 
they  return  to  their  native  country.  There, 
by  the  side  of  fountains  beneath  citron- 
groves,  the  lovers  tell  to  their  beloved 
what  horrors,  being  men,  they  had  endured 
from  men.' 

The   complete  text  of  the  Ode  will  be 
found  in  '  Appendix  B.  ' 

In  the  North  British  Review  for  January 
1864  there  is  an  article  entitled  '  Biblio- 
mania, '  in  which  is  amusingly  described  a 
copy  of  the  quarto  edition  of  Joan  of  Aix, 
'  the  identical  copy  mentioned  in  a  note  to 
the  last  edition  of  the  Biog.  Lit.  vol.  ii.  p. 
31'  (says  the  reviewer).  It  is  the  copy 
mentioned  in  '  an  unpublished  letter'  of 
Coleridge  (to  Wade),  '  Bristol,  July  [really 
June]  16,  1814':  '  I  looked  over  the  five  first 
Books  of  the  1st  (quarto)  edition  of  Joan 
of  A7-C  yesterday  at  Hood's  request  in 
order  to  mark  the  lines  written  by  me.  I 
was  really  astonished — i,  at  the  schoolboy 
wretched  allegoric  machinery ;  2,  at  the 
transmogrification  of  the  fanatic  Virago, 
into  a  modern  novel-pawing  proselyte  of 
the  Age  of  Reason,  a  Tom  Paine  in  Petti- 
coats, but  so  lovely  !  and  in  love  more 
dear!  "  0«  her  rubied  cheek  hung  pity' s 
crystal  gem"  ;  3,  at  the  utter  want  of  all 
rhythm  in  the  verse,  the  monotony  and 
dead  plumb  down  of  the  pauses,  and  the 
absence  of  all  bone,  muscle  and  sinew  in 
the  single  lines.'  Certainly  most  of  Cole- 
ridge's scorn  and  satire  is  poured  upon 
Southey's  part,  but  he  does  not  spare  his 
own.  For  instance,  on  the  margin  of  the 
passage  which  contains  11.  271-307  of  The 
Destiny  of  Nations  (p.  75)  he  writes  : 
'  These  are  very  fine  lines,  tho'  I  say  it 
that  should  not  :  but,  hang  me,  if  I  know 
or  ever  did  know  the  meaning  of  them, 
tho'  of  my  own  composition.'  The  follow- 
ing marginal  note  on  11.  454,  455  is  interest- 
ing for  another  reason  :  '  Tho'  these  lines 
may  bear  a  sane  sense,  yet  they  are  easily 
and  more  naturally  interpretable  into  a 
very  false  and  dangerous  one.  But  I  was 
at  that  time  one  of  the  mongrels — the 
Josephedites  [Josephides  =  the  Son  of 
Joseph],  a  proper  name  of  distinction  from 
those  who  believe  in,  as  well  as  believe, 


^^^  Ko-^r^^.-^'C^-'-'e^-t-y 
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Christ,  the  only  begotten  son  of  the  Living 
God,  begotten  before  all  time.' 

11.  166-168.  It  is  amusing  to  find  these 
lines  repeated  almost  verbatim  in  Remorse, 
Act  i.  Sc.  i.  11.  55-58.  Coleridge  used  the 
phrases  to  describe  Dorothy  Wordsworth 
on  her  first  visit  to  Stowey  (Cottle,  Early 
Recoil,  i.  252). 

In  the  annotated  copy  of  P.  W.  1828 
Coleridge  vs^rites  of  The  Destiny  of 
Nations  : — 

'  ^-  377-  A  grievous  defect  here  in  the 
rhyme  [?  rhythm]  recalling  assonance  of 
Peace,  sweet,  eve,  cheek.      Better  thus  : — 

'  Sweet  are  thy  Songs,  O  Peace  !  lenient  of 
care. ' 

11.  381-386  he  marks  as  'Southeyan,' 
and  suggests  their  omission. 

1.  382  he  calls  'a  vile  line,'  marking 
'foul'  with  a  vicious  pen-stroke. 

1.  410.  Short  Peace,  altered  to  Brief. 
And  at  the  end  he  writes  : — 

'  N.  B.  — Within  12  months  after  the  writ- 
ing of  this  Poem,  my  bold  Optimism,  and 
Necessitarianism,  together  with  the  Infra, 
seu  plusquam-Socinianism,  down  to  which, 
step  by  step,  I  had  ««believed,  gave  way 
to  the  day-break  of  a  more  genial  and  less 
shallow  system.  But  I  contemplate  with 
pleasure  these  Phases  of  my  Transition. — 
S.  T.  Coleridge.' 

Many  interesting  comments  on  the  Joan 
of  Arc  version  of  this  poem  will  be  found 
in  Lamb's  undated  letter  to  Coleridge — 
'No.  II.'  of  Canon  Ainger's  edition  (it 
must  have  been  written  in  June  1796)  and 
in  the  three  which  immediately  follow. 


103.    Ode  on  the  Departing  Year,  p.  78. 

First  printed  in  the  Cambridge  Intelli- 
gencer for  Dec.  31,  1796,  with  the  title, 
'  Ode  for  the  last  Day  of  the  Year  1796,' 
and  in  a  much  abbreviated  form.  At  the 
same  time  the  full  text  was  issued  in  a 
small  quarto  pamphlet  (see  '  Appendix 
K  ' ),  with  the  following  letter  of  dedica- 
tion : — 

To  Thomas  Poole,  of  Stowey. 

My  dear  Friend — 

Soon  after  the  commencement  of  this 
month,  the  editor  of  the  Cambridge  Intelli- 


gencer (a  newspaper  conducted  with  so 
much  ability,  and  such  unmi.xed  and  fear- 
less zeal  for  the  interests  of  piety  and 
freedom,  that  I  cannot  but  think  my 
poetry  honoured  by  being  permitted  to 
appear  in  it)  requested  me,  by  letter,  to 
furnish  him  with  some  lines  for  the  last 
day  of  this  year.  I  promised  him  that  I 
would  make  the  attempt ;  but  almost 
immediately  after,  a  rheumatic  complaint 
seized  on  my  head,  and  continued  to  pre- 
vent the  possibility  of  poetic  composition 
till  within  the  last  three  days.  So  in  the 
course  of  the  last  three  days  the  following 
Ode  was  produced.  In  general,  when  an 
author  informs  the  public  that  his  produc- 
tion was  struck  off  in  a  great  hurry,  he 
offers  an  insult,  not  an  excuse.  But  I 
trust  that  the  present  case  is  an  exception, 
and  that  the  peculiar  circumstances  which 
obliged  me  to  write  with  such  unusual 
rapidity  give  a  propriety  to  my  professions 
of  it  :  nee  nunc  earn  apud  te  jacto,  sed  et 
ceteris  indico ;  ne  quis  asperio}-e  lima  car- 
men examinet,  et  a  confuso  scriptum  et  ^ 
quod  f?-igidum  e7-at  ?ii  statim  traderem.  'M 
(I  avail  myself  of  the  words  of  Statius,  ^ 
and  hope  that  I  shall  likewise  be  able  to 
say  of  any  weightier  publication,  what  he 
has  declared  of  his  Thebaid,  that  it  had 
been  tortured  ^  with  a  laborious  polish. 

For  me  to  discuss  the  lite7-ary  merits  of 
this  hasty  composition  were  idle  and  pre- 
sumptuous. If  it  be  found  to  possess  that 
impetuosity  of  transition,  and  that  pre- 
cipitation of  fancy  and  feeling,  which  are 
the  essential  excellencies  of  the  sublimer 
Ode,  its  deficiency  in  less  important 
respects  will  be  easily  pardoned  by  those 
from  whom  alone  praise  could  give  me 
pleasure :  and  whose  minuter  criticisms 
will  be  disarmed  by  the  reflection,  that 
these  lines  were  conceived  '  not  in  the  soft 
obscurities  of  retirement,  or  under  the 
shelter  of  Academic  Groves,  but  amidst 
inconvenience  and  distraction,  in  sickness 
and  in  sorrow.'  I  am  more  an.xious  lest  1 
the  moral  spirit  of  the  Ode  should  be 
mistaken.  You,  I  am  sure,  will  not  fail  to 
recollect  that  among  the  ancients,  the  Bard 
and  the  Prophet  were  one  and  the  same 
character  ;  and  you  know  that  although  I 

1  MultA  crudata  Ihiul  [S.  T.  C]     [Silv.  lib. 
iv.  7,  26.] 
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prophesy  curses,  I  pray  fervently  for  bless- 
lings.     Farewell,  Brother  of  my  Soul ! 

O  ever  found  the  same, 

And  trusted  and  beloved  !  ^ 

Never  without  an  emotion  of  honest  pride 
do  I  subscribe  myself 

Your  grateful  and  affectionate  friend, 
S.  T.  Coleridge. 
Beistol,  December  26,  1796.2 

'  The  '  Quarto '  had  no  '  Argument '  (that 
iwas  added  in  1797),  and  had  172  lines 
against  the  no  of  the  C.  I.,  while  even 
the  passages  common  to  both  varied  in  text. 
The  main  differences  between  the  Quarto 
and  the  poem  of  1829  are  these  :  Stanza 
'I.'  was  called  Strophe  I.  ;  Stanza  'II.' 
Strophe  II.  ;  Stanza  'III.'  Epode  ;  Stanza 
'IV.'  Antistrophe  I.  ;  Stanza  'V.'  Anti- 
strophe  II.  ;  and  Stanza  '  VI. '  to  the  end, 
Epode  II. 

After  1.  61  (p.  79)  came  the  following 
passage  : — 

'  When  shall  sceptred  Slaughter  cease  ? 
Awhile  he  crouch'd,  O  Victor  France  ! 
Beneath  the  hghtning  of  thy  lance. 
With      treacherous      dalliance      wooing 
Peace —  (*) 
But  soon  upspringing  from  his  dastard 
I  trance 

(       The    boastful    bloody    Son    of   Pride 
I  betray' d 

1        His  hatred  of  the  blest  and  blessing 
Maid. 
One  cloud,  O  Freedom  !  cross' d  thy  orb 
'  of  Light, 

And    sure,     he    deem'd,    that    orb   was 

quench' d  in  night  : 
For  still  does  Madness  roam  on  Guilt's 
black  dizzy  height ! ' 

(*)  With  this  footnote  : — 

•  To  juggle  this  easily -juggled  people  into 
better  humour  with  the  supplies  (and 
themselves,  perhaps,  affrighted  by  the 
successes  of  the  French)  our  ministry  sent 
an  ambassador  to  Paris  to  sue  for  Peace. 
The  supplies  are  granted  :  and  in  the 
meantime  the  Archduke  Charles  turns  the 

^  Akenside :  PL  of  hnagination  (Second 
Version),  Book  i. — Ed. 

2  Coleridge  took  possession  of  his  cottage  at 
Nether-Stowey  on  the  last  day  of  this  year. — 
Ed. 


scale  of  victory  on  the  Rhine,  and  Buona- 
parte is  checked  before  Mantua.  Straight- 
ways  our  courtly  Messenger  is  commanded 
to  uncurl  his  lips,  and  propose  to  the 
lofty  Republic  to  restore  all  its  conquests, 
and  to  suffer  England  to  retain  all  hers 
(at  least  all  her  important  ones),  as  the 
only  terms  of  Peace,  and  the  ultimatum  of 
the  negotiation  ! 

Qpaaijvei,  yap  atiTxp6//.?)ris 
IdXaiva  IIAPAKOIIA  ■wpUTOir'rju.wv. 
^SCHYL.  Ag.  222-224. 

The  friends  of  Freedom  in  this  country  are 
idle.  Some  are  timid  ;  some  are  selfish  ; 
and  many  the  torpedo  touch  of  hopeless- 
ness has  numbed  into  inactivity.  We 
would  fain  hope  that  (if  the  above  account 
be  accurate — it  is  only  the  French  account) 
this  dreadful  instance  of  infatuation  in  our 
ministry  will  rouse  them  to  one  effort 
more  ;  and  that  at  one  and  the  same  time 
in  our  different  great  towns  the  people  will 
be  called  on  to  think  solemnly,  and  declare 
their  thoughts  fearlessly  by  every  method 
which  the  remnant  of  the  constitution 
allows. 

Coleridge's  '  Notes.' 

At  the  opening  in  1797  (and  after)  : — 

'  This  Ode  was  written  on  the  24th, 
25th,  and  26th  days  of  December  1796  ; 
and  published  separately  on  the  last  day 
of  the  year. ' 

1.  33.  '  Still  echoes  the  dread  Name 
that  o'er  the  ea7-th. '  '  The  Name  of 
Liberty,  which  at  the  commencement  of 
the  French  Revolution  was  both  the  occa- 
sion and  the  pretext  of  unnumbered  crimes 
and  horrors'  (1803  only). 

1.  40.  '  Ah  /  wherefore  does  the 
Northern  Conqueress  stay  1'  'A  subsidiary 
Treaty  had  been  just  concluded  ;  and 
Russia  was  to  have  furnished  more  effectual 
aid  than  that  of  pious  manifestoes  to  the 
Powers  combined  against  France.  I  rejoice 
— not  over  the  deceased  Woman  (I  never 
dared  figure  the  Russian  Sovereign  to  my 
imagination  under  the  dear  and  venerable 
character  of  Woman — Woman,  that  com- 
plex term  for  Mother,  Sister,  Wife  !)  I 
rejoice,  as  at  the  disenshrining  of  a 
Daemon  !  I  rejoice,  as  at  the  extinction 
of  the  evil  Principle  impersonated  !  This 
very  day,   six  years  ago,  the  massacre  of 
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Ismail  was  perpetrated.  Thirty  thou- 
sand    HUMAN    BEINGS,     MEN,     WOMEN, 

AND  Children,  murdered  in  cold  blood, 
for  no  other  crime  than  that  their  garrison 
had  defended  the  place  with  perseverance 
and  bravery  !  Why  should  I  recal  the 
poisoning  of  her  husband,  her  iniquities  in 
Poland,  or  her  late  unmotived  attack  on 
Persia,  the  desolating  ambition  of  her 
public  life;  or  the  libidinous  excesses  of  her 
private  hours  !  I  have  no  wish  to  qualify 
myself  for  the  office  of  Historiographer  to 

theKing  of  Hell !    December zj,,  1796.' 

(Quarto  only). 

1.  63.  '  My  soul  beheld  thy  vision  /  ' 
i.e.  Thy  Image  in  a  vision  (Quarto  only). 

1.  135.  'Abandoned  of  Heaven,'  etc. 
The  Poet,  from  having  considered  the 
peculiar  advantages  which  this  country  has 
enjoyed,  passes  in  rapid  transition  to  the 
uses  which  we  have  made  of  these  advan- 
tages. We  have  been  preserved  by  our 
insular  situation,  from  suffering  the  actual 
horrors  of  War  ourselves,  and  we  have 
shewn  our  gratitude  to  Providence  for  this 
immunity  by  our  eagerness  to  spread  those 
horrors  over  nations  less  happily  situated. 
In  the  midst  of  plenty  and  safety  we  have 
raised  or  joined  the  yell  for  famine  and 
blood.  Of  the  one  hundred  and  seven 
last  years  fifty  have  been  years  of  war.  — 
Such  wickedness  cannot  pass  unpunished. 
We  have  been  proud  and  confident  in  our 
alliances  and  our  fleets  —  but  God  has 
prepared  the  cankerworm,  and  will  smite 
the  gourds  of  our  pride. '  [Here  followed 
Nahum  iii.  8  to  the  end.]  (1797  and 
1803.) 

In  1803  the  '  Argument '  was  distributed 
as  notes  to  the  various  divisions. 

In  1829  there  were  no  notes  except  the 
statement:  'This  Ode  was  written,'  etc. 
(see  above). 

The  texts  of  1797  and  1803  differ  consid- 
erably from  the  Quarto,  but  not  materially 
from  that  of  Sib.  Leaves,  1828  and  1829. 

The  title  varied  a  good  deal.  First  it 
was  '  Ode  for  the  last  Day  of  the  Year 
1796,'  and  afterwards  '  Ode  on,'  or  '  to,' 
'  the  Departing  Year, '  indifferently. 

In  a  copy  of  the  Sib.  Leaves  annotated 
by  Coleridge,  he  wrote  at  the  end  of  the 
Ode  to  the  Departing  Year :  '  Let  it  not 
be  forgotten  during  the  perusal  of  this 
Ode  that  it  was  written  many  years  before 


the  abolition  of  the  Slave  Trade  by  the 
British  Legislature,  likewise  before  the 
invasion  of  Switzerland  by  the  Frencbl 
Republic,  which  occasioned  the  Ode  that 
follows  [France :  an  Ode],  a  kind  of ' 
Palinodia. ' 


104.    To  the  Rev.  George  Coleridge., 
p.  81. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1797,  with  this 
heading  :  Dedication —  To  the  Reverend 
George  Coleridge  of  Ottery  St.  Mary, 
Devon  ;  and  the  motto  from  Horace.  Re- 
printed in  every  edition  since,  with  little 
change  of  text. 

'  In  a  copy  of  the  1797  edition,  now  in 
the  possession  of  Mr.  Frederick  Locker- 
Lampson,  Coleridge  has  written  under- 
neath this  Dedication  as  follows:  "  N.B. 
— If  this  volume  should  ever  be  delivered 
according  to  its  direction,  i.e.  to  Posterity, 
let  it  be  known  that  the  Reverend  George 
Coleridge  was  displeased  and  thought  his 
character  endangered  by  this  Dedication ! 
—S.  T.  Coleridge."'  [Note  in  P.  a«^  Z). 
W.  1877-80.]  Coleridge  would  seem  to 
have  intended  dedicating  the  1797  volume 
to  Bowles  (Ainger's  Letters,  i.  46,  Nov. 
14,  1796). 

1.  10.  '  Thine  and  thy  Brothers' 
favorable  lot'  (1803  only). 

1.  20.  '  Chasing  chance-started  friend- 
ships.' Coleridge's  companion  on  the 
N.  Welsh  tour  of  1794,  John  Hucks, 
addressed  some  lines  to  him  in  his  Poetns 
(Cambridge,  1798),  in  the  course  of  which 
are  these  (p.  148)  : — 

'  Deem  not  the  friendships  of  your  earlier 

days 
False  tho'  "chance-started"  ;  haply  yet 

untried, 
They  are  judg'd  hardly.' 

1.  26.  '  False  and  fairfoliaged  as  the 
Manchineel.'  Coleridge's  life-long  addic- 
tion to  this  rococo  simile  is  curious,  seeing 
that  he  tells  us  in  Biog.  Lit.  chap.  i.  that 
it  was  on  Boyer's  list  of  'interdictions.' 
In  Sept.  1797  Lamb  rallies  him  on  the 
subject  (Ainger's  Letters,  i.  83). 

I.  32.      '  Beside  otte  friend. '     T.  Poole. 

II.  47-49  date  from  Sib.   Leaves,  when 


NOT. 


they  were   substituted   for    those    in    1797 
and  1803 — 
'  Rebuk'd  each  fault  and  wept  o'er  all  my 
woes, 
Who  counts  the  beating  of  the  lonely 

heart 
That  Being  knows, '  etc. 

11.  63,  64  probably  allude  to  the 
congratulatory  verses  addressed  to  S.  T. 
C.  on  his  winning  the  '  Browne  Medal '  in 
1792.     See  '  Note  248." 

105.    On  the  Christening  of  a  Friend^ s 
Child,  p.  83. 

I  know  nothing  of  this  set  of  verses  but 
that  it  was  printed  in  the  '  Supplement ' 
to  Poems,  1797,  and  that  it  was  never 
printed  again  by  the  poet. 

106.  Translation  of  a  Latin  Inscription, 
p.  83. 

First  printed  in  Remains,  i.  50.  In  that 
place  liberties  were  taken  with  the  original 
Latin,  which  is  here  correctly  given,  with 
the  name  of  the  person  commemorated,  by 
the  courtesy  of  the  Vicar  of  Nether-Stowey. 

107.    The  Foster-Mother'' s  Tale,  p.  83 

I  have  removed  this  poem  from  the 
Appendix  to  '  Remorse '  to  the  text,  l^st 
it  might  be  overlooked  in  the  position 
assigned  to  it  by  Coleridge  in  1829.  It 
appeared  in  all  the  editions  of  the  Lyrical 
Ballads. 


108.    The  Dzingeon,  p.  85. 

Believing  that  Coleridge  judged  wisely 
in  giving  this  passage  an  individual  exist- 
ence as  a  poem,  by  printing  it  in  the 
Lyrical  Ballads,  i7'98  and  1800,  I  have 
reprinted  it  in  the  text. 

109.    The  Three  Graves,  p.  85. 

Parts  III.  and  IV.  were  first  printed  in 
The  Friend,'^  No.  VI.  Sept.  '21,  1809.  It 
Was  thus  introduced  : — 

1  The  original  manuscript  'copy'  from  which 
The  Friend  was  printed  at  Penrith  is  now  pre- 
served in  the  Forster  Collection  at  South  Ken- 


'  As  I  wish  to  commence  the  important 
Subject  of — The  Pri7iciples  of  political 
Justice  with  a  separate  number  of  The 
Friend,  and  shall  at  the  same  time  com- 
ply with  the  wishes  communicated  to  me 
by  one  of  my  female  Readers,  who  writes 
as  the  representative  of  manv  others, 
I  sliall  concl  de  this  Number  with  the 
following  Fragment,  as  the  third  and 
fourth  parts  of  a  Tale  consisting  of  six. 
The  two  last  parts  may  be  given  hereafter, 
if  the  present  should  appear  to  ha\e 
afforded  pleasure,  and  to  have  answered 
the  purpose  of  a  relief  and  amusement 
to  my  Readers.  The  story  as  it  is  con- 
tained in  the  first  and  second  parts  is  as 
follows:   Edward,  a  young  farmer.   .    .    .' 

[From  this  point  the  introduction  was 
continued  as  in  the  Sih.  Leaves  (1817)  and 
after.  Here  follows  the  '  Introduction  '  as 
in  1817,  1828,  and  1829,  in  the  exact  text 
of  1829  : — ] 

'  The  Author  has  published  the  following 
humble  fragment,  encouraged  by  the 
decisive  recommendation  of  more  than 
one  of  our  most  celebrated  living  Poets 
[Wordsworth  and  Southey].  The  lan- 
guage was  intended  to  be  dramatic  ;  that 
is,  suited  to  the  narrator  ;  and  the  metre 
corresponds  to  the  homeliness  of  the 
diction.  It  is  therefore  presented  as  the 
fragment,  not  of  a  Poem,  but  of  a  com- 
mon Ballad-tale.  Whether  this  is  suffi- 
cient to  justify  the  adoption  of  such  a  style, 
in  any  metrical  composition  not  professedly 
ludicrous,  the  Author  is  himself  in  some 
doubt.  At  all  events,  it  is  not  presented 
as  poetry,  and  it  is  in  no  way  connected 
with  the  Author's  judgment  concerning 
poetic  diction.  Its  merits,  if  any,  are 
exclusively  psychological.  The  story 
which  must  be  supposed  to  have  been 
narrated  in  the  first  and  second  parts  is  as 
follows  : — 

'  Edward,  a  young  farmer,  meets  at  the 
house  of  Ellen  her  bosom-friend  Mary, 
and  commences  an  acquaintance,  which 
ends  in  a  mutual  attachment.  With  her 
consent,  and  by  the  advice  of  their  com- 
mon friend  Ellen,  he  announces  his  hopes 

sington.  Much  of  it  is  the  handwriting  of  Mrs. 
Wordsworth's  sister,  Miss  Sarah  Hutchinson 
[not  '  Miss  Sarah  Stoddart,'  as  stated  in  P.  and 
D.  W.  1877-80,  ii.  380].— Ed. 
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/ere  substituted  for   those   in   1797 

503— 

uk'd  each  fault  and  wept  o'er  all  my 

woes, 
o  counts  the  beating  of  the  lonely 

heart 
.t  Being  knows,'  etc. 

[63,     64     probably    allude     to    the 
atulatory  verses  addressed   to  S.    T. 
his  winning  the  '  Browne  Medal '  in 
See  '  Note  248.' 


On  the  Christening  of  a  Friend'' s 
Child,  p.  83. 

now  nothing  of  this  set  of  verses  but 
it  was  printed  in  the  '  Supplement ' 
oems,  1797,  and  that  it  was  never 
d  again  by  the  poet,  "^-s^ 

Translation  of  a  Latin  Inscription, 
p.  83. 

fst  printed  in  Remains,  i.  50.  In  that 
liberties  were  taken  with  the  original 
1,  which,  is  here  correctly  given,  with 
lame  of  pferson  commemorated,  by  the 
tesy  of  the  Vicar  of  Nether-Stowey. 

.    The  Foster- Mother's  Tale,  p.  83. 

have  removed  this  poem  from  the 
endix  to  '  Remorse '  to  the  text,  lest 
light  be  overlooked  in  the  position 
jned  to  it  by  Coleridge  in  1829.  It 
;ared  in  all  the  editions  of  the  Lyrical 
lads. 


108.    The  Du7igeon,  p.  85. 

ielieving  that  Coleridge  judged  wisely 
jiving  this  passage  an  individual  exist- 
s  as  a  poem,  by  printing  it  in  the 
■ical  Ballads,  1798  and  1800,  I  have 
rinted  it  in  the  text. 

109.    The  Three  Graves,  p.  85. 

J'arts  III.  and  IV.  were  first  printed  in 
e  Friend,'^  No.  VI.  Sept.  21,  1809.  It 
3  thus  introduced  : — 

The  original  manuscript  'copy'  from  which 
e  Friend  was  printed  at  Penrith  is  now  pre- 
red  in  the  Forster  Collection  at  South  Ken- 


'  As  I  wish  to  commence  the  important 
Subject  of — The  Principles  of  political 
Justice  with  a  separate  number  of  The 
Friend,  and  shall  at  the  same  time  com- 
ply with  the  wishes  communicated  to  me 
by  one  of  my  female  Readers,  who  writes 
as  the  representative  of  many  others, 
I  shall  conclude  this  Number  with  the 
following  Fragment,  as  the  third  and 
fourth  parts  of  a  Tale  consisting  of  six. 
The  two  last  parts  may  be  given  hereafter, 
if  the  present  should  appear  to  have 
afforded  pleasure,  and  to  have  answered 
the  purpose  of  a  relief  and  amusement 
to  my  Readers.  The  story  as  it  is  con- 
tained in  the  first  and  second  parts  is  as 
follows:  Edward,  a  yoimg  farmer.   .    .   .' 

[From  this  point  the  introduction  was 
continued  as  in  the  Sib.  Leaves  (1817)  and 
after.  Here  follows  the  '  Introduction  '  as 
in  1817,  1828,  and  1829,  in  the  exact  text 
of  1829  : — ] 

'  The  Author  has  published  the  following 
humble  fragment,  encouraged  by  the 
decisive  recommendation  of  more  than 
one  of  our  most  celebrated  living  Poets 
[Wordsworth  and  Southey],  The  lan- 
guage was  intended  to  be  dramatic  ;  that 
is,  suited  to  the  narrator  ;  and  the  metre 
corresponds  to  the  homeliness  of  the 
diction.  It  is  therefore  presented  as  the 
fragment,  not  of  a  Poem,  but  of  a  com- 
mon Ballad-tale.  Whether  this  is  suffi- 
cient to  justify  the  adoption  of  such  a  style, 
in  any  metrical  composition  not  professedly 
ludicrous,  the  Author  is  himself  in  some 
doubt.  At  all  events,  it  is  not  presented 
as  poetry,  and  it  is  in  no  way  connected 
with  the  Author's  judgment  concerning 
poetic  diction.  Its  merits,  if  any,  are 
exclusively  psychological.  The  story 
which  must  be  supposed  to  have  been 
narrated  in  the  first  and  second  parts  is  as 
follows  : — 

'  Edward,  a  young  farmer,  meets  at  the 
house  of  Ellen  her  bosom-friend  Mary, 
and  commences  an  acquaintance,  which 
ends  in  a  mutual  attachment.  With  her 
consent,  and  by  the  advice  of  their  com- 
mon friend  Ellen,  he  announces  his  hopes 

sington.  Much  of  it  is  the  handwriting  of  Mrs. 
Wordsworth's  sister,  Miss  Sarah  Hutchinson 
[not  '  Miss  Sarah  Stoddart,'  as  stated  in  P.  and 
D.  W.  1877-80,  ii.  380].— Ed. 
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and  intentions  to  Mary's  mother,  a  widow- 
woman  bordering  on  her  fortieth  year,  and 
from  constant  health,  the  possession  of  a 
competent  property,  and  from  having  had 
no  other  children  but  Mary  and  another 
daughter  (the  father  died  in  their  infancy), 
retaining  for  the  greater  part  her  personal 
attractions  and  comeliness  of  appearance  ; 
but  a  woman  of  low  education  and  violent 
temper.  The  answer  which  she  at  once 
returned  to  Edward's  application  was 
remarkable — ■' '  Well,  Edward  !  you  are  a 
handsome  young  fellow,  and  you  shall  have 
my  daughter."  From  this  time  all  their 
wooing  passed  under  the  mother's  eye  ; 
and,  in  fine,  she  became  herself  enamoured 
of  her  future  son-in-law,  and  practised 
every  art,  both  of  endearment  and  of 
calumny,  to  transfer  his  affections  from 
her  daughter  to  herself.  (The  outlines  of 
the  Tale  are  positive  facts,  and  of  no  very 
distant  date,  though  the  author  has  pur- 
posely altered  the  names  and  the  scene  of 
action,  as  well  as  invented  the  characters 
of  the  parties  and  the  detail  of  the  in- 
cidents.) Edward,  however,  though  per- 
plexed by  her  strange  detractions  from  her 
daughter's  good  qualities,  yet  in  the  inno- 
cence of  his  own  heart  still  mistook  her 
increasing  fondness  for  motherly  affection  ; 
she  at  length,  overcome  by  her  miserable 
passion,  after  much  abuse  of  Mary's 
temper  and  moral  tendencies,  exclaimed 
with  violent  emotion — "O  Edward!  in- 
deed, indeed,  she  is  not  fit  for  you — she 
has  not  a  heart  to  love  you  as  you  deserve. 
It  is  I  that  love  you  !  Marry  me,  Ed- 
ward !  and  I  will  this  very  day  settle  all 
my  property  on  you."  The  Lover's  eyes 
were  now  opened ;  and  thus  taken  by 
surprise,  whether  from  the  effect  of  the 
horror  which  he  felt,  acting  as  it  were 
hysterically  on  his  nervous  system,  or  that 
at  the  first  moment  he  lost  the  sense  of 
the  guilt  of  the  proposal  in  the  feeling  of 
its  strangeness  and  absurdity,  he  flung  her 
from  him  and  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 
Irritated  by  this  almost  to  frenzy,  the 
woman  fell  on  her  knees,  and  in  a  loud 
voice  that  approached  to  a  scream,  she 
prayed  for  a  curse  both  on  him  and  on 
her  own  child.  Mary  happened  to  be  in 
the  room  directly  above  them,  heard  Ed- 
ward's laugh,  and  her  mother'sblasphemous 
prayer,   and  fainted  away.       He,   hearing 


the  fall,  ran  upstairs,  and  taking  her  ; 
arms,  carried  her  off  to  Ellen's  home  ;j 
after  some  fruitless  attempts  on  her[ 
toward  a  reconciliation  with  her  mc 
she  was  married  to  him. — And  her^ 
third  part  of  the  Tale  begins. 

'  I  was  not  led  to  choose  this  story  ; 
any  partiality  to  tragic,  much  les^ 
monstrous  events  (though  at  the  time  \\ 
composed  the  verses,  somewhat  more 
twelve  years  ago  \i.e.  about  1797],  1 1 
less  averse  to  such  subjects  than  at 
sent),  but  from  finding  in  it  a  striSing 
proof  of  the  possible  effect  on  the  imagina- 
tion, from  an  idea  violently  and  suddenly 
impressed  on  it.  I  had  been  reading 
Bryan  Edwards's  account  of  the  effects  of 
the  Ohy  witchcraft  on  the  Negroes  in  the 
West  Indies,  and  Hearne's  deeply  interest- 
ing anecdotes  of  similar  workings  on  the 
imagination  of  the  Copper  Indians  (those 
of  my  readers  who  have  it  in  their  power 
will  be  well  repaid  for  the  trouble  of  refer- 
ring to  those  works  for  the  passages  alluded 
to) ;  and  I  conceived  the  design  of  she* 
ing  that  instances  of  this  kind  are  iHj 
peculiar  to  savage  or  barbarous  tribes,  aH 
of  illustrating  the  mode  in  which  the  mi^ 
is  affected  in  these  cases,  and  the  progress 
and  symptoms  of  the  morbid  action  on  the 
fancy  from  the  beginning. 

'  The  Tale  is  supposed  to  be  narrated  by 
an  old  Sexton,  in  a  country  church-yard, 
to  a  traveller  whose  curiosity  had  been 
awakened  by  the  appearance  of  three 
graves,  close  by  each  other,  to  two  only  of 
which  there  were  grave-stones.  On  the 
first  of  these  was  the  name,  and  dates,  as 
usual :  on  the  second,  no  name,  but  only  a 
date,  and  the  words,  "  The  Mercy  of  God 
is  infinite."' 


I  do  not  know  whether  Parts  V.  and  VI. 
were  ever  written,  but  Parts  I.  and  II. 
were  found  among  Coleridge's  papers,  and 
although  they  are  somewhat  fragmentar/j 
I  feel  much  gratified  in  being  able  to  print 
them  here  from  his  autograph  MS. 

The  existence  of  the  poem  long  before 
its  appearance  in  The  Friend  is  vouched  for 
by  two  letters  of  Southey  to  Coleridge  of 
1800  and  1801  respectively  {Life  and  Corr, 
of  R.  Southey,  ii.  65  and  ii.  150.  In  both 
letters,  '  Graces '  is  misprinted  for  Graves). 
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In  his  '  Introduction '  Coleridge  promises 
hat  if  The  Three  Graves  is  welcomed,  he 
lay  give  the  two  last  parts.  It  was  ad- 
lired,  for  on  Oct.  9,  1809,  he  wrote  thus 

0  Poole:  'Strange!  but  the  "Three 
.jraves  "  is  the  only  thing  I  have  yet  heard 
;enerally  praised,  and  enquired  after  !  ! ' 
5ut,  as  he  explained  in  Sib.  Leaves — '  Car- 
!ien  reliquum  in  futurum  tempus  relegatum. 
ro-morrow  !  and  To-morrow  !  and  To- 
norrow  ! ' 

1  In  what  Coleridge  called  the  rifacimento 
i.f  'The  Friend'  (1818,  ii.  267),  he  intro- 
luces  the  story  of  M.  E.  Schoning  by  this 
..Uusion  to  The  Three  Graves :  '  In  the 
lomely  Ballad  of  the  Three  Graves 
published  in  my  Sibylline  Leaves)  I 
lave  attempted  to  exemplify  the  effect, 
,vhich  one  painful  idea  vividly  impressed 
)n  the  mind  under  unusual  circumstances, 
bight  have  in  producing  an  alienation  of 
Ihe  understanding ;  and  in  the  parts  hither- 
,0  published,  I  have  endeavoured  to  trace 
he  progress  to  madness,  step  by  step. 
3ut  though  the  main  incidents  are  facts, 
he  detail  of  the  circumstances  is  of  my  own 
nvention,  that  is,  not  what  I  knew,  but 
vhat  I  conceived  likely  to  have  been  the 
;ase,  or  at  least  equivalent  to  it. ' 

The  scenery  as  well  as  the  period  of  The 
Three  Graves  is  that  of  Stowey  and  Alfox- 
ien.  The  hollies  and  the  brook  of  lines 
^76  et  seq.  are  doubtless  the  hollies  and  the 
orook  of  Alfoxden — those  which  are  sung 
in  'Fragment  63,'  p.  460  (which  belongs, 
lowever,  to  Recollections  of  Love).  The 
lollies  are  still  there,  one  of  the  finest 
groups  of  the  species  in  England,  and  the 
jrook  still  sings  to  them. 


[10.    This  Lime-tree  Bower  my  Prison, 
p.  92. 

First  printed  in  the  Annual  Anthology 
"or  1800  with  the  heading  'This  Lime- 
fREE  Bower  my  Prison,  a  Poem,  ad- 
iressed  to  CHARLES  Lamb  of  the  India 
House,  London  ;  and  with  the  '  Advertise- 
ment'— 'Inthejuneof  1797, 'etc.  (seep. 92). 
[The  words  '  Addressed  to  Charles  Lamb 
3f  the  India  House,  London, '  were  never 
"eprinted,  and  therefore  should  have  ap- 
peared within  square  brackets  at  p.  92. ) 

The  text  printed  in  the  Ann.  Anih.  was 


not  the  first  form  of  the  poem  as  composed 
in  1797.  A  contemporary  copy  transcribed 
by  Coleridge  in  a  letter  to  Charles  Lloyd 
runs  as  follows  : — 

'  Well  they  are   gone,    and   here   I    must 

remain. 
This  lime-tree  bower  my  prison  !     They, 

meantime, 
My   friends,    whom    I    may   never   meet 

again. 
On  springy  heath,  along  the  hill-top  edge 
Delighted  wander,   and  look  down,   per- 
chance. 
On  that  same  rifted  dell,  where  the  wet 

ash 
Twists    its   wild   limbs   above    the   ferny 

rocks 
Whose   plumey  ferns  for  ever   nod  and 

drip 
Spray'd   by    the   waterfall.       But    chiefly 

thou. 
My    gentle -hearted    Charles  !    thou   who 

hast  pin'd ' 

[From  this  point  the  text  is  practically 
the  same  as  11.  29-59  (p.  93).  The  close 
is  as  follows  : — ] 

'  Henceforth  I  shall  know 
'Tis  well  to  be  bereft  of  promis'd  good. 
That  we  may  lift  the  Soul  and  contemplate 
With  lively  joy  the  joys  we  cannot  share. 
My  Sara  and  my  friends  !  when  the  last 

Rook 
Beat    its   straight  path  along  the  dusky 

air 
Homeward,    I    bless'd    it  !     deeming    its 

black  wing 
Had    cross'd    the    mighty   orb's    dilated 

blaze 
While  you  stood  gazing  ;  or  when  all  v/as 

still. 
Flew  creeking  o'er  your  heads,  and  had  a 

charm 
For  you,  my  Sara  and  my  friends,  to  whom 
No  sound  is  dissonant  which  tells  of  life  ! ' 

The  text  of  the  An?i.  Anthol.  differs 
hardly  at  all  from  that  of  1829,  but  at 
some  date  unknown  to  me,  Coleridge  took 
a  pen  and,  in  his  own  copy,  reduced  the 
poem,  practically,  to  its  original  version  as 
sent  to  Lloyd. 

When  that  original  was  revised  for  the 
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press,  the  most  notable  change  was  the 
substitution  of  '  My  gentle-hearted  Charles ! ' 
for  '  My  Sara  and  my  friends ! '  near  the  end. 
The  substitution  did  not  altogether  please 
Lamb  ;  although  there  is  no  need  to  take 
'-■>'  the  indignation  he  expressed  very  seriously 
/  /  (see  letters  to  Coleridge  of  Aug.  6th  and 
14th,  1800).  Whatever  reality  there  may 
have  been  originally  in  Lamb's  displeasure, 
soon  evaporated,  but  both  parties  lost  taste 
for  the  poem,  and  it  was  excluded  from  the 
1803  volume.  It  was  revived  at  full  length 
in  Sid.  Leaves  but  without  Lamb's  name  in 
the  heading.  The  name  was  never  restored, 
and  to  this  circumstance,  perhaps,  we  owe 
the  touching  marginal  note  written  in  a 
copy  of  the  P.  W.  1834  (not  in  a  copy  of 
Sib.  Leaves,  as  Talfourd  states  in  his  Final 
Memorials,  ii.  203),  when  the  poet  was 
on  his  death-bed.  It  is  written  over 
against  the  introductory  note  : — '  Ch.  and 
Mary  Lamb — dea7-  to  my  heart,  yea,  as  it 
we}-e,  my  heart. — S.T.C.  JEt.  6j,  iSj^. 
lygy-iSj^  ^  J'/  years/'  Thirty-seven 
years  only  measured  the  distance  between 
the  visit  and  the  death-bed.  The  friend- 
ship, only  once  broken  for  a  few  months, 
and  by  no  fault  of  either,  had  probably 
reached  or  passed  its  jubilee. 

The  following  notes  were  printed  with 
the  poem  in  all  editions  : — 

1.  17.  'Of  long  lank  weeds.'  The 
Asplenium  scolopendrium,,  called  in  some 
countries  the  Adder's  Tongue,  in  others 
the  Hart's  Tongue  ;  but  Withering  gives 
the  Adder's  Tongue  as  the  trivial  name  of 
the  Ophioglossum  only. 

1.  74.  '  Flew  creeking. '  '  Some  months 
after  I  had  written  this  line,  it  gave  me 
pleasure  to  find  that  Bartram  had  observed 
the  same  circumstance  of  the  Savanna 
Crane.  ' '  When  these  Birds  move  their 
wings  in  flight,  their  strokes  are  slow, 
moderate  and  regular  ;  and  even  when  at 
a  considerable  distance  or  high  above  us, 
we  plainly  hear  the  quill -feathers  ;  their 
shafts  and  webs  upon  one  another  creek  as 
the  joints  or  working  of  a  vessel  in  a  tem- 
pestuous sea. " 

The  memory  of  This  Lime-tree  Bower 
my  Prison  might  have  been  lost  between 
1800  and  1817,  but  for  its  inclusion  in 
Mylius's  Poetical  Class-Book  (1810,  and 
often  reprinted). 


III.   Kubla  Khan,  p.  94.       Jk 

First  published  in  1816,  with  the  tl 
'  Kubla  Khan  ;  or,  a  Vision  iMi, 
Dream,'  in  the  same  pamphlet  which  o| 
tained  Christabel  and  The  Pains  of  SlA 
and  preceded  by  the  following  note  : —  4 

Of  the  Fragment  of  Kubla.  KhaiJ 

The  following  fragment  is  here  publislj 
at  the  request  of  a  poet  of  great  and 
served   celebrity  [presumably  Byron], 
as  far  as  the  Author's   own  opinions 
concerned,  rather  as  a  psychological  cu 
osity,  than  on  the  ground  of  any  suppo^j 
poetic  merits. 

In  the  summer  of  the  year  1797,  tltl 
Author,  then  in  ill  health,  had  retired  to  r 
lonely  farm-house  between  Porlock  am 
Linton,  on  the  Exmoor  confines  of  Somer 
set  and  Devonshire.  In  consequence  of  i 
slight  indisposition,  an  anodyne  had  bea 
prescribed,  from  the  effects  of  which  he  fd 
asleep  in  his  chair  at  the  moment  that  hi 
was  reading  the  following  sentence, 
words  of  the  same  substance,  in  '  Purchas'i 
Pilgrimage ' :  '  Here  the  Khan  Kubla  com- 
manded a  palace  to  be  built,  and  a  statel) 
garden  thereunto.  And  thus  ten  miles  o 
fertile  ground  were  inclosed  with  a  wall.'- 
The  Author  continued  for  about  three 
hours  in  a  profound  sleep,  at  least  of  the 
external  senses,  during  which  time  he  has 
the  most  vivid  confidence,  that  he  could 
not  have  composed  less  than  from  two  to 
three  hundred  lines  ;  if  that  indeed  can  be 
called  composition  in  which  all  the  images 
rose  up  before  him  as  things,  with  a  paralld 
production  of  the  correspondent  expres- 
sions, without  any  sensation  or  conscious- 
ness of  effort.  On  awaking  he  appeared 
to  himself  to  have  a  distinct  recollection  of 
the  whole,  and  taking  his  pen,  ink,  and 
paper,  instantly  and  eagerly  wrote  down 
the  lines  that  are  here  preserved.     At  this 

1  '  In  Xamdu  did  Cublai  Can  build  a  stately 
Palace,  encompassing  sixteene  miles  of  plame 
ground  with  a  -wall,  wherein  are  fertile  Med- 
dowes,  pleasant  Springs,  delightfull  Streames, 
and  all  sorts  of  beasts  of  chase  and  game,  and 
in  the  middest  thereof  a  sumptuous  house  of 
pleasure.' — Purchas  his  Pilgrimage :  Lond.fol, 
1626,  Bk.  iv.  chap.  xiii.  p.  418. — Ed. 
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noment  he  was  unfortunately  called  out  by 
I  person  on  business  from  Porlock,  and 
;letained  by  him  above  an  hour,  and  on 
lis  return  to  his  room,  found,  to  his  no 
mall  surprise  and  mortification,  that  though 
le  still  retained  some  vague  and  dim  recol- 
(ection  of  the  general  purport  of  the  vision, 
•et,  with  the  exception  of  some  eight  or  ten 
cattered  lines  and  images,  all  the  rest  had 
:)assed  away  like  the  images  on  the  surface 
)f  a  stream  into  which  a  stone  has  been 
:ast,  but,  alas  !  without  the  after  restora- 
,ion  of  the  latter  ! 

Then  all  the  charm 
s  broken — all  that  phantom-world  so  fair 
/anishes,  and  a  thousand  circlets  spread, 
Vnd  each  mis-shape  the  other.    Stay  awhile, 
^oor  youth  !  who  scarcely  dar'st  lift  up  thine 

eyes — ■ 
The  stream  will  soon  renew  its  smoothness, 

soon 
The  visions  will  return  !     And  lo,  he  stays, 
^nd  soon  the  fragments  dim  of  lovely  forms 
I^ome  trembling  back,  unite,  and  now  once 

more 
The  pool  becomes  a  mirror. 

[From   The  Picture ;  or,  the 
Lover's  Resolution.^ 

Yet  from  the  still  surviving  recollections 
n  his  mind,  the  Author  has  frequently  pur- 
posed to  finish  for  himself  what  had  been 
originally,  as  it  were,  given  to  him.  'Zdp/j.ov  ^ 
idiov  acru  :  but  the  to-morrow  is  yet  to 
;ome. 

As  a  contrast  to  this  vision,  I  have  an- 
nexed a  fragment  of  a  very  different  char- 
icter,  describing  with  equal  fidelity  the 
iream  of  pain  and  disease.^ 

On  the  26th  of  April  18 16  Lamb  wrote 
o  Wordsworth  :  '  Coleridge  is  printing 
"hristabel  by  Lord  Byron's  recommenda- 
ion  to  Murray,  with  what  he  calls  a 
'ision,  Kuhla  Khan,  which  said  vision  he 
■epeats  so  enchantingly  that  it  irradiates 
ind  brings  heaven  and  elysian  bowers  into 
ny  parlour  when  he  sings  or  says  it ;  but 
here  is  an  observation,  ' '  Never  tell  thy 
Ireams,"  and  I  am  almost  afraid  that 
K^uila  Khan  is  an  owl  that  will  not  bear 
iaylight.  I  fear  lest  it  should  be  discovered 
3y  the  lantern  of  typography  and  clear  re- 

1  Auptov,  1834. — Ed. 
2  The  Pains  of  Sleep. — Ed. 


ducting  to  letters  no  better  than  nonsense 
or  no  sense '  (Ainger's  Letters,  i.  305). 

Lamb's  suspicions  were  justified  to  this 
extent  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  made 
fun  of  Kubla  Khan.  But  the  reviewer 
(believed  to  be  Hazlitt)  did  not  think  ■  it 
quite  so  bad  as  Christabel,  or  'mere  raving ' 
like  The  Pains  of  Sleep. 

I  believe  no  manuscript  of  Kubla  Khan 
exists,  but  some  changes  must  have  been 
made  in  the  draft  before  it  was  printed,  for 
in  her  lines  'To  S.  T.  Coleridge,  Esq.,' 
Mrs.  Robinson  (' Perdita,'  who  died  Dec. 
28,  1800)  writes  : — 

'  I'll  mark  thy  "  sunny  dome,"  and  view 
Thy  ' '  caves  of  ice,"  thy  '  'fields  of  dew,"  ' 

the  phrase  italicised  not  being  found  in  the 
published  text. 

Frere  was  probably  thinking  more  of 
Kiibla  Khan  than  of  Rasselas  when  (in 
'  Whistlecraft ')  he  wrote  (1817)  : — 

'  He  found  a  valley  closed  on  every  side 
Resembling  that  which   Rasselas  de- 
scribes ; 
Six  miles  in  length,   and  half  as  many 
wide,"  etc. 

And  again  : — 

'  The  very  river  vanished  out  of  sight, 
Absorbed   in   secret   channels  under- 
ground.' 

112.  The  Rime  of  the  Attcient  Mariner, 
P-  95- 

First  printed  anonymously  in  the  first 
ediiion  oi  Lyrical  Ballads,  1798,  with  the 
title,  The  Rime  of  the  Ancyent  Marinere, 
in  Seven  Parts.  The  text  [was  much 
altered  in  the  second  edition  of  L.B. 
1800.  That  of  the  first  edition,  with 
comparative  readings  from  the  second, 
will  be  found  in  'Appendix  E,'  p.  512. 
Again  reprinted  in  L.B.  1802  and  1805, 
without  material  change  in  text  (1800), 
but  with  omission  of  the  Argument.  Its 
next  appearance  was  in  Sib.  Leaves,  with 
some  changes  of  text  and  the  addition  of 
the  marginal  notes  and  the  motto  from 
Burnet.  No  alterations  of  importance 
were  subsequently  made. 

The  genesis  of  The  Ancient  Mariner 
was  thus  described  to  Miss  Fen  wick  by 
Wordsworth : — 
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'  In  the  autumn  of  1797  [really  Novem- 
ber] he  (Coleridge),  my  sister,  and  myself 
started  from  Alfoxden  pretty  late  in  the 
afternoon  with  a  view  to  visit  Linton  and 
the  Valley  of  Stones,  near  to  it.  Accord- 
ingly we  set  off  and  proceeded  along  the 
Quantock  Hills  towards  Watchet,  and  in 
the  course  of  this  walk  was  planned  the 
poem  of  Tke  Ancient  Mariner,  founded 
on  a  dream,  as  Mr.  Coleridge  said,  of  his 
friend  Mr.  Cruikshank.  Much  the  greatest 
part  of  the  story  was  Mr.  Coleridge's  in- 
vention, but  certain  parts  I  suggested  :  for 
example,  some  crime  was  to  be  committed 
which  should  bring  upon  the  Old  Navi- 
gator, as  Coleridge  afterwards  delighted  to 
call  him,  the  spectral  persecution,  as  a 
consequence  of  that  crime  and  his  own 
wanderings.  I  had  been  reading  in  Shel- 
vocke's  Voyages  a  day  or  two  before  that, 
while  doubling  Cape  Horn,  they  frequently 
saw  albatrosses  in  that  latitude,  the  largest 
sort  of  sea- fowl,  some  extending  their 
wings  twelve  or  thirteen  feet.  "Suppose," 
said  I,  "you  represent  him  as  having 
killed  one  of  these  birds  on  entering  the 
South  Sea,  and  that  the  tutelary  spirits  of 
these  regions  take  upon  them  to  avenge 
the  crime."  The  incident  was  thought  fit 
for  the  purpose  and  adopted  accordingly. 
I  also  suggested  the  navigation  of  the  ship 
by  the  dead  men,  but  do  not  recollect  that 
I  had  anything  more  to  do  with  the  scheme 
of  the  poem.  The  gloss  with  which  it 
was  subsequently  accompanied  was  not 
thought  of  by  either  of  us  at  the  time,  at 
least  not  a  hint  of  it  was  given  to  me,  and 
I  have  no  doubt  it  was  a  gratuitous  after- 
thought. We  began  the  composition  to- 
gether on  that,  to  me,  memorable  evening. 
I  furnished  two  or  three  lines  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  poem,  in  particular — 

"  And  listen' d  like  a  three  years'  child  : 
The  Mariner  had  his  will." 

These  trifling  contributions,  all  but  one, 
which  Mr.  C.  has  with  unnecessary  scru- 
pulosity recorded,  slipped  out  of  his  mind, 
as  they  well  might.  As  we  endeavoured 
to  proceed  conjointly  (I  speak  of  the  same 
evening),  our  respective  manners  proved 
so  widely  different  that  it  would  have  been 
quite  presumptuous  in  me  to  do  anything 
but  separate  from  an  undertaking   upon 


which  I  could  only  have  been   a  clog, 
Memoirs  of    William    Wordsworth, 
don,  1851,  vol.  i.  pp.  107,  108. 

A  further  reminiscence  of  Wordswi 
was  communicated  by  the  Rev.  Alex.  Dyce 
to  H.  N.  Coleridge  : — 

'  When  my  truly  honoured  friend  Mr. 
Wordsworth  was  last  in  London,  soon 
after  the  appearance  of  De  Quincey's  pajjers 
in  Tail's  Magazine,  he  dined  with  me  in 
Gray's  Inn,  and  made  the  following  state- 
ment, which,  I  am  quite  sure,  I  give  yon 
correctly  :  "  The  Ancient  Mariner  was 
founded  on  a  strange  dream,  which  a  friend 
of  Coleridge  had,  who  fancied  he  saw  a 
skeleton  ship,  with  figures  in  it.  We  had 
both  determined  to  write  some  poetry  for 
a  monthly  magazine,  the  profits  of  which 
were  to  defray  the  expenses  of  a  little  ex- 
cursion we  were  to  make  together.  Tht 
Ancient  Mariner  was  intended  for  this 
periodical,  but  was  too  long.  I  had  very 
little  share  in  the  composition  of  it,  for  I: 
soon  found  that  the  style  of  Coleridge  and 
myself  would  not  assimilate.  Besides  the 
lines  (in  the  fourth  part) — 

'  And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  brown. 
As  is  the  ribbed  sea-sand ' — 

I  wrote  the  stanza  (in  the  first  part) — 

'  He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye- 
The  Wedding-Guest  stood  still. 
And  listens  like  a  three-years'  child  : 
The  Mariner  hath  his  will ' — 

and  four  or  five  lines  more  in  different 
parts  of  the  poem,  which  I  could  not  now 
point  out.  The  idea  of  '  shooting  an  al- 
bat7-oss '  was  mine  ;  for  I  had  been  reading 
Shelvocke' s  Voyages,  which  probably  Cole- 
ridge never  saw.  I  also  suggested  the 
reanimation  of  the  dead  bodies,  to  work 
the  ship."  '  [Note  in  Poems  of  S.  T.  C. 
ed.  1852.] 

The  following  is  Coleridge's  account  of 
the  matter,  as  given  in  chap.  xiv.  of  his 
Biog.  Lit. —     ■ 

'  During  the  first  year  that  Mr.  Words- 
worth and  I  were  neighbours,  our  conver- 
sations turned  frequently  on  the  two  car- 
dinal points  of  poetry,  the  power  of 
exciting  the  sympathy  of  the  reader  by  a 
faithful  adherence  to  the  truth  of  nature, 
and  the  power  of   giving  the  interest  of 
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novelty  by  the  modifying  colours  of  im- 
agination. The  sudden  charm,  which 
accidents  of  light  and  shade,  which  moon- 
light or  sunset,  diffused  over  a  known  and 
familiar  landscape,  appeared  to  represent 
the  practicability  of  combining  both. 
These  are  the  poetry  of  nature.  The 
thought  suggested  itself  (to  which  of  us 
I  do  not  recollect)  that  a  series  of  poems 
might  be  composed  of  two  sorts.  In  the 
one,  the  incidents  and  agents  were  to  be,  in 
part  at  least,  supernatural ;  and  the  excel- 
lence aimed  at  was  to  consist  in  the  interest- 
ing of  the  affections  by  the  dramatic  truth 
of  such  emotions,  as  would  naturally  ac- 
company such  situations,  supposing  them 
real.  And  real  in  this  sense  they  have 
been  to  every  human  being  who,  from 
whatever  source  of  delusion,  has  at  any 
time  believed  himself  under  supernatural 
agency.  For  the  second  class,  subjects 
were  to  be  chosen  from  ordinary  life  ;  the 
characters  and  incidents  were  to  be  such  as 
will  be  found  in  every  village  and  its  vicinity 
where  there  is  a  meditative  and  feeling 
mind  to  seek  after  them,  or  to  notice  them 
when  they  present  themselves. 

'  In  this  idea  originated  the  plan  of  the 
Lyrical  Ballads  ;  in  which  it  was  agreed 
that  my  endeavours  should  be  directed  to 
persons  and  characters  supernatural,  or  at 
least  romantic  ;  yet  so  as  to  transfer  from 
our  inward  nature  a  human  interest  and  a 
semblance  of  truth  sufficient  to  procure 
for  these  shadows  of  imagination  that 
willing  suspension  of  disbelief  for  the 
moment,  which  constitutes  poetic  faith. 
Mr.  Wordsworth,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
to  propose  to  himself  as  his  object,  to  give 
the  charm  of  novelty  to  things  of  every 
day,  and  to  excite  a  feeling  analogous  to 
the  supernatural,  by  awakening  the  mind's 
attention  from  the  lethargy  of  custom,  and 
directing  it  to  the  loveliness  and  the  won- 
ders of  the  world  before  us ;  an  inexhaustible 
treasure,  but  for  which,  in  consequence  of 
the  film  of  familiarity  and  selfish  solicitude, 
we  have  eyes,  yet  see  not,  ears  that  hear 
not,  and  hearts  that  neither  feel  nor  under- 
stand. 

'  With  this  view  I  wrote  The  Ancient 
Mariner,  and  was  preparing,  among 
other  poems,  the  Dark  Ladie,  and 
the  Christabel,  in  which  I  should  have 
more  nearly  realised  my  ideal  than  I  had 


done  in  my  first  attempt.  But  Mr. 
W^ordsworth's  industry  had  proved  so 
much  more  successful,  and  the  number  of 
his  poems  so  much  greater,  that  my  com- 
positions, instead  of  forming  a  balance, 
appeared  rather  an  interpolation  of  hetero- 
geneous matter.  Mr.  Wordsworth  added 
two  or  three  poems  written  in  his  own 
character,  in  the  impassioned,  lofty,  and 
sustained  diction  which  is  characteristic 
of  his  genius.  In  this  form  the  Lyrical 
Ballads  were  published. ' 

In  that  curious  thirteenth  chapter  of  the 
Biog.  Lit.  which  contains  the  '  very  judi- 
cious letter'  from  Coleridge  to  himself — in 
which  the  correspondent  advises  the  philo- 
sopher to  '  withdraw '  that  essay  '  On  the 
Imagination,  or  Esemplastic  Power,'  which 
was  never  written — there  is  a  kind  of  post- 
script concerning  The  Ancient  Mariner 
which  was  suppressed  by  the  editor  of  the 
1847  edition  of  the  Biogi'aphia  : — 

'  Whatever  more  than  this  I  shall  think 
it  fit  to  declare  concerning  the  powers  and 
privileges  of  the  imagination  in  the  pre- 
sent work,^  will  be  found  in  the  critical 
essay  on  the  uses  of  the  Supernatural  in 
poetry  and  the  principles  that  regulate  its 
introduction  :  which  the  reader  will  find 
prefixed  to  the  poem  of  The  Ancient 
Mariner.' — Biog.  Lit.  18 17,  i.  296. 

As  regards  the  hints  from  the  outside 
which  were  made  use  of  by  Coleridge,  we 
have  Wordsworth's  statements  respecting 
the  dream  of  their  Stowey  friend  Cruik- 
shank,  the  passage  in  Shelvocke,  and  the 
navigation  of  the  ship  by  the  dead  men. 
Since  Wordsworth's  day  a  claim  has  been 
set  up  for  Captain  Thomas  James's 
'  Strange  and  dangerous  Voyage  .  .  .  in 
his  intended  Discovery  of  the  North-  West 
Passage  into  the  South  Sea  :  London, 
1633,'  as  '  The  Source  of  The  Ancient 
Mariner.'  In  this  httle  book  (Cardiff: 
Owen,  1890)  the  author,  Mr.  Ivor  James, ^ 

1  At  the  time  this  passage  was  written  and 
printed  (18 15),  the  B.L.  and  the  Poems  (Sib. 
Leaves)  were  intended  to  have  been  published  as 
one  book  in  two  volumes.  The  introduction  to 
the  A.M.  was  never  printed — probably  never 
written. — Ed. 

2  Mr.  Ivor  James  was  not  the  first.  In  a 
pamphlet,  which  he  omits   to    mention,   by  J. 
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pushes  his  theory  very  far,  but  he 
makes  it  at  least  probable  that  Coleridge 
had  seen  James's  Voyage,  and  been  in- 
spired by  a  few  phrases  of  the  old  Bristol 
navigator.  One  or  two  will  be  found  in 
the  '  Notes '  below.  Then,  in  the  Gentle- 
man's Magazine  for  October  1853,  it  is 
suggested  that  Coleridge  took  the  idea  of 
the  angelic  navigation  of  the  ship  from 
'  The  Letter  of  Saint  Paulinus  to  Maca- 
rius,  in  which  he  relates  astounding  won- 
ders concerning  the  shipwreck  of  an  old 
man,'  a  curious  document  to  be  found  in 
La  Bigne's  Magna  Bibliotheca  Veterum 
Patrum,  1618.  The  old  man  of  this  story 
of  the  fourth  century  was  the  sole  sur- 
vivor of  a  .ship's  crew  ;  the  ship  was  navi- 
gated by  '  a  crew  of  angels,'  '  steered  by 
the  Pilot  of  the  World '  '  to  the  Lucanian 
shore'  ;  the  fishermen  there  saw  a  crew 
which  they  took  for  soldiers,  and  fled, 
until  recalled  by  the  old  man,  who  shewed 
them  he  was  alone  ;  they  then  towed  the 
ship  into  the  harbour. 

It  is  not  at  all  unlikely  that  Coleridge  had 
read  the  Epistle  of  Paulinus,  Bishop  of 
Nola,  and  honoured  it  by  accepting  a  hint 
or  two  :  but  all  such  hints  are  as  dust  in 
the  balance.  The  Ancient  Mariner  is  the 
one  perfect,  complete,  and  rounded  poem 
of  any  length  which  Coleridge  achieved, 
and,  as  he  said  to  AUsop  :  '  The  Ancient 
Mariner  cannot  be  imitated,  nor  the  poem 
Love.  They  may  be  excelled  :  they  are  not 
imitable'  (i.  95). 

The  Ancient  Mariner  was  very  badly 
received  by  the  critics — even  Southey,  in 
the  Critical  Review,  called  it  '  a  Dutch 
attempt  at  German  sublimity,'  a  remark 
which  called  forth  a  sharp  rebuke  from 
Lamb,  although  it  was  Southey  and  not 
Coleridge  who  was  in  favour  with  Lamb 
just  at  that  time.  Even  to  Wordsworth's 
eye  The  Ancient  Mariner  had  grave 
defects,  and  he  freely  attributed  the  failure 

F.  Nicholls,  City  Librarian  of  Bristol  (^Bristol 
Biographies,  No.  2,  Captain  Thomas  James,  and 
George  Thomas  :  Bristol,  June  1870,  p.  76)  is  the 
following  passage  :  '  It  is  very  likely  indeed  that 
S.  T.  Coleridge,  who  was  a  regular  frequenter  of 
our  old  City  Library,  derived  his  marrow-chilling 
scenes  depicted  in  that  unique  and  immortal 
poem,  The  Ancient  Mariner,  from  Captain 
James's  Strange  and  dangerous  Voyage-' 


of  the  volume  to  what  he  considered  the 
not  altogether  undeserved  unpopularity  ol 
his  friend's  ballad.  The  report,  no  doubt, '1 
reached  Coleridge,  who  naturally  desired' 
that  his  Jonah  should  be  thrown  over- 
board, but  Wordsworth  contented  himsel! 
with  printing  this  patronising  '  Note '  in 
the  second  edition  (1800)  of  the  Lyricai 
Ballads  : — 

'  Note  to  The  Ancient  Mariner. — I  can- 
not refuse  myself  the  gratification  of 
informing  such  Readers  as  may  have 
been  pleased  with  this  Poem,  or  with  any 
part  of  it,  that  they  owe  their  pleasure  in 
some  sort  to  me  ;  as  the  Author  was  him- 
self very  desirous  that  it  should  be  sup- 
pressed. This  wish  had  arisen  from  a 
consciousness  of  the  defects  of  the  Poem, 
and  from  a  knowledge  that  many  persons 
had  been  much  displeased  with  it.  The 
Poem  of  my  Friend  has  indeed  great 
defects ;  first,  that  the  principal  person 
has  no  distinct  character,  either  in  his 
profession  of  Mariner,  or  as  a  human 
being  who  having  been  long  under  the 
controul  of  supernatural  impressions  might 
be  supposed  himself  to  p"artake  of  some- 
thing supernatural  :  secondly,  that  he  does 
not  act,  but  is  continually  acted  upon  : 
thirdly,  that  the  events  having  no  necessary 
connection  do  not  produce  each  other  ;  and 
lastly,  that  the  imagery  is  somewhat  too 
laboriously  accumulated.  Yet  the  Poem 
contains  many  delicate  touches  of  passion, 
and  indeed  the  passion  is  everywhere  true 
to  nature  ;  a  great  number  of  the  stanzas 
present  beautiful  images,  and  are  expressed 
with  unusual  felicity  of  language  ;  and  the 
versification,  tho'  the  metre  is  itself  unfit 
for  long  poems,  is  harmonious  and  artfully 
varied,  exhibiting  the  utmost  powers  of 
that  metre,  and  eveiy  variety  of  which  it 
is  capable.  It  therefore  appeared  to 
me  that  these  several  merits  (the  first  of 
which,  namely,  that  of  the  passion,  is 
of  the  highest  kind)  gave  to  the  Poem 
a  value  which  is  not  often  possessed 
by  better  Poems.  On  this  account  I  re- 
quested of  my  Friend  to  permit  me  to 
repubhsh  it.' 

It  is  necessary  to  read  this  note  to 
understand  Lamb's  remarks  addressed  to 
Wordsworth  in  a  letter  of  January  1800 
(Ainger's  Letters,  i.  164)  too  long  for 
quotation  here.     The  whole  passage  is  a 
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ebutting  criticism  of  Wordsworth's  '  Note. ' 
This  has  been  overlooked  by  Lamb's 
■ditors,  owing,  no  doubt,  to  the  fact  that 
he  '  Note  '  was  never  reprinted. 

In  the  same  letter  Lamb  writes  respect- 
ng  the  new  sub-title :  '  I  am  sorry- 
hat  Coleridge  has  christened  his  Ancient 
Mariner,  "A  Poet's  Reverie";  it  is  as 
sad  as  Bottom  the  Weaver's  declara- 
ion  that  he  is  not  a  lion,  but  only  the 
icenical  representation  of  a  lion.  What 
lew  idea  is  gained  by  this  title,  but  one 
subversive  of  all  credit  —  which  the  tale 
should  force  upon  us  —  of  its  truth  !  ' 
Coleridge  no  doubt  saw  the  force  of  this 
:riticism,  and  intended  to  abandon  the 
5ub- title  in  1802,  for  it  was  carefully 
srased  from  the  heading,  in  the  corrected 
3opy  of  1800  sent  to  the  printer  for  1802, 
hut  its  presence  on  the  half-title  was  prob- 
ably overlooked.  '  A  Poet's  Reverie  '  re- 
appeared in  the  same  place  in  1805,  but 
at  that  time  Coleridge  was  in  Malta. 

As  to  the  '  probability '  and  '  morality ' 
of  the  poem,  about  which  some  critics  (of  an 
order  not  yet  extinct)  were  troubled,  Cole- 
ridge made  these  pertinent  remarks  : — 

'  Mrs.  Barbauld  once  told  me  that  she 
admired  The  A7icient  Mariner  very  much, 
but  that  there  were  two  faults  in  it, — it 
was  improbable,  and  had  no  moral.  As 
for  the  probability,  I  owned  that  that 
might  admit  some  question  ;  but  as  to  the 
want  of  a  moral,  I  told  her  that  in  my  own 
judgment  the  poem  had  too  much  ;  and 
that  the  only,  or  chief  fault,  if  I  might  say 
so,  was  the  obtrusion  of  the  moral  senti- 
ment so  openly  on  the  reader  as  a  principle 
or  cause  of  action  in  a  work  of  such  pure 
imagination.  It  ought  to  have  had  no 
more  moral  than  the  Arabian  Nights' 
tale  of  the  merchant's  sitting  down  to 
eat  dates  by  the  side  of  a  well,  and 
throwing  the  shells  aside,  and  lo !  a 
genie  starts  up,  and  says  he  must  kill 
the  aforesaid  merchant,  because  one  of 
the  date  shells  had,  it  seems,  put  out  the 
eye  of  the  genie's  son." — Table  Talk, 
May  31,  1830. 

The  Ancient  Mariner  was  translated 
into  German  by  Ferdinand  Freiligrath, 
the  editor  of  the  Tauchnitz  edition  of 
Coleridge's  Poems. 


Notes  on  the  Text. 

I.  32.  During  Coleridge's  residence  in 
Stowey  his  friend  Poole  reformed  the 
church  choir,  and  added  a  bassoon  to  its 
resources.  Mrs.  Sandford  {T,  Poole  and 
his  Friends,  i.  247)  happily  suggests,  that 
this  '  was  the  very  original  and  prototype 
of  the  "loud  bassoon"  whose  sound  moved 
the  wedding-guest  to  beat  his  breast. ' 

II.  41-44.  Marginal  note  thereto.  I 
have  ventured  to  taJce  the  liberty  of  altering 
drawn  into  driven.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  ship  was  driven,  not  'drawn,'  along. 
The  line  in  Sib.  Leaves  reads — 

'  And  chased  us  south  along '  ; 

but  in  all  the  four  preceding  texts  it  was — 

'  Like  chaff  we  drove  along '  ; 

and  the  change  in  the  word  here  makes  no 
change  in  the  sense.  Coleridge,  I  have 
no  doubt,  wrote  driven,  but  in  veiy  small 
characters  on  the  narrow  margin  of  the 
Lyrical  Ballads  ;  the  word  was  misprinted 
draivn,  and  the  mistake  was  overlooked 
then  and  after.  The  two  words,  written 
or  printed,  are  not  easily  distinguishable. 

11.  51-70.  If  Coleridge  read  Captain 
James's  'North-west  Passage'  log,  he 
probably  noted  the  following  entries. 
The  references  are  to  the  edition  of  1633. 
It  is  to  be  observed  that  most  of  Captain 
James's  contemporaries  measured  ice- 
bergs by  fathoms,  and  not,  as  he,  by  his 
masts. 

'  All  day  and  all  night,  it  snow'd  hard  ' 
(p.  11);  'The  nights  are  very  cold;  so 
that  our  rigging  freezes'  (p.  15);  'It 
prooved  very  thicke  foule  weather,  and  the 
next  day,  by  two  a  Clocke  in  the  morning, 
we  found  ourselves  incompassed  about 
with  Ice '  (p.  6)  ;  '  We  had  Ice  not  farre 
off  about  us,  and  some  pieces  as  high  as 
our  Top-mast-head '  (p.  7)  ;  '  The  seven- 
teenth ...  we  heard  .  .  .  the  rutt 
against  a  banke  of  Ice  that  lay  on  the 
Shoare.  It  made  a  hollow  and  hideous 
noyse,  like  an  over-fall  of  water,  which 
made  us  to  reason  amongst  our  selves  con- 
cerning it,  for  we  were  not  able  to  see 
about  us,  it  being  darke  night  and  foggie ' 
(p.  8)  ;  '  The  Ice  ,  .  .  crackt  all  over  the 
Bay,  with  a  fearful!  noyse '  (p.  yj)  ;  '  These 
great  pieces  that  came  a  grounde  began  to 
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breake  with  a  most  terrible  thundering 
noyse'  (p.  12);  'This  moriling  ...  we 
unfastened  our  Ship,  and  came  to  saile, 
steering  betwixt  great  pieces  of  Ice  that 
were  a  grounde  in  40  fad. ,  and  twice  as 
high  as  our  Top-mast-head"  (p.  14). 

I  am  indebted  for  this  collection  of 
parallels  to  a  review  of  Mr.  Ivor  James's  The 
Sotirce  of  '  The  Ancient  Mariner,'  in  the 
AihencEum,  March  15,  1890.  The  re- 
viewer adds  :  '  Per  contra,  while  Cole- 
ridge's mariner  saw  his  ice  "green  as 
emerald,"  Capt.  James  saw  it  blue — "some 
of  the  sharpe  blue  corners  [of  the  great 
pieces  of  ice]  did  reach  quite  under  us  " 
(p.  6).' 

1.  104.  In  Sib.  Leaves  the  line  was 
printed — 

'  The  furrow  stream' d  off  free.' 

And  Coleridge  put  this  footnote :  — 

'  In  the  former  edition  the  line  was — • 

"  The  furrow  follow' d  free  "  ; 

but  I  had  not  been  long  on  board  a  ship 
before  I  perceived  that  this  was  the 
image  as  seen  by  a  spectator  from  the 
shore,  or  from  another  vessel.  From  the 
ship  itself  the  Wake  appears  like  a  brook 
flowing  off  from  the  stern.' 

But  in  1828  and  after,  the  old  line 
was  restored. 

I.  164.  T  took  the  thought  of  "grinning 
for  joy,"  from  my  companion's  [Berdmire 

of  Jesus  Coll.  Cambridge]  remark  to  rne, 
when  we  had  climbed  to  the  top  of  Plin- 
limmon,  and  were  nearly  dead  with  thirst. 
We  could  not  speak  from  the  constriction, 
till  we  found  a  little  puddle  under  a  stone. 
He  said  to  me :  "  You  grinned  like  an 
idiot  !  "  He  had  done  the  same.' — Table- 
Talk,  May  31,  1830.      (Second  edition. ) 

II.  185-189. 

'  Are  those  her  ribs  which  fleck' d  the  Sun 
Like  bars  of  a  dungeon  grate  ? 
Are  these  two  all,  all  of  the  crew. 
That  woman  and  her  mate  ? ' 

MS.  Correction  by  S.  T.  C.  of  the 
corresponding  stanza  of  ed.  1798.  [Given 
by  the  Editor  of  1877-80.] 

'  This  ship  it  was  a  pl^,nkless  thing 
A  bare  Anatomy  ! 
A  plankless  Spectre — and  it  mov'd 


Like  a  being  of  the  Sea  ! 

The  woman  and  a  fleshless  man 

Therein  sate  merrily.' 

'This   stanza  was  found  added  in 
handwriting  of  the  Poet,  on  the  margi 
a  copy    of  the    Bristol    [1798]  edition 
Lyrical  Ballads.     It  is  here  printed 
the  first  time. — [Ed.  of  1877-80]. 

11.  201-210.  Among  some  papers 
Coleridge  dated  variously  from  1806,  1807, 
and  1810,  there  exists,  undated,  the  fol- 
lowing recast  of  these  lines  : — 

'  With  never  a  whisper  on  the  main 

Off  shot  the  spectre  ship  : 
And  stifled  words  and  groans  of  pain 


Mix'd  on  each    ^       ,  ,.    ^ 
tremblmg 


hp. 


'  And  we  look'd  round,  and  we  look'd  up,  \ 
And  fear  at  our  hearts,  as  at  a  cup, 

The  Life-blood  seem'd  to  sip — 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dark  the  night. 
The  helmsman's  face  by  his  lamp  gleam'd 
bright, 

From  the  sails  the  dews  did  drip — 
Till  clomb  above  the  Eastern  Bar, 
The  horned  moon,  with  one  bright  star 

Within  its  nether  tip.' 

1.  210.  'It  is  a  common  superstition 
among  sailors  that  something  evil  is  about 
to  happen  whenever  a  star  dogs  the  moon ' 
(MS.  Note  by  S.  T."  C.  now  first  printed). 
[Note  of  Ed.  1877-80.]  But  no  sailor  ever 
saw  a  star  within  the  nether  tip  of  a  horned 
moon. 

I.  372.  Here  came  in  the  four  stanzas 
(11.  362-377)  printed  only  in  1798.  See 
'Appendix  E,'  p.  517. 

II.  414-417.  Borrowed  half  from  Cole- 
ridge's own  Osorio — 

'  Oh  woman  ! 

I  have  stood  silent  like  a  slave  before  thee ' 

[Dying  speech  of  Osorio) 


I 


and  half  from  Sir  John  Davies  : — 

'  For  lo  the  sea  that  fleets  about  the  land, 

And  like  a  girdle  clips  her  solid  waist. 

Music  and  measure  both  doth  understand : 

For  his  great  chrystal  eye  is  always  cast 

Up  to  the  moon,  and  on  her  fixed  fast.' 

Orchestra  ;  or,  A  Poem  on  Dancing. 

St.  xlix.  ed.  1773,  p.  155. 
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■breake  with  a  most  terrible  thundering 
noyse '  (p.  12)  ;  '  This  morning  .  .  .  we 
unfastened  our  Ship,  and  came  to  saile, 
steering  betwixt  great  pieces  of  Ice  that 
were  a  grounde  in  40  fad. ,  and  twice  as 
high  as  our  Top-mast-head  '  (p.  14). 

I  am  indebted  for  this  collection  of 
parallels  to  a  review  of  JVIr.  Ivor  James's  The 
Source  of  '  The  Ancient  Mariner,'  in  the 
AihencEum,  March  15,  1890.  The  re- 
viewer adds  :  '  Per  contra,  while  Cole- 
ridge's mariner  saw  his  ice  ' '  green  as 
emerald,"  Capt.  James  saw  it  blue — "some 
of  the  sharpc  blue  corners  [of  the  great 
pieces  of  ice]  did  reach  quite  under  us" 
(p.  6).' 

1.  104.  In  Sib.  Leaves  the  line  was 
printed — 

'  The  farrow  streani'd  off  free.' 

And  (Joleridge  put  this  footnote:  — 

'  In  the  former  edilion  the  line  was — 

"  The  furrow  follow' d  free"  ; 

but  I  had  not  been  long  on  board  a  ship 
before  I  perceived  that  this  was  the 
image  as  seen  by  a  s|H'ctatnr  fixini  the 
shore,  or  from  another  vessel.  From  the 
ship  itself  the  KTz/t^^  appears  like  a  brook 
flowing  off  from  the  stern.' 

But  in  1828  and  after,  the  old  line 
was  restored. 

I.  164.  T  took  the  thought  of '\.u";7'7?7«2;?^ 
for  joy,"  from  my  companion's  [Berdniora 

of  Jesus  Coll.  Cambridge]  remark  to  me, 
when  we  had  climbed  to  the  top  of  Plin- 
limmon,  and  were  nearly  dead  With  thirst. 
,  We  could  not  speak  from  the  constriction, 
till  we  found  a  little  puddle  under  a  stone. 
He  said  to  me  :  ' '  You  grinned  like  an 
idiot  !  "  He  had  done  the  same.' — Table- 
Talk,  May  31^  1830.      (Second  edition. ) 

II.  185-189. 

'  Are  those  her  ribs  which  fleck' d  the  Sun 
Like  bars  of  a  dungeon  grate  ?' 
Are  these  two  all,  all  of  the  crew, 
That  woman  and  her  mate  ? ' 

MS.  Correction  by  S.  T.  C.  of  the 
corresponding  stanza  of  ed.  1798.  [Given 
by  the  Editor  of  1877-80.] 

'  This  ship  it  was  a  plankless  thing 
,      A  bare  Anatomy  ! 

A  plankless  Spectre — and  it  mov'd 


Like  a  being  of  the  Sea  ! 

The  woman  and  a  flcshless  man 

Therein  sate  merrily.' 

'  This  stanza  was  found  added  in  the 
handwriting  of  the  Poet,  on  the  margin  of 
a  copy  of  the  Bristol  [1798]  edition  of 
Lvriial  Ballads.  It  is  here  printed  for 
the  first  time. — [i'lD.  of  1877-80]. 

11.  20t-2io.  Among  some  papers  of 
Coleridge  dated  variously  from  1806,  1807, 
and  1810,  there  exists,  undated,  the  fol- 
lowing recast  of  these  lines  : — 

'  With  never  a  whisper  on  the  main 

Off  shot  the  spectre  ship  : 

And  stifled  words  and  groans  of  pain 

-  ,.   ,  ,  ,    murmuring  ,. 

Mix  d  on  each    ,       ,  ,.    ^  hp. 
trembhng     ^ 

'  .\nd  we  look'd  round,  and  we  look'd  up, 
And  fear  at  our  hearts,  as  at  a  cup, 

The  Life-blood  seem'd  to  sip — 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dark  the  night, 
The  helmsman's  face  by  his  lamp  gleam'd 
bright. 

From  the  sails  the  dews  did  drip — 
Till  clomb  above  the  Eastern  Bar, 
The  horned  moon,  with  one  bright  star 

Within  its  nether  tip.' 

1.  210.  'It  is  a  common  superstition 
among  sailors  that  something  evil  is  about 
to  happen  whenever  a  star  dogs  the  moon  ' 
(MS.  Note  by  S.  T.  C.  now  first  printed). 
[Note  of  En.  1877-80.]  But  no  sailor  ever 
saw  a  star  within  the  nether  tip  of  a  horned 
moon. 

I.  372.  Here  came  in  the  four  stanzas 
(11.  362-377)  printed  only  in  1798.  See 
'Appendix  E,'  p.  517. 

II.  414-417.  Borrowed  half  from  Cole- 
ridge's own  Osorio — 

'  Oh  woman  ! 
I  have  stood  silent  like  a  slave  before  thee ' 
[Dying  speech  of  Osorio) 

and  half  from  Sir  John  Davies  : — 

'  For  lo  the  sea  that  fleets  about  the  land. 

And  like  a  girdle  clips  her  solid  waist, 

Music  and  measure  both  doth  understand : 

For  his  great  chrystal  eye  is  always  cast 

Up  to  the  moon,  and  on  her  flxed  fast.' 

Orchestra  ;  or,  A  Poem  on  Dancing. 

St.  xlix.  ed.  1773,  p.  iSS-    , 
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11.  422-429  and  the  marginal  note 
thereto.  '  Oddly  enough,  the  most  signifi- 
cant passage  in  the  Voyage  has  been 
overlooked  by  Mr.  James  : — 

' '  What  hath  been  long  agoe  fabled  by 
some  Portingales ,  that  should  have  comne 
this  way  out  of  ihe  South  Sea  :  the  meere 
shaddowes  of  whose  mistaken  Relations 
have  comne  to  us  :  I  leave  to  be  confuted 
by  their  owne  vanitie.  These  hopes  have 
stirred  up,  from  time  to  time,  the  more 
;  active  spirits  of  this  our  Kingdome,  to 
research  that  meerely  imaginary  passage. 
For  mine  owne  part,  I  give  no  credit  to 
them  at  all ;  and  as  little  to  the  vicious, 
and  abusive  wits  of  later  Portingah  and 
Spaniards  :  who  never  speake  of  any  diffi- 
culties :  as  shoalde  water.  Ice,  nor  sight  of 
land  :  but  as  if  they  had  been  brought  home 
in  a  dreame  or  engine"  (p.  107). 

'  The  last  clause  is  not  italicised  by  Capt. 
James,  but  it  would  not  escape  the  eye  of 
Coleridge,  and  it  may  well  have  inspired 
"Part  VI."  of  The  Ancient  Mariner, 
afterwards  elucidated  in  the  gloss  :  ' '  The 
Mariner  hath  been  cast  into  a  trance  :  for 
the  angelic  power  causeth  the  vessel  to 
drive  northward  faster  than  human  life 
could  endure.'  " — Athenaum,  March  15, 
1890.  Review  of  Mr.  Ivor  James's  The 
Source  of  '  The  Ancient  Mariner'  [i.e. 
Capt.  Thos.  James's  Strange  and  danger- 
ous Voyage.      1633]. 

1.  475.  Here  came  in  the  five  stanzas 
(U.  481-502)  printed  only  in  1798.  See 
'  Appendix  E,'  p.  518. 

1.  503.  Here  came  in  the  stanza  (II. 
531-536)  printed  only  in  1798  (p.  519). 
But  the  Editor  of  1877-80  says  that  in  a 
copy  of  1798  Coleridge  put  his  pen  through 
the  stanza  and  wrote  on  the  margin  : — 

'Then  vanish'd  all  the  lovely  lights, 
The  spirits  of  the  air, 
No  souls  of  mortal  men  were  they. 
But  spirits  bright  and  fair. ' 


113.   Sonnets  attempted  in   the  Ma7iner 
of  Contemporary  Writers,  p.   no. 

First  printed  in  the  Monthly  Alagazine 
for  Nov.  1797.  Cottle  prints  {E.R.  i. 
288  ;  Rem.  160)  a  letter  from  Coleridge 
(undated,  but  allusions  in  it  shew  that  it 


must  have  been  written  in  Nov.  1797),  in 
which  he  says  : — 

'  I  sent  to  the  Monthly  Magazine  three 
mock  Sonnets  in  ridicule  of  my  own 
Poems,  and  Charles  Lloyd's,  and  Charles 
Lamb's,  etc.  etc.,  exposing  that  affectation 
of  unaffectedness,  of  jumping  and  mis- 
placed accent,  in  commonplace  epithets, 
flat  lines  forced  into  poetry  by  italics  (sig- 
nifying how  well  and  mouthishly  the 
author  would  read  them),  puny  pathos,  etc. 
etc.  The  instances  were  all  taken  from 
myself  and  Lloyd  and  Lamb.  I  signed 
them  "  Nehemiah  Higginbottom."  I 
think  they  may  do  good  to  our  young 
Bards. ' 

In  Biog.  Lit.  (1817,  i.  26-28)  Coleridge 
gave  what  he  was  then  willing  to  believe 
were  his  reasons  for  writing  these 
parodies  : — 

'  Every  reform,  however  necessary,  will 
by  weak  minds  be  carried  to  an  excess, 
that  itself  will  need  reforming.  The 
reader  will  excuse  me  for  noticing  that  I 
myself  was  the  first  to  expose  risu  honesto 
the  three  sins  of  poetry,  one  or  the  other  of 
which  is  the  most  likely  to  beset  a  young 
writer.  So  long  ago  as  the  publication  of 
the  second  number  of  the  Monthly  Maga- 
zine, under  the  name  of  Nehemiah 
Higginbottom  I  contributed  three  sonnets, 
the  first  of  which  had  for  its  object  to 
excite  a  good-natured  laugh  at  the  spirit 
of  doleful  egotism,  and  at  the  recurrence 
of  favourite  phrases,  with  the  double 
defect  of  being  at  once  trite  and  licen- 
tious. The  second  on  low,  creeping  lan- 
guage and  thoughts,  under  the  pretence 
of  simplicity.  And  the  third,  the  phrases 
of  which  were  borrowed  entirely  from  my 
own  poems,  on  the  indiscriminate  use  of 
elaborate  and  swelling  language  and 
imagery.  The  reader  will  find  them  in 
the  note  below,  and  will  I  trust  regard 
them  as  reprinted  for  biographical  pur- 
poses, and  not  for  their  poetic  merits. ' 

Like  some  later  editors  of  Coleridge's 
poems,  Cottle  is  careful  to  extract  the 
italics  in  which  lay  so  much  of  the  sting  of 
these  satires  ;  and,  in  his  usual  blundering 
fashion,  he  attempts  to  shew  that  they 
were  the  cause  of  the  quarrel  between 
Lamb  and  Coleridge,  provoking  the  bitter 
letter  in  which  the  former  enclosed  the 
Theses    qticedam     Theologicce.       It    is    all 
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nonsense.  The  sonnets  were  printed  in 
Nov.  1797  ;  one  of  Lamb's  most  affec- 
tionate letters  was  written  in  the  middle 
(not  '28th,'  as  printed  in  all  editions)  of 
January  1798,  while  the  Theses  were  sent 
in  the  following  July,  prompted  by  Lamb's 
too  ready  belief  of  some  '  tattle '  of  Lloyd's 
— calumnious  tattle,  only  to  be  explained 
and  excused  by  his  mental  condition.  See 
'  Note  116,'  p.  607. 


114.   Fire,  Famine,  and  Slaughter, 
p.  III. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  Jan. 
8,  1798  ;  reprinted  in  Ann.  Anthol.  for 
1800 ;  next  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817)  with 
an  'Apologetic  Preface'  ;  again  in  1828, 
1829,  and  1834,  always  with  the  Apol. 
Preface.  This  document  is  so  lengthy, 
and  has  so  little  to  do  with  the  squib  out 
of  which  it  grew,  that  I  have  relegated  it  to 
the  Appendix  ['Appendix  I,'  p.  527].  It 
originated  in  an  incident  at  a  dinner-party 
at  Sotheby's  (translator  of  Oberon),  when 
Coleridge  was  quizzed  as  to  the  authorship 
oi  Fire,  Famine,  and  Slaughter.  Coleridge 
took  it  all  very  seriously,  and  wrote  this 
very  serious  and  largely  irrelevant  '  pre- 
face.'  He  never  'smoked'  (to  adopt  a 
favourite  expression  of  his)  the  jest  which 
had  been  played  on  him,  and  in  a  copy  of 
the  1829  edition  of  his  poems  presented  by 
him  to  a  connection,  he  wrote  : — 

'  Braving  the  cry,  O  the  vanity  and  self- 
dotage  of  Authors  !  I  yet,  —  after  a  re- 
perusal  of  the  preceding  Apol.  Pref ,  now 
some  twenty  [12]  years  since  its  first 
publication, — dare  deliver  it  as  my  own 
judgement,  that  both  in  style  and  thought 
it  is  a  work  creditable  to  the  head  and 
heart  of  the  Author,  tho'  he  happen  to 
have  been  the  same  person, — only  a  few 
stone  lighter,  and  with  chesnut  instead  of 
silver  hair,  with  his  critic  and  eulogist.— 
S.  T.  Coleridge.     May  1829.' 

In  Sib.  Leaves  (only)  there  is  prefixed  to 
the  Apol.  Pref.  the  following  mottoes  : — 

'  Me  dolor  incautum,    me  lubrica   duxerit 

astas, 
Me    timor   impulerit,    me    devius    egerit 

ardor  : 
Me  tamen  hand  decuit  paribus  concurrere 

telis. 


En  adsum  :    veniam,   confessus   crimif 
posco. ' 

CLAtTD.  Epist.  ad  Had.\ 

'  There  is  one  that  slippeth  in  his  speed 
but  not  from  his  heart ;  and  who  is  he 
that  hath  not  offended  with  his  tongue?' — 
Ecclesiasticus  xix.  16. 

The  only  notable  .difference  between  the 
text  of  the  verses  as  printed  in  the  M.  P. 
and  in  1829  is  in  the  closing  passage.  In 
the  M.P.  the  ending  is  as  follows  : — 

Fire.     O  thankless  Beldams  and  untrue  ! 
And  is  this  all  that  you  can  do 
For  him  that  did  so  much  for  you  ? 

[To  Slaughter. 
For  you  he  turn'd  the  dust  to  mud, 
With  his  fellow-creatures'  blood  ! 

[To  Famine. 
And  hunger  scorch' d  as  many  more, 
To  make  your  cup  of  joy  run  o'er  ! 

[To  Both. 
Full  ninety  moons  he,  by  my  troth, 
Hath  richly  catered  for  you  both, 
And  in  an  hour  you  would  repay 
An  eight  years'  debt  ?     Away  !  away  ! 
I  alone  am  faithful,  I 
Cling  to  him  everlastingly  ! 

[Signed]  Laberius. 

115.    The  Wanderings  of  Cain,  p.  112 

The  verses  were  first  printed  in  a  note  to 
the  '  Conclusion '  of  Aids  to  Reflection 
(1825,  p.  383),  thus  introduced  : — 

'  We  will  return  to  the  harmless  species 
— the  enthusiastic  Mystics.  .  .  .  Let  us 
imagine  a  poor  Pilgrim  benighted  in  a 
wilderness  or  desart,  and  pursuing  his  way 
in  the  starless  dark  with  a  lanthorn  in  his 
hand.  Chance  or  his  happy  genius  leads 
him  to  an  Oasis  or  natural  Garden,  such 
as  in  the  creations  of  my  youthful  fancy  I 
supposed  Enos  the  Child  of  Cain  to  have 
found.  [Footnote].  —  Will  the  Reader 
forgive  me  if  I  attempt  at  once  to  illustrate 
and  relieve  the  subject  by  annexing  the 
first  stanza  of  the  Poem,  composed  in  the 
same  year  in  which  I  wrote  The  Ancient 
Mariner,  and  the  first  Book  of  Christabell ' 

[Here  follow  the  verses.] 

The  prose  was  first  printed  (without  the 
verses  or  'Prefatory  Note')  in  the  Bijou 
for  1828. 
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y  The  prose  and  poetry,  with  the  '  Prefatory 
Note,'  were  first  printed  together  in  the 
p.  W.  1828,  and  reprinted  in  1829  and 
':834 ;  but  in  1834  the  portion  of  the 
Prefatory  Note '  which  follows  the  verses 
jvas  omitted.     ^  -  .  ^,    -'     1     '  f  i- 

116.    Christahel,  p.  1 16. 

Erratum,  p.  124,  end  of  '  Part  the 
Second.'     For  '  1801 '  read  '  1800.' 

11  First  printed  in  a  pamphlet  (along  with 
Kuhla  Khan  and  The  Pains  of  Sleep), 
■published  by  John  Murray,  18 16,  with  the 
ollowing 

'  Preface. 

The  first  part  of  the  following  poem  was 
vritten  in  the  year  one  thousand  seven 
lundred  and  ninety-seven,  at  Stowey,  in 
he  county  of  Somerset.  The  second  part, 
ifter  my  return  from  Germany,  in  the  year 
)ne  thousand  eight  hundred,  at  Keswick, 
Cumberland.  Since  the  latter  date,  my 
Doetic  powers  have  been,  till  very  lately, 
n  a  state  of  suspended  animation.  But 
IS,  in  my  very  first  conception  of  the  tale, 
[  had  the  whole  present  to  my  mind,  with 
;he  wholeness,  no  less  than  with  the  liveli- 
less  of  a  vision  ;  I  trust  that  I  shall  be 
ible  to  embody  in  verse  the  three  parts 
/^et  to  come,  in  the  course  of  the  present 
>'ear. 

'  It  is  probable,  that  if  the  poem  had  been 
finished  at  either  of  the  former  periods,  or 
if  even  the  first  and  second  part  had  been 
published  in  the  year  1800,  the  impression 
of  its  originality  would  have  been  much 
;g;reater  than  I  dare  at  present  expect. 
But  for  this,  I  have  only  my  own  indolence 
to  blame.  The  dates  are  mentioned  for 
the  exclusive  purpose  of  precluding  charges 
of  plagiarism  or  servile  imitation  from 
myself.  For  there  is  amongst  us  a  set  of 
critics,  who  seem  to  hold,  that  every  pos- 
sible thought  and  image  is  traditional ; 
who  have  no  notion  that  there  are  such 
things  as  fountains  in  the  world,  small  as 
well  as  great  ;  and  who  would  therefore 
■charitably  derive  every  rill  they  behold 
flowing,  from  a  perforation  made  in  some 
other  man's  tank.  I  am  confident,  how- 
ever, that  as  far  as  the  present  poem  is 
concerned,    the    celebrated    poets    whose 


writings  I  might  be  suspected  of  having 
imitated,  either  in  particular  passages,  or 
in  the  tone  and  the  spirit  of  the  whole, 
would  be  among  the  first  to  vindicate  me 
from  the  charge,  and  who,  on  any  striking 
coincidence,  would  permit  me  to  address 
them  in  this  doggerel  version  of  two 
monkish  Latin  hexameters  : — 

'  'Tis  mine  and  it  is  likewise  your's  ; 
But  an  if  this  will  not  do  ; 
Let  it  be  mine,  good  friend  !  for  I 
Am  the  poorer  of  the  two. 

'  I  have  only  to  add,  that  the  metre  of 
the  Christabel  is  not,  properly  speaking, 
irregular,  though  it  may  seem  so  from  its 
being  founded  on  a  new  principle  :  namely, 
that  of  counting  in  each  line  the  accents, 
not  the  syllables.  Though  the  latter  may 
vary  from  seven  to  twelve,  yet  in  each  line 
the  accents  will  be  found  to  be  only  four. 
Nevertheless  this  occasional  variation  in 
number  of  syllables  is  not  introduced 
wantonly,  or  for  the  mere  ends  of  con- 
venience, but  in  correspondence  with  some 
transition,  in  the  nature  of  the  imagery  or 
passion. ' 

When  this  Preface  came  to  be  reprinted 
in  the  Poetical  Works  in  1828  (and 
again  in  the  revised  edition  of  1829), 
although  Coleridge  called  it  the  '  Preface 
to  the  edition  of  1816,'  the  confident 
anticipation  then  expressed  in  the  closing 
words  of  the  first  paragraph  had  to  be 
modified,  the  sentence  ending  thus :  '  I 
trust  I  shall  yet  be  able  to  embody  in 
verse  the  three  parts  yet  to  come.' 

In  1834  the  Preface  was  still  described 
as  that  of  1816,  but  the  passage  beginning, 
'  Since  the  latter  date '  .  .  .  down  to 
'  three  farts  yet  to  come, '  was  omitted 
altogether. 

It  was  intended  that  Christabel  should 
be  included  in  the  second  volume  of  the 
Lyrical  Ballads,  and  the  MS.  (or  part  of 
it)  sent  to  the  printers  (Biggs  and  Cottle, 
Bristol).  But  some  difficulty  occurred,  for 
on  the  15th  Sept.  1800  Wordsworth 
countermanded  the  printing  of  Christabel, 
'for  the  present '  ;  other  poems  of  his  own 
being  then  forwarded  to  go  on  with.  On 
the  20th  the  MS.  of  the  Preface  was  sent. 
It    contained    the    following   paragraph : 
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'  For  the  sake  of  variety,  and  from  a 
consciousness  of  my  own  weakness,  I  have 
again  requested  the  assistance  of  a  friend 
who  contributed  largely  to  the  first  volume,* 
and  who  has  now  furnished  me  with  the 
[long  and  beautiful — these  words  erased] 
Poem  of  Christabel,  without  which  I 
should  not  yet  have  ventured  to  present  a 
second  volume  to  the  public' 

*  '  The  poems  [furnished'\  supplied  by 
my  Friend  are  The  Antient  Mariner,  The 
Foster-Mother's  Tale, The  Nightingale, The 
Dungeon,  and  the  Poem  entitled  Love." 
[Intended  footnote  to  the  above  cancelled 
passage.  ] 

Apparently  three  weeks  passed  without 
any  fresh  '  copy '  being  forwarded  to  the 
printers,  and  at  last  on  the  loth  of  October 
it  is  decided  that  Christabel  cannot  be 
ready.  The  printers  are  told  to  cancel  the 
above  paragraph  and  substitute  another, 
which  is  to  tell  the  reader  that  the  '  Friend ' 
who  supplied  The  Ancient  Mariner,  etc., 
'  has  also  furnished  me  with  a  few  of  those 
poems  in  the  second  volume  which  are 
classed  under  the  title  of  ' '  Poems  on  the 
Naming  of  Places."  If  any  sheets  of 
Christabel  have  been  printed,  they  are  to 
be  cancelled ;  other  poems  will  be  for- 
warded, and  henceforth  the  printers  may 
depend  on  a  constant  supply  of  "  copy."  ' 

What  poems  of  Coleridge's  were  meant 
for  substitutes  does  not  appear  ;  we  only 
know  that  nothing  new  of  his  appeared  in 
the  first,  and  nothing  at  all  in  the  second 
volume  of  any  of  the  editions  of  the 
Lyrical  Ballads.^ 

1  For  these  new  facts  I  am  indebted  to  the 
courtesy  of  Mr.  T.  Norton  Longman,  grandson 
and  successor  of  the  publisher  of  the  Lyrical 
Ballads.  Mr.  Longman  possesses  the  MSS. 
and  proof-sheets  of  these,  and  of  other  volumes 
of  Wordsworth's  Poems,  which  he  kindly- 
allowed  me  to  examine,  with  permission  to  print 
anything  of  interest  I  might  find  in  the  docu- 
ments. Other  notes  in  this  volume  are  enriched 
from  the  same  source.  Coleridge  wrote  most  of 
the  instructions  to  the  printer,  but  signed  them 
all  with  Wordsworth's  name,  and  much  of  the 
transcription  of  poems  is  in  the  hand  of 
Dorothy  Wordsworth.  In  some  cases  all  three 
hands  appear  in  the  same  document.  Cole- 
ridge was  a  frequent  visitor  at  Dove  Cottage 
at  this  period,  as  we  learn  from  Dorothy's 
'  Grasmere  Journals.' — Ed. 


J 


On  the  9th  October  1800,  Coleridge 
wrote  thus  to  H.  Davy  :  '  The  Christabel 
was  running  up  to  1300  lines,  and  was  so 
much  admired  by  Wordsworth  that  he 
thought  it  indelicate  to  print  two  volumes 
with  his  name  in  which  so  much  of  another 
man's  was  included  ;  and,  which  was  of 
more  consequence,  the  poem  was  in  direct 
opposition  to  the  very  purpose  for  which 
the  Lyrical  Ballads  were  published,  viz. 
our  e.xperiment  to  see  how  far  those 
passions  which  alone  give  any  value  to 
e.xtraordinary  incidents  were  capable  of 
interesting  in  and  for  themselves  in  the 
incidents  of  common  life.  We  mean 
to  publish  the  Christabel,  therefore,  with 
a  long  blank-verse  poem  of  Wordsworth's 
entitled  The  Pedlar.  I  assure  you  I  feel 
very  differently  [?  indifferently]  of  Christa- 
bel. I  would  rather  have  written  Ruth, 
and  Nature's  Lady,  than  a  million  such 
poems.' — Fragmentary  Rem.  of  Sir  //. 
Davy,  p.  82. 

Five  days  later  Coleridge  wrote  to 
Poole  :  '  The  truth  is,  the  endeavour  to 
finish  Christabel  (which  has  swelled  into  a 
poem  of  1400  lines)  for  the  second  volume 
of  the  Lyrical  Ballads  threw  my  business 
terribly  back,  and  now  I  am  sweating  for 
it '  ( Unpublished  Letter). 

On  the  ist  NovemlDer  1800  Coleridge 
wrote  thus  to  Josiah  Wedgwood  (Cottle's 
Revi.  439) :  '  Immediately  on  my  arrival 
in  this  country  [Lake  country]  I  undertook 
to  finish  a  poem  which  I  had  begun, 
entitled  Christabel,  for  a  second  volume  of 
the  Lyrical  Ballads.  I  tried  to  perform 
my  promise,  but  the  deep  unutterable 
disgust  which  I  had  suffered  in  the  trans- 
lation of  the  accursed  Wallenstein  seemed 
to  have  stricken  me  with  barrenness  ;  for  I 
tried  and  tried,  and  nothing  would  come  oi 
it.  I  desisted  with  a  deeper  dejection  than 
I  am  willing  to  remember.  The  wind 
from  the  Skiddaw  and  Borrowdale  was 
often  as  loud  as  wind  need  be,  and  many 
a  walk  in  the  clouds  in  the  mountains  did 
I  take  ;  but  all  wottld  not  do,  till  one  day 
I  dined  out  at  the  house  of  a  neighbour- 
ing clerg}'man,  and  somehow  or  other 
drank  so  much  wine,  that  I  found  some 
effort  and  de.xterity  requisite  to  balance 
myself  on  the  hither  edge  of  sobriety. 
The  next  day  my  verse -making  faculties 
returned  to  me,  and  I  proceeded  success 
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illy,  till  my  poem  grew  so  long,  and  in 
'Vordsworth's  opinion  so  impressive,  that 
|e  rejected  it  from  his  volume  as  dispro- 
'ortionate  both  in  size  and  merit,  and  as 
iscordant  in  character. ' 
I  am  entirely  at  a  loss  to  understand 
he  twice  -  repeated  statement  in  these 
;tters  that  Christabel  grew  to  1300  or 
400  lines,  for  the  printed  Christabel, 
■ven  including  the  '  Conclusion  to  Part 
I.,'  makes  only  677  lines,  or  about  half 
he  alleged  quantity,  and  no  unprinted 
)ortion  has  so  far  been  found  among 
Toleridge's  papers. 

We  next  hear  of  Christabel  in  a  letter  of 
anuary  1801  to  Poole.  It  is  to  be  pub- 
ished  '  by  itself '  as  soon  as  some  task- 
vork  (undescribed)  is  off  his  hands.  Next, 
'n  a  letter  to  Poole  of  March  16.  It  is  to 
3e  got  ready  for  the  press,  and  '  published 
immediately'  with  two  essays  annexed 
'  On  the  Preternatural '  and  '  On  Metre. ' 
Next,  in  a  letter  from  Wordsworth  to 
Poole  (April  9)  :  '  Christabel  is  to  be 
printed  at  the  Bulmerian  Press,  with  vign- 
ettes, etc.  etc.  I  long  to  have  the  book 
in  my  hands,  it  will  be  such  a  beauty ! ' 
(Knight's  Life  of  Wordsworth,  i.  216). 

But  nothing  came  of  it  all.  The  will  or 
the  power  to  complete  Christabel  failed,  and 
the  MS.  fragment  was  left  to  flutter  about 
the  '  literary  circles, '  fascinating  all  ears  by 
its  melody.  Scott  heard  it  recited  by 
:John  Stoddart  in  1801,  and  'the  music 
in  his  heart  he  bore, '  reproducing  it  as 
1  best  he  could  in  The  Lay  of  the  Last 
Mi?istrel  of  1805  (Lockhart's  Memoirs, 
1837,  ii.  23 ;  and  Scott's  Preface  to 
1830  ed.  of  the  Lay).  Next,  Byron 
meeting  Coleridge  at  Rogers's  in  181 1 
heard  Christabel,  and  a  few  years  after- 
wards gained  Moore's  hearty  contempt  by 
executing  a  variation  on  the  air,  in  an 
abandoned  opening  of  The  Siege  of  Corinth 
[Life,  1866,  p.  290).  But  Byron  did 
something  much  better,  for  in  1815  he 
recommended  Murray  to  publish  the  frag- 
ment. Such  a  recommendation  was 
equivalent  to  a  command,  and  when 
Coleridge  arrived  on  his  long  visit  to 
the  Gillmans  on  the  15th  April  1816,  he 
carried  in  his  hand  the  proof-sheets  of 
Christabel. 

Its   reception — especially  by  the  Edin- 
burgh  Review,   which    declared    it    to   be 


utterly  destitute  of  value,  exhibiting  from 
beginning  to  end  not  one  ray  of  genius — 
disappointed  Coleridge  and  some  of  his 
friends.  Justly  or  unjustly,  Coleridge 
believed  the  reviewer  to  be  Hazhtt — an 
accusation  too  grave  to  be  lightly  ac- 
cepted. His  own  views  will  be  found  in 
the  last  chapter  of  the  Biog.  Lit.  It  is 
reported  that  Lamb  '  says  Christabel  ought 
never  to  have  been  published  ;  that  no  one 
understood  it,  and  [that?]  Kubla  Khan 
...  is  nonsense  '  (Fanny  Godwin  to  Mary 
Shelley,  July  20,  1816 — Dowden's  Life  of 
Shelley,  ii.  41)  ;  but  as  regards  Christabel 
there  is  no  confirmation  of  this  in  any 
published  letter  of  Lamb's. '  He  feared 
the  effect  of  type  on  Kicbla  Khan  (see 
'Note  III'  on  that  poem),  and  he  may 
have  thought  the  same  of  '  Christabel '  un- 
finished. His  own  admiration  of  the  frag- 
ment was  unbounded.  After  it  had  been 
published,  Frere  'strenuously  advised' 
Coleridge  to  finish  Christabel  (unprinted 
letter  of  S.  T.  C.  to  Poole,  July  22,  1817), 
and  for  years  the  poet  was  haunted  by  the 
sense  of  his  duty  to  complete  what  he  had 
so  gloriously  begun.  But  still  the  resolu- 
tion or  the  inspiration  failed.  He  was 
accustomed  to  plead  the  latter  privation. 
It  was  probably  about  1820  that  he  said 
to  Allsop  (i.  94)  :  '  If  I  should  finish 
Christabel  I  shall  certainly  extend  it  and 
give  it  new  characters  and  a  greater 
number  of  incidents.  This  the  ' '  reading 
public "  require,  and  this  is  the  reason 
that  Sir  W.  Scott's  poems  tho'  so  loosely 
written  are  pleasing,  and  interest  us  by 
their  picturesqueness.  If  a  genial  recur- 
rence of  the  ray  divine  should  occur  for 
a  few  weeks,  I  shall  certainly  attempt 
it.  I  had  the  whole  of  the  two  cantos  in 
my  mind  before  I  began  it ;  certainly  the 
first  canto  is  more  perfect,  has  more  of  the 
true  wild  weird  spirit  than  the  last.  I 
laughed  heartily  at  the  continuation  in  f^<>- 
Blackwood  [June  1819],  which  I  have  ^^e-^^*— 
been  told  is  by  Maginn  :  it  is  in  appear-  A^^ 
ance  and  appearance  only,  a  good  imita-  /p  ^^^-Cj,^ 
tion.  I  do  not  doubt  but  it  gave  more  (^T°^,j(r 
pleasure  and  to  a  greater  number,  than  a  'f'C^Co-S) 
continuation  by  myself  in  the  spirit  of  the  ih^ 
two  first  cantos. '  In  a  letter  of  Allsop  ^  xw.  ■ 
[i.  156]  of  January  1821,  Coleridge  says  ^■'KTb^ >■ 
much  the  same  :  '  Of  my  Poetic  works,  I  --^^  ' 
would  fain  finish  Christabel. ' 
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Gillnian  (Life  of  Coleridge,  p.  283)  says 
that  Coleridge  '  explained  the  story  of 
Christabel  to  his  friends'  ;  and  that  the 
story  is  '  partly  founded  on  the  notion  that 
the  virtuous  of  the  world  save  the  wicked. ' 
Further,  that  certain  incidents  illustrate 
something  which  is  '  the  main  object  of 
the  tale."  One  suspects,  and  hopes,  this 
was  mere  quizzing  on  the  part  of  Coleridge, 
indulged  in  to  relieve  the  pi-essure  of 
prosaic  curiosity,  but  as  there  is  no  other 
completing  scheme  extant  it  may  be  worth 
while  to  preserve  the  following  from  Gill- 
man's  Life  (pp.  301-303),  which  is  no 
doubt  faithfully  reported  : — 

'  The  following  relation  was  to  have  oc- 
cupied a  third  and  fourth  canto,  and  to 
have  closed  the  tale.  Over  the  mountains, 
the  Bard,  as  directed  by  Sir  Leoline,  hastes 
with  his  disciple  ;  but  in  consequence  of 
one  of  those  inundations  supposed  to  be 
common  to  this  country,  the  spot  only 
where  the  castle  once  stood  is  discovered 
— the  edifice  itself  being  washed  away. 
He  determines  to  return.  Geraldine  being 
acquainted  with  all  that  is  passing,  like  the 
weird  sisters  in  Macbeth,  vanishes.  Re- 
appearing, however,  she  awaits  the  return 
of  the  Bard,  exciting  in  the  meantime,  by 
her  wily  arts,  all  the  anger  she  could  rouse 
in  the  Baron's  breast,  as  well  as  that  jeal- 
ousy of  which  he  is  described  to  have  been 
susceptible.  The  old  Bard  and  the  youth 
at  length  arrive,  and  therefore  she  can  no 
longer  personate  the  character  of  Geraldine, 
the  daughter  of  Lord  Roland  de  Vaux,  but 
changes  her  appearance  to  that  of  the  ac- 
cepted though  absent  lover  of  Christabel. 
Now  ensues  a  courtship  most  distressing 
to  Christabel,  who  feels,  she  knows  not 
why,  great  disgust  for  her  once  favoured 
knight.  This  coldness  is  very  painful  to 
the  Baron,  who  has  no  more  conception 
than  herself  of  the  supernatural  transforma- 
tion. She  at  last  yields  to  her  father's 
entreaties,  and  consents  to  approach  the 
altar  with  this  hated  suitor.  The  real  lover 
returning,  enters  at  this  moment,  and  pro- 
duces the  ring  which  she  had  once  given 
him  in  sign  of  her  betrothment.  Thus 
defeated,  the  supernatural  being  Geraldine 
disappears.  As  predicted,  the  castle  bell 
tolls,  the  mother's  voice  is  heard,  and  to 
the  exceeding  great  joy  of  the  parties,  the 
rightful  marriage  takes  place,  after  which 


follows  a  reconciliation  and  explanation  be- 
tween the  father  and  daughter. ' 

When  Coleridge's  nephew,  the  late  Mr. 
Justice  Coleridge,  visited  Wordsworth  in 
1836,  the  latter  communicated  some  remin- 
iscences respecting  Christabel : — 

'  He  said  he  had  no  idea  how  ' '  Christa- 
belle  "  was  to  have  been  finished,  and  he 
did  not  thiqk  my  uncle  had  ever  conceived, 
in  his  own  mind,  any  definite  plan  for  it ; 
that  the  poem  had  been  composed  while 
they  were  in  habits  of  daily  intercourse, 
and  almost  in  his  presence,  and  when  there 
was  the  most  unreserved  intercourse  be- 
tween them  as  to  all  their  literary  projects 
and  productions,  and  he  had  never  heard 
from  him  any  plan  for  finishing  it.  Not 
that  he  doubted  my  uncle's  sincerity  in  his 
subsequent  assertions  to  the  contrary ;  be- 
cause, he  said,  schemes  of  this  sort  passed 
rapidly  and  vividly  through  his  mind,  and 
so  impressed  him,  that  he  often  fancied  he 
had  arranged  things,  which  really,  and 
upon  trial,  proved  to  be  mere  embryos. 
I  omitted  to  ask  him,  what  seems  obvious 
enough  now,  whether  in  conversing  about 
it,  he  had  never  asked  my  uncle  how  it 
would  end.  The  answer  would  have  settled 
the  question.' —  Wordsworlk' s Prose  Works, 
iii.  427. 

The  baffled  poet's  final  utterance  seems 
to  be  the  following,  as  reported  in  Table 
Talk  for  'July  6,  1833  '  : — 

'  I  could  write  as  good  verses  now  as 
ever  I  did,  if  I  were  perfectly  free  from  vexa- 
tions, and  were  in  the  ad  libitum  hearing 
of  fine  music,  which  has  a  sensible  effect 
in  harmonising  my  thoughts,  and  in  ani- 
mating and,  as  it  were,  lubricating  my 
inventive  faculty.  The  reason  of  my  not 
finishing  Christabel  is  not  that  I  don't 
know  how  to  do  it — for  I  have,  as  I  always 
had,  the  whole  plan  entire  from  beginning 
to  end  in  my  mind  ;  but  I  fear  I  could  not 
carry  on  with  equal  success  the  execution 
of  the  idea,  an  e.xtremely  subtle  and  diffi- 
cult one.  *  Besides,  after  this  continuation 
of  Faust,  which  they  tell  me  is  very  poor, 
who  can  have  courage  to  attempt  a  reversal 
of  the  judgment  of  all  criticism  against  con- 
tinuations ?  Let  us  except  Don  Quixote, 
however,  although  the  second  part  of  that 
transcendant  work  is  not  exactly  uno  flatu 
with  the  original  conception.' 

*  '  The  thing  attempted  in  Christabel  is 
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;he  most  difficult  of  execution  in  the  whole 
field  of  romance — witchery  by  daylight — 
and  the  success  is  complete.' — Quarterly 
Review,  No.  CIII.   p.   29.      [Note  of  Ed. 

of  7:r.] 

Some  of  the  following  textual  notes  are 
from  three  MS.  copies — one  given  by  Cole- 
ridge to  Miss  Stoddart  (afterwards  the  wife 
of  Hazlitt)  ;  another  lent  by  Coleridge  to 
J.  Payne  Collier  ;  and  a  third  given  by 
"Coleridge  to  Mrs.  Wordsworth's  sister, 
Miss  Sarah  Hutchinson.  My  knowledge 
of  the  first  two  comes  from  the  Preface  to 
J.  P.  Collier's  Seven  Lectures  on  Shake- 
speare and  Milton,  by  the  late  S.  T.  Cole- 
ridge, 1856.  For  the  readings  from  the 
third  I  am  indebted  to  the  kindness  of  the 
poet's  grand-daughter,  Miss  Edith  Cole- 
ridge. In  the  references  below,  these 
three  MSS.  are  indicated  as  'MS.  I.,' 
'MS.  II.,'  and  'MS.  III.'  respectively. 
The  two  references  to  Dorothy  Words- 
worth's Alfoxden  Journals  (printed  in 
Prof  Knight's  Life  of  Wordsworth")  were 
given  by  Prof.  Dowden  in  the  Fortnightly 
Review,  Sept.  1889,  Art.  'Coleridge  as 
a  Poet. ' 

11.  16-20.  Cf  D.  Wordsworth's  Alfoxden 
Journal,  Jan.  31,  1798,  Knight's  Life  of 
IV.  W.  i.  134  :  '  Set  forward  to  Stowey 
at  half-past  five.  When  we  left  home  the 
moon  immensely  large,  the  sky  scattered 
over  with  clouds.  These  soon  closed  in, 
contracting  the  dimensions  of  the  moon 
without  concealing  her.' 

I.  32 — 

'The  breezes  they  were  still  also.' 

MS.  I.,  MS.  III.  and  in  1816. 

'  The  breezes  they  were  whispering  low. ' 
MS.  II. 

'  The  sighs  she  heaved  were  soft  and  low. ' 
1828  and  after. 

II.  49-52.  Cf.  the  following  entry  from 
the  D.  W.  Journals  {Life,  i.  141) : 
'March,  7,  1798.  William  and  I  drank 
tea  at  Coleridge's.  A  cloudy  sky.  Ob- 
served nothing  particularly  interesting  — 
the  distant  prospect  obscured.  One  only 
leaf  upon  the  top  of  a  tree — the  sole  re- 
maining leaf — danced  round  and  round  hke 
a  rag  blown  by  the  wind. ' 

11.  58-65.  The  passage  in  18 16  ran 
thus  : — 


'  There  she  sees  a  damsel  bright 
Drest  in  a  silken  robe  of  white  ; 
Her  neck,  her  feet,  her  arms  were  bare, 
And  the  jewels  disordered  in  her  hair. ' 

It  was  the  same  in  MS.  I.  and  MS.  III. ; 
the  last  line  had  'tumbled'  for  'disordered,' 
but  S.  T.  C.  told  J.  P.  C.  this  was  a  mis- 
transcription for  '  tangled  ' — a  mistake  not 
likely  to  happen  twice. 

1.  81.  Five  ruffians,  etc.,  MS.  I.  and 
MS.  III. 

The  version  of  Christabel  recited  to 
Scott  by  Stoddart  [v.  supra)  was  doubtless 
MS.  I.  Scott  prefixed  the  following  lines 
as  Motto  to  chap.  xi.  of  The  Black  Dwatf 
(1818)  :- 

'  Three  ruffians  seized  me  yestermorn, 
Alas  !  a  maiden  most  forlorn  : 
They  choked  my  cries  with  wicked  might, 
And  bound  me  on  a  palfrey  white  : 
As  sure  as  Heaven  shall  pity  me, 
I  cannot  tell  what  men  they  be. 

'  Christabelle.' 

A  remarkable  effort  of  memory,  no 
doubt ;  but  it  is  odd  that  Scott  should 
not  have  preferred  to  quote  from  the 
printed  Christabel,  published  two  years 
before. 

I.  88.  And  twice  we  cross'd  the  shade  of 
night,  MS.  III. 

II.  104-122.  The  passage  in  1816  ran 
thus  : — 

'  Then  Christabel  stretch' d  forth  her  hand 
And  comforted  fair  Geraldine, 
Saying,  that  she  should  command 
The  service  of  Sir  Leoline  ; 
And  straight  be  convoy' d,  free  from  thrall, 
Back  to  her  noble  father's  hall. 

'  So  up  she  rose,  and  forth  they  pass'd. 
With  hurrying  steps,  yet  nothing  fast ; 
Her  lucky  stars  the  lady  blest, 
And  Christabel  she  sweetly  said — 
All  our  household  are  at  rest. 
Each  one  sleeping  in  his  bed  ; 
Sir  Leoline  is  weak  in  health, 
And  may  not  well  awaken'd  be  ; 
So  to  my  room  we  11  creep  in  stealth, 
And  you  to-night  must  sleep  with  me. ' 

The  text  of  18 16  follows  MS.  I.  and 
MS.  III.  ;  but  MS.  II.  has  instead  of  Her 
lucky  stars,  etc. 


6o6 


NOTES 


'  Her  smiling  stars  the  lady  blest  ; 
And  thus  bespake  sweet  Christabel : 
All  our  household  is  at  rest, 
The  hall  is  silent  as  a  cell. ' 

11.  166-168.  In  1816,  and  in  MS. 
III.  :  — 

'  Sweet  Christabel  her  feet  she  bares, 
And  they  are  creeping  up  the  stairs. ' 

The  beautiful  line 

'  And  jealous  of  the  listening  air ' 

was  added  in  1828. 

11.  190-193.  In  1816  the  text  was  as 
here  ;  but  in  MS.  I. : — 

'  O  weary  lady,  Geraldine, 
I  pray  you,  drink  this  spicy  wine. 
Nay,  drink  it  up  ;  I  pray  you,  do  : 
Believe  me,  it  will  comfort  you  ' ; 

and  in  MS.  III.  :— 

'  O  weary  lady,  Geraldine, 
I  pray  you,  drink  this  spicy  wine  ; 
It  is  a  wine  of  virtuous  powers. 
My  mother  made  it  of  wild  flowers — 
Nay,  drink  it  up  ;  I  pray  you,  do! 
Believe  me,  it  will  comfort  you.' 

In  MS.  II.  the  text  was  as  here,  except 
that  the  unfortunate  change  ( '  cordial '  for 
•  spicy ' )  had  not  been  made. 

11.  219,  220.  In  MS.  I.  and  MS.  HI.— 
one  hardly  likes  to  record  it — 

'  The  lady  wiped  her  moist  cold  brow, 
And  faintly  said  "  I'm  better  now."  ' 

11.  248-262.      In  1816  : — 

'  She  unbound 
The  cincture  from  beneath  her  breast  : 
Her  silken  robe,  and  inner  vest, 
Dropt  to  her  feet,  and  full  in  view. 

Behold !  her  bosom  and  half  her  side 

A  sight  to  dream  of,  not  to  tell ! 
And  she  is  to  sleep  by  Christabel. 

'  She  took  two  paces,  and  a  stride, 
And  lay  down  by  the  maiden's  side. 

Of  this  passage  Mr.  Payne  Collier  gives 
no  readings  from  either  of  his  MSS.  :  but 
in  MS.  III.  11.  248-251  follow  the  text  of 
1828-29  ;   then  comes  :  — 


'  Behold  her  bosom  and  half  her  side 
Are  lean  and  old  and  foul  of  hue, 
And  she  is  to  sleep  by  Christabel  ! 

'  She  took  two  paces,  and  a  stride, 
And  lay  down  by  the  Maiden's  side. 

Ah  wel-a-day  ! 
And  with  sad  voice  and  doleful  look 
These  words  did  say  : 
In  the  Touch  of  my  Bosom  there  workethi 

a  spell 

Which  is  lord  of  thy  utterance,  Christabel! 
Thou  knowest  to-night,  and  wilt  know  to- 1 

morrow, 
The  mark  of  my  shame,  the  seal  of  my 

sorrow ' 

[and  so  on,  as  in  1828-29,  to — ] 

'  And  did'st  bring  her  home  with  thee  with\ 
Love  and  with  Charity 
To  shield  her  and  shelter  her  from   the 
damp  air.' 

In  the  review  of  Christabel  in  the 
Examiner  for  June  2,  1816,  it  is  stated 
that  in  a  MS.  copy  which  the  reviewer  had 
seen,  in  place  of  the  published  line 

'  A  sight  to  dream  of,  not  to  tell ! ' 
is  this — 
'  Hideous,  deformed,  and  pale  of  hue. ' 

And  the  reviewer  adds,  that  the  line  is  the 
keystone,  and  that  is  why  Coleridge  left  it 
out.  The  sneer  is  so  like  many  other 
sneers  in  Hazlitt's  criticism  of  Coleridge, 
that  I  am  disposed  to  attribute  the  review 
to  him,  though  it  is  not  mentioned  in  the 
list  of  his  writings  prefixed  to  the  Memoirs 
by  his  grandson. 

11.  317,  318.  Cf.  The  Nightingale,  p. 
133,  11.  101-103. 

Part  II.  In  some  notes  of  conversations 
with  Coleridge  in  May  1821,  AUsop  (1836, 
i.  195  ;  1864,  p.  104)  gives  this,  following 
on  a  long  quotation  from  Crashaw's  Hymn 
to  St.  Thei'esa,  which  Coleridge  has  de- 
scribed as  the  poet's  finest  lines  : — 

'  These  verses  were  ever  present  to  my 
mind  whilst  writing  the  second  part  of 
Christabel ;  if,  indeed,  by  some  subtle 
process  of  the  mind  they  did  not  suggest 
the  first  thought  of  the  whole  poem.' 

The  quotation  begins  with  : — 

'  Since  'tis  not  to  be  had  at  home, 
She'll  travel  to  a  Martvrdome. 
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No  home  for  her,  confesses  she, 
But  where  she  may  a  Martyr  be ' ; 
and  ends  with  : — 

'  Farewel  House,  and  Farewel  Home — 
She's  for  the  Moors  and  Martyrdome. ' 

11.  408-425.  These  lines,  perhaps  be- 
cause they  bring  us  out  of  the  surrounding 
fairyland,  are  the  most  famous  in  Christa- 
bel ;  even  the  Edinbu}-gh  reviewer  could 
see  they  were  fine  :  '  We  defy  any  man  to 
point  out  a  passage  of  poetical  merit  in  any 
of  the  three  pieces  which  it  [the  Christa- 
bel  pamphlet  of  1816]  contains  except, 
perhaps,  the  following  lines  in  p.  32  [11. 
408-413],  and  even  these  are  not  very 
brilliant ;  nor  is  the  leading  thought 
original. ' 

There  had  been  alienation  between  Cole- 
ridge and  Thomas  Poole  in  connection  with 
The  Friend,  and  no  communication  after 
1810,  until  in  January  1813  Poole  sent  his 
congratulations  on  the  success  of  Remorse. 
Coleridge  replied  :  '  Dear  Poole,  Love  so 
deep  and  so  domesticated  with  the  whole 
being  as  mine  was  to  you,  can  never  cease 
to  he.  To  quote  the  best  and  sweetest 
lines  I  ever  wrote ' — and  he  quotes  the 
whole  passage,  then  unpublished,  with  but 
two  or  three  unimportant  variations  from 
the  text  of  1828-29.  Two  worth  noting 
occur  in  the  closing  lines  : — 
'  But  n€i\.hsx  fi-ost  nor  heat,  nor  thunder. 

Can  wholly  do  away,  I  ween. 

The  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  been. ' 

Charles  Lloyd  published  some  affection- 
ate verses  about  Coleridge  and  Lamb  in 
his  Desultory  Thoughts  on  London  (1820). 
Lamb  wrote  to  Coleridge,  June  20,  1820, 
(Ainger's  Letters,  ii.  32)  :  '  I  admire  some 
of  Lloyd's  lines  on  you,  and  I  admire  your 
postponing  reading  them.  He  is  a  sad 
tattler ;  but  this  is  under  the  rose. 
Twenty  years  ago  he  estranged  one  friend 
from  me  quite.  ...  He  almost  ahenated 
you  also  from  me,  or  me  from  you,  I  don't 
know  which.  But  that  breach  is  closed. 
The  "dreary  sea"  is  filled  up.  ...  I 
suspect  he  saps  Manning's  faith  in  me.  .  .  . 
Still  I  like  his  writing  verses  about  you. ' 
See  'Note  113,'  p.  600. 

My  friend  Dr.  Garnett  informs  me 
that  in  Uber  Hein.  Heine,  by  Schmidt 
(Weissenfels,  Berhn,  1857),  which  has 
some    inedited    verses    by    H.    H. ,    there 


appears  a  translation  by  him  of  the  greater 
part  of  this  passage. 

1.  453.  In  MS.  I.  and  MS.  IIL  this 
line  read  : — 

'  The  vision  foul  of  fear  and  pain. ' 

1.  463.    In  MS.  I.  this  hne  read  : — 

'  The  pang  the  sight  was  past  away'  ; 

and  in  MS.  III.  :— 

'  The  pang,  the  sight  had  pass'd  away.' 

In  18 16  the  line  was  as  in  1828-29. 

1.  582.  When  The  Lay  of  the  Last 
Minstrel SLppeared,  Southey  wrote  toWynn, 
March  5,  1805  (Life  and  Corr.  ii.  316)  : 
'  The  beginning  of  the  story  is  too  like 
Coleridge's  Christobell,  which  he  [Scott] 
had  seen  ;  the  very  line  ' '  Jesu  Maria, 
shield  her  well  !  "  is  caught  from  it.  .  .  . 
I  do  not  think  [he  copied  anything]  de- 
signedly, but  the  echo  was  in  his  ear,  not 
for  emulation,  but  propter  amorein.  This 
only  refers  to  the.  beginning. ' 

The  Conclusion  to  Part  II.  This  does 
not  occur  in  any  one  of  the  three  MSS.  I 
have  numbered  'I.'  'II.'  and  'III.,'  and 
I  know  of  the  existence  of  no  other.  I 
think  it  highly  improbable  that  the  lines 
were  composed  for  Christabel.  They  were 
sent  to  Southey  in  a  letter  of  May  6,  1801, 
and  were  therefore  probably  written  aboyt  j*  jt<*^J 
that  time.     /Cx.-c  ..  -  '     ^f"*'-'*'^''^    ^ 


117.   France:  an  Ode,  p.  124. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  April 
i5,  179S,  under  the  title  of  The  Recanta- 
tion :  an  Ode,  and  with  the  following 
editorial  introduction  now  reprinted  for  the 
first  time  : — 

Original  Poetry. 

The  following  excellent  Ode  will  be  in 
unison  with  the  feelings  of  every  friend  to 
Liberty  and  foe  to  Oppression  ;  of  all  who, 
admiring  the  French  Revolution,  detest 
and  deplore  the  conduct  of  France  to- 
wards Switzerland.  It  is  very  satisfactory 
to  find  so  zealous  and  steady  an  Advocate 
for  Freedom  as  Mr.  Coleridge  concur 
with  us  in  condemning  the  conduct  of 
France  towards  the  Swiss  Cantons.  In- 
deed his  concurrence  is  not  singular  ;  we 
know  of  no  Friend  to  Liberty  who  is  not 
of  his  opinion.     What  we  most  admire  is 
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the  avowal  of  his  sentiments,  and  pubhc 
censure  of  the  unprincipled  and  atrocious 
conduct  of  France.  The  Poem  itself  is 
written  with  great  energy.  The  second, 
third  and  fourth  Stanzas  contain  some  of 
the  most  vigorous  lines  we  have  ever  read. 
The  lines  in  the  fourth  Stanza  : — 

'  To  scatter  rage  and  trait'rous  guilt 
Where  Peace  her  jealous    home    had 
built," 

to  the  end  of  the  Stanza,  are  particularly 
expressive  and  beautiful. 

The  poem  was  next  published  in  a 
quarto  pamphlet.  See  'Appendix  K.' 
Next,  again  in  the  Morning  Post,  Oct. 
14,  1802,  with  the  title  France:  an  Ode, 
and  preceded  by  the  following 

'  Argument. 

'First  Stanza.  An  invocation  to  those  ob- 
jects in  Nature  the  contemplation  of  which 
had  inspired  the  Poet  with  a  devotional 
love  of  Liberty.  Second  Stanza.  The  exult- 
ation of  the  Poet  at  the  commencement 
of  the  French  Revolution,  and  his  un- 
qualified abhorrence  of  the  Alliance  against 
the  Republic.  Third  Stanza.  The  blas- 
phemies and  horrors  during  the  domination 
of  the  Terrorists  regarded  by  the  Poet  as 
a  transient  storm,  and  as  the  natural  con- 
sequence of  the  former  despotism  and  of 
the  foul  superstition  of  Popery.  Reason, 
indeed,  began  to  suggest  many  apprehen- 
sions ;  yet  still  the  Poet  struggled  to  retain 
the  hope  that  France  would  make  con- 
quests by  no  other  means  than  by  present- 
ing to  the  observation  of  Europe  a  people 
more  happy  and  better  instructed  than 
under  other  forms  of  Government.  Fourth 
Stanza.  Switzerland,  and  the  Poet's  re- 
cantation. Fifth  Stanza.  An  address  to 
Liberty,  in  which  the  Poet  expresses  his 
conviction  that  those  feelings  and  that 
grand  ideal  of  Freedom  which  the  mind 
attains  by  its  contemplation  of  its  indi- 
vidual nature,  and  of  the  sublime  sur- 
rounding objects  (see  stanza  the  first)  do 
not  belong  to  men  as  a  society,  nor  can 
possibly  be  either  gratified  or  realised 
under  any  form  of  human  government ; 
but  belong  to  the  individual  man,  so  far 
as  he  is  pure,  and  inflamed  with  the  love 
and  adoration  of  God  in  Nature. ' 


The  poem  again  appeared  (with  a  few 
unimportant  changes  in  text),  'by  the 
kind  permission  of  Mr.  Coleridge,"  in  the 
Poetical  Register  ior  1808-1809(1812),  and 
next  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817)  ;  then  in  1828 
and  1829. 

In  a  MS.  note  to  the  Ode  to  the  Depart- 
ing Year  (see  end  of  '  Note  103,'  p.  588) 
Coleridge  states  that  France  :  an  Ode  was 
occasioned  by  invasion  of  Switzerland  by 
the  French  Republic,  and  describes  it  as 
'  a  kind  of  Palinodia. ' 

11-  53.  54— 

'  When  insupportably  advancing, 
Her  arm   made  mockery  of  the  ■warrior's\ 
7-amp. ' 

A  very  unfortunate  line.  Up  to  and  in 
Sib.  Leaves  it  was  correctly  printed,  but  in 
1828  tramp  was  substituted  for  ratnp,  by 
a  printer's  error  no  doubt,  and  remained 
uncorrected  in  every  edition  until  that  of 
1877-80.  Then,  in  Tail's  Magazine 
(Sept.  1834)  De  Quincey  accused  Cole- 
ridge of  not  merely  taking  it  from  Samson 
Agonistes  (which  was  venial,  even  without 
quotation  marks),  but  of  denying  the  obli- 
gation. As  is  pointed  out  by  H.  N.  Cole- 
ridge in  his  Preface  to  Table  Talk  (1835, 
i.  xlviii.),  De  Quincey's  accusation  is 
absurd.  In  Samson  Agonistes  (D.  135-139) 
Milton  wrote  : — 

'  But  safest  he  who  stood  aloof, 
When  insupp07-tably  his  foot  advanced. 
In  scorn  of  their  proud  arms  and  warlike 

tools. 
Spurned  them  to  death  by  troops.     The 

bold  Ascalonite 
Fled  from  his  lion  ramp.' 

In  all  versions  of  his  Ode,  Coleridge 
wrote  : — 

'  When  insuppO}-tably  advancing, ' 

except  in  that  of  1802,  when  '  insupport- 
ably' was  altered  to  '  irresistibly.' 

In  the  annotated  copy  of  Sib.  Leaves 
he  wrote  against  the  line :  '  Samson  Agon- 
istes, but  never  published  the  acknow- 
ledgment. "  It  was  too  obvious  either  for 
acknowledgment  or  denial. 

1.  84.  In  the  first  Morning  Post  version 
(April  16,  1798),  after  St.  '  IV.'  comes 
the  following  : — 
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'  The  Fifth  Stanza,  which  alluded  to  the 
African  Slave-trade,  as  conducted  by  this 
country,  and  to  the  present  Ministry  and 
their  supporters,  has  been  omitted  ;  and 
would  have  been  omitted  without  any  re- 
mark, if  the  commencing  lines  of  the  Sixth 
Stanza  had  not  referred  to  it. 


'  Shall  I  with  these  my  patriot  zeal  combine? 
No,    Afric,   no  !       They  stand  before 

my  ken. 
Loathed  as  th'  Hyaenas,  that  in  murky 
den 
Whine  o'er  their  prey,  and  mangle  while 

they  whine  ! 
Divinest  Liberty !  with  vain  endeavour, 
Have  I  pursued  thee,  many  a  weary  hour, ' 
etc. 

The  lines  which  now  begin  this  stanza 
('  V. ')  first  appeared  in  the  Quarto  ;  where 
there  was  no  mention  of  any  omission. 

11.  86-88.  In  the  '  Commonplace  Book, 
1795-97'  (see  Addenda),  is  this  entry :  'At 
Genoa  the  word  "Liberty"  is  engraved 
on  the  chains  of  the  galley-slaves  and  the 
doors  of  prisons. ' 

11.  95-98.  These  are  quoted  (with  va- 
riants) in  chap.  x.  of  the  Biog.  Lit.  (1817, 
i.  194)  as  from  '  France,  a  Palinodia.' 

Date. — The  Ode  was  correctly  dated 
'February  1798'  in  the  Quarto,  in  the 
Poetical  Register,  and  in  Sib.  Leaves,  but 
the  error  of  '  1797'  crept  into  P.  IV.  1828, 
and  remained  uncorrected  until  1877-80. 

118.   Frost  at  Midnight,  -p.  126. 

First  printed  in  the  same  Quarto  as  the 
preceding.  Reprinted  in  the  Poetical 
Register  for  1808-1809  (1812),  with  the  fol- 
lowing note  by  the  Editor :  '  This  poem, 
which  was  first  published  with  Fears  in 
Solitude  and  France:  an  Ode,  has  been 
since  enlarged  and  corrected,  and,  with 
the  other  poems,  is  now  inserted  in  the 
Poetical  Register  by  the  kind  permission 
of  Mr.  Coleridge.' 1 

1  A  few  copies  of  the  three  poems  were  struck 
off  separately  from  the  P.R.  type.  I  possess  one, 
and  there  is  another  bound  up  in  a  volume  of 

C 


11.  20-23.  These  lines  first  appeared  in 
the  1829  edition.  But  the  changes  made 
from  time  to  time  in  this  part  of  the  poem 
are  so  important  that  it  will  be  worth  while 
noting  them  : — 

In  the  Quarto  we  read  : — 
1.  19. 
'  Making,  it  a  companionable  form 
With  which  I  can  hold  commune.     Idle 

thought ! 
But  still  the  living  spirit  in  our  frame, 
That  loves  not  to  behold  a  lifeless  thing. 
Transfuses  into  all  its  own  delights. 
Its  own  volition,    sometimes   with  deep 

faith. 
And  sometimes  with  fantastic  playfulness. 
Ah  me !  amused  by  no  such  curious  toys 
Of  the  self- watching  subtilising  mind, 
How  often  in  my  early  school-boy  days. 
With  most  believing  superstitious  wish 
Presageful  have  I  gazed  upon  the  bars. 
To  watch  the  stranger  there !  and  oft  be- 
like,' etc. 

In  the  Poetical  Register : — 
'  Making  it  a  companionable  form. 
With  which  I  can  hold  commune  :  haply 

hence, 
That  still  the  living  spirit  in  our  frame. 
Which  loves  not  to  behold  a  lifeless  thing. 
Transfuses  into  all  things  its  own  Will, 
And  its  own  pleasures  ;  sometimes  with 

deep  faith. 
And  sometimes  with  a  wilful  playfulness. 
That  stealing  pardon  from  our  common 

sense 
Smiles,  as  self-scornful,  to  disarm  the  scorn 
For  these  wild  reliques   of  our  childish 

Thought, 
That  flit  about,  oft  go,  and  oft  return 
Not  uninvited. 

Ah  !  there  was  a  time 
When  oft,  amused  by  no  such  subtle  toys 
Of  the  self- watching    Mind,   a  child   at 

school 
With  most  believing  superstitious  wish 
Presageful,  have  I  gaz'd  upon  the  bars. 
To  watch  the  stranger   there  !    and   oft 

belike. 
With  unclos'd  lids,'  etc. 

pamphlets,  which  came  from  Southey's  library, 
in  the  Forster  Collection  at  S.  Kensington.  This 
has  a  few  pen  corrections  in  Coleridge's  hand. 
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I.  22.  Cf.  Wordsworth's  line  in  Gipsies 
— edd.  1807-1820  (only) — 

'  The  silent  Heavens  have  goings-on." 

II.  44  et  seq.  When  Coleridge  wrote  and 
published  these  lines  he  had  no  prospect  of 
living  in  the  Lake  country.  They  must 
have  been  inspired  by  a  purely  prophetic 
vision.  Cf.  letter  to  Godwin,  Greta  Hall, 
Sept.  22,  1800  (Kegan  Paul's  William 
Godwin,  ii.  9)  :  'I  look  at  my  doted-on 
Hartley- — he  moves,  he  lives,  he  finds  im- 
pulses from  within  and  from  without,  he  is 
the  darling  of  the  sun  and  of  the  breeze. 
Nature  seems  to  bless  him  as  a  thing  of 
her  own.  He  looks  at  the  clouds,  the 
mountains,  the  living  beings  of  the  earth, 
and  vaults  and  jubilates  ! ' 

1.  74.  In  all  versions,  except  the 
Quarto,  the  poem  ends  here.  In  the 
Quarto  it  continued  : — 

'  Like  those,  my  babe !  which  ere  to- 
morrow's warmth 

Have  capp'd  their  sharp  keen  points  with 
pendulous  drops. 

Will  catch  thine  eye,  and  with  their  novelty 

Suspend  thy  little  soul  ;  then  make  thee 
shout. 

And  stretch  and  flutter  from  thy  mother's 
arms 

As  thou  would' st  fly  for  very  eagerness.' 

119.   Fears  in  Solitude,  p.  127. 

First  printed  in  the  Quarto  of  1798  (see 
'  Note  117')  with  the  date  '  Nether-Stowey, 
April  20th,  1798.'  In  an  autograph  copy 
lent  me  by  Professor  Dowden  (to  whom  I 
am  indebted  for  many  kindnesses)  the 
heading  is  :  '  Written  in  April  1798  during 
the  Alarm  of  the  Invasion — The  Scene  the 
Hill,  near  Stowey. ' -"^ 

(When  '  France  :  an  Ode '  was  reprinted 
in  the  Morning  Post  (1802)  long  extracts 
from  '  Fears  in  Solitude '  were  given  in  the 
same  issue. ) 

It  was  next  printed  in  the  Poetical 
Register,  1808-1809  (1812).      See  the  two 

1  This  MS.  is  not  dated,  but  it  is  initialled 
'S.  T.  C  ;  and  at  foot  this  note:  '7V.i5.— The 
above  is  perhaps  not  Poetrj', — but  rather  a  sort 
of  middle  thing  between  Poetry  and  Oratory — 
sermoni  propriora. — Some  parts  are,  I  am  con- 
scious, too  tame  even  for  animated  prose.' 


preceding  Notes.  In  The  Friend,  No.  II. 
(June  8,  1809)  Coleridge  gives  a  long 
extract  (11.  129-197)  from  the  poem  (quoted 
as  '  Fears  of  Solitude ').  The  lengthy  note 
which  introduces  the  extract  is  very  in- 
teresting biographically,  but  not  quite 
ingenuous,  for  he  defends  himself  from  the 
charge  of  '  sedition, '  by  pointing  to  a  very 
incomplete  list  of  his  '  works  ' — '  if  indeed 
one  obscure  volume  of  juvenile  poems,  and 
one  slight  verse  pamphlet  of  twenty  pages, 
can  without  irony  be  entitled  works. ' 

'  The  poem  was  written  during  the  first 
alarm  of  invasion,  and  left  in  the  Press  on 
my  leaving  my  country  for  Germany.  So 
few  copies  were  printed,  and  of  these  so 
few  sold,  .that  to  the  great  majority  of  my 
readers  they  will  be  anything  rather  than  a 
citation  from  a  known  publication — but  my 
heart  bears  me  witness,  that  I  am  aiming 
wholly  at  the  moral  confidence  of  my 
Readers  in  my  principles,  as  a  man,  not 
at  their  praises  of  me,  as  a  Poet  ;  to  which 
character,  in  its  higher  sense,  I  have 
already  resigned  all  pretensions.' 

1.  33.  In  the  Quarto,  P.P.,  and  Si6. 
Leaves  : — • 


'  It  is  indeed  a  melancholy  thing 
And  weighs  upon  the  heart,'  etc. 


1 


The  words  italicised  are  struck  out  by 
Coleridge  in  the  annot.  Sib.  Leaves,  and 
are  omitted  in  subsequent  editions. 

11.  44-60.  In  Prof.  Dowden' s  MS.  (which 
seems  to  have  been  written  by  a  not  always 
successful  effort  of  memory)  : — 

'  The  groan  of  accusation  pleads  against  us. 
*  *  *  * 

Desunt  aliqua 
.   .   .    Meanwhile,  at  home 
We   have   been    drinking   with   a   riotous 

thirst 
Pollutions    from    the   brimming    Cup    of 
Wealth. ' 

I.  48.  Cf.  Destiny  of  Nations,  11.  415, 
416  (p.  77)  :— 

'  A  vapour  sailed,  as  when  a  cloud,  exhaled 
From  Egypt's  fields  that  steam  hot  pesti- 
lence. ' 

II.  54-58  first  inserted  in  Sib.  Leaves. 

1.  98.  No  specidation  on  contingency.  In 
all  versions  up  to  Sib.  Leaves,  '  on '  ;  in 
1828  and  after  '  or  ' — an  obvious  misprint. 
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I.  140.  'The  most  light,  unthinking, 
sensual  and  profligate  of  the  European 
nations ;  a  nation  the  very  phrases  of 
whose  language  are  so  composed,  that 
they  can  scarcely  speak  without  lying.' — 
The  Friend,  18 18,  i.  93. 

II.  161,  162.  Thus  quoted  by  Coleridge 
in  The  Friend  (1809)  : — 

•  Restless    in    enmity,    have    thought    all 
change 
Involv'd  in  change  of  constituted  power.' 

11.  196,  197.  See  Addenda,  'Fragment 
45- ■ 


222,  223.  Thomas  Poole  was  the 
'  friend. '  The  elms  survived  until  about 
1870. 

1.  225.  The  'lowly  cottage'  is  lowlier 
than  ever  :  it  is  a  public-house,  with  the 
sign  of  '  Coleridge  Cottage.'  A  memorial 
tablet  is  about  to  be  affixed  (Oct.  1892). 
Dove  Cottage  has  been  rescued  and  con- 
secrated. The  Stowey  cottage  is  not  less 
worthy.  Alfoxden  is  probably  safe,  but 
the  cottage,  as  it  stands,  is  too  frail  a  shrine 
for  the  memories  of  Coleridge  and  Words- 
worth in  their  annus  mirabilis — 1797- 1798. 

120.    To  a  Young  Lady,  p.  131. 

First  printed  in  the  Annual  Anthologyi, 
1800.  The  young  lady  was  Miss  Lavinia 
Poole,  a  cousin  of  Thomas  Poole.  She 
afterwards  became  Mrs.  Draper. 

121.    The  Nightingale.     A  Conversation 
Poem,  p.  131. 

First  printed  in  Lyrical  Ballads,  1798, 
inserted  at  the  last  moment  to  replace 
Lewti,  withdrawn,  for  reasons  unrecorded 
(see  '  Note  43  ').  The  title  in  1798  v/as, 
The  Nightingale  :  a  Conversational  Poem, 
written  in  April  1798.  In  L.B.  1800, 
1802,  and  1805  the  second  title  was 
omitted;  and  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817)  was 
restored,  in  the  modified  form  of  A  Con- 
versation Poem,  and  this  has  always  since 
been  the  heading  until  1877-80,  when  the 
editor  restored  the  earlier  word. 

1.  13.  'Most  musical,  most  melancholy.' 
'  This  passage  in  Milton  possesses  an  ex- 
cellence far  superior  to  that  of  mere  de- 
scription :  it  is  spoken  in  the  character  of 
the  melancholy  man,  and  has  therefore  a 


dramatic  propriety.  The  author  makes 
this  remark  to  rescue  himself  from  the 
charge  of  having  alluded  with  levity  to  a 
line  in  Milton,  a  charge  than  which  none 
could  be  more  painful  to  him,  except  per- 
haps that  of  having  ridiculed  his  Bible.' 
[Note  of  S.  T.  C,  1798  ;  repeated  in  all 
editions.] 

Coleridge  is  quoting — 

'  Sweet  bird,  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  folly, 
Most  musical,  most  melancholy.' 

//  Penseroso,  11.  61,  62. 

Milton's  nightingales  are  not  all  '  melan- 
choly'—  they  are  more  often  'lulling,' 
'solemn,'  'amorous-' — and  his  own  especial 
bird,  '  with  fresh  hope  the  lover's  heart 
does  fill. '  Indeed  the  only  sad  notes  are 
sung  in  //  Penseroso  and  in  Comus. 

It  was  doubtless  with  reference  to  this 
passage  that  Wordsworth  wrote  to  Wilson 
('  Ch.  North  ')  :  '  What  false  notions  have 
prevailed,  from  generation  to  generation, 
of  the  true  character  of  the  Nightingale. 
As  far  as  my  Friend's  Poem,  in  the  Ly- 
7-ical  Ballads,  is  read,  it  will  contribute 
greatly  to  rectify  these  '  [Prose  Works  of 
W.  W.  ii.  211).  He  repeats  Coleridge's 
lesson  in  Enterprise  (1820)  : — 

'  She,  who  inspires  that  strain  of  joyance 

holy 
Which    the    sweet    Bird,    misnamed    the 

melancholy, 
Pours  forth  in  shady  groves,  shall  plead 

for  me.' 

I.  40. 

'  My  Friend,  and  my  Friend's  Sister  ! ' 
Lyrical  Ballads,  all  editions. 

II.  43-49.  This  exquisite  passage  is  found 
in  the  '  Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97 ' 
(see  Addenda,  'Fragment  43').  It  is 
there  word  for  word,  as  printed  in  1798 
and  ever  after. 

11.  64-69.  On  moonlight  bushes  to  Lights 
up  her  love-torch.  These  lines  were  omitted 
in  all  editions  of  lyj-ical  Ballads  after  1798, 
and  restored  in  Sib.  Leaves. 

11.  97-105.  The  facts  are  noted  in  the 
'Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97'  (see 
Addenda,  '  Fragment  38  ').  Coleridge 
was  probably  thinking  of  the  same  incident 
when  he  wrote  in  Christabel {W.  315-318): — 

' and  tears  she  sheds — 

Large  tears  that  leave  the  lashes  bright  I 
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I,  140.  'The  most  light,  unthinking, 
sensual  and  profligate  of  the  European 
nations ;  a  nation  the  very  phrases  of 
whose  language  are  so  composed,  that 
they  can  scarcely  speak  without  lying.' — 
The  Friend,  18 18,  i.  93. 

II.  161,  162.  Thus  quoted  by  Coleridge 
in  The  Friend  (1809)  : — 

'  Restless    in    enmity,    have    thought    all 

change 
Involv'd  in  change  of  constituted  power.' 

11.  196,  197.  See  Addenda,  '  Fragment 
*f6;-'     (i  '^' 

11.  222,  223.  Thomas  Poole  was  the 
'friend.'  The  elms  surviyed  until  about 
1870. 

1.  225.  The  '  lowly  cottage '  is  lowlier 
than  ever :  it  is  a  public-house,  with  the 
sign  of  '  Coleridge  Cottage. '  A  memorial 
tablet  is  about  to  be  affixed  (Oct.  1892). 
Dove  Cottage  has  been  rescued  and  con- 
secrated. The  Stowey  cottage  is  not  less 
worthy.  Alfoxden  is  probably  safe,  but 
the  cottage,  as  it  stands,  is  too  frail  a  shrine 
for  the  memories  of  Coleridge  and  Words- 
worth in  their  anmis  tnirabilis — 1797-1798. 

120.    To  a  Young  Lady,  p.  131. 

First  printed  in  the  Annual  Anthology/, 
1800.  "The  young  lady  was  Miss  Lavinia 
Poole,  a  cousin  of  Thomas  Poole.  She 
afterwards  became  Mrs.  Draper. 

121.    The  Nightingale.     A  Conversation 
Poetn,  p.  131. 

First  printed  in  Lyrical  Ballads,  1798, 
inserted  at  the  last  moment  to  replace 
Lewfi,  withdrawn,  for  reasons  unrecorded 
(see  '  Note  43  ').  The  title  in  1798  v/as, 
The  Nightingale  :  a  Conversational  Poem, 
■written  in  April  1798.  In  L.  B.  1800, 
1802,  and  1805  the  second  title  was 
omitted;  and  in  Sib.  Leaves  (18 17)  was 
restored,  in  the  modified  form  qI  A  Con- 
versation Poem,  and  this  has  always  since 
been  the  heading  until  1877-80,  when  the 
editor  restored  the  earher  word. 

1.  13.  'Most  musical,  most  melancholy.' 
'  This  passage  in  Milton  possesses  an  ex- 
cellence far  superior  to  that  of  mere  de- 
scription :  it  is  spoken  in  the  character  of 
the  melancholy  man,  and  has  therefore  a 


dramatic  propriety.  The  author  makes 
this  remark  to  rescue  iimself  from  the 
charge  of  having  alluded  with  levity  to  a 
line  in  Milton,  a  charge  than  which  none 
could  be  more  painful  to  him,  except  per- 
haps that  of  having  ridiculed  his  Bible.' 
[Note  of  S.  T.  C. ,  1798  ;  repeated  in  all 
editions.] 

Coleridge  is  quoting — 

'  Sweet  bird,  that  .shunn'st  the  noise  of  folly. 
Most  musical,  most  melancholy. ' 

II  Pense7'oso,  II.  61,  62. 

Milton's  nightingales  are  not  all  '  melan- 
choly'—  they  are  more  often  'lulling,' 
'solemn,'  'amorous' — and  his  own  especial 
bird,  '  with  fresh  hope  the  lover's  heart 
does  fill.'  Indeed  the  only  sad  notes  are 
sung  in  //  Penseroso  and  in  Comus. 

It  was  doubtless  with  reference  to  this 
passage  that  Wordsworth  wrote  to  Wilson 
('  Ch.  North  ')  :  '  What  false  notions  have 
prevailed,  from  generation  to  generation, 
of  the  true  character  of  the  Nightingale. 
As  far  as  my  Friend's  Poem,  in  the  Ly- 
rical Ballads,  is  read,  it  will  contribute 
greatly  to  rectify  these  '  [Prose  Works  of 
W.  W.  ii.  211).  He  repeats  Coleridge's 
lesson  in  Entei-prise  (1820)  : — 

'  She,  who  inspires  that  strain  of  joyance 

holy 
Which    the    sweet    Bird,    misnamed    the 

melancholy. 
Pours  forth  in  shady  groves,  shall  plead 
for  me." 

I.  40. 

'  My  Friend,  and  my  Friend's  Sister  ! ' 
Lyrical  Ballads,  all  editions. 

II.  43-49.  This  exquisite  passage  is  found 
in  the  'Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97' 
(see  Addenda,  'Fragment  43').  It  is 
there  word  for  word,  as  printed  in  1798 
and  ever  after. 

11.  64-69.  On  moonlight  lushes  Xo  Lights 
up  her  love-torch.  These  lines  were  omitted 
in  all  editions  of  Lyrical  Ballads  after  1798, 
and  restored  in  Sib.  Leaves. 

11.  97-105.  'Y\i&  facts  are  noted  in  the 
'Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97'  (see 
Addenda,  '  Fragment  38  ').  Coleridge 
was  probably  thinking  of  the  same  incident 
when  he  wrote  in  Christabel  (11.  315-318): — 

'- — and  tears  she  sheds — 

Large  tears  that  leave  the  lashes  bright ! 
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And  oft  the  while  she  seems  to  smile 
As  infants  at  a  sudden  light.' 

It  seems  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the 
scenery  of  the  poem  is  that  of  the  foot  of 
the  Quantocks  about  Stowey  and  Alfoxden  ; 
that  '  My  Friend,  and  thou,  our  Sister  ! '  are 
William  and  Dorothy  Wordsworth  ;  that, 
though  not  '  hard  by '  Alfoxden,  the  '  castle 
huge '  is  probably  the  ruined  castle  over- 
hanging N.  Stowey ;  and  that  the  '  most 
gentle  maid  '  is  Dorothy  Wordsworth. 

122.   Recantation,  p,  133. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  July 
30,  1798.  As  it  is  a  squib,  I  have  thought 
-  it  preferable  to  reprint  the  original,  rather 
than  either  of  the  revised  versions  published 
in  the  Ann.  Anthol.  (1800)  or  in  Sib. 
Leaves  (1817).  In  Coleridge's  own  copy 
of  the  Ann.  Anthol.  he  has  written  the 
following  (the  binder's  plough  has  carried 
away  the  words  within  [  ]  —  perhaps 
more)  :  '  Written  when  fears  were  enter- 
tained of  an  Invasion,  and  Mr.  Sheridan 
and  Mr.  Tierney  were  absurdly  represented 
as  having  recanted  because,  to  the  [French 
Revolution  (?)]  in  its  origin,  they  [having 
been  favourable,  changed  their  opinion 
when  the  Revolutionists  became  unfaithful 
to  their  principles  (?)]. ' 

11.  63-66.  Coleridge  quotes  these  lines 
to  illustrate  the  dictum  that  '  Experience 
informs  us  that  the  first  defence  of  weak 
minds  is  to  recriminate. ' — Biog.  Lit.  1817, 
i.  30. 

123.   Love,  p.  135. 

First  published  in  its  present  form  in  the 
first  volume  of  the  second  edition  of  the 
Lyrical  Ballads  (1800). 

But  it  had  appeared  a  year  before  (the 
L.B.,  though  dated  1800,  were  issued  in 
January  1801)  in  the  Morning  Post,  Dec. 
21,  1799 — under  the  title  of  '  Introduction 
to  the  Tale  of  the  Dark  Ladi^,'  and  with 
the  following  introductory  letter  : — 

To  THE  Editor  of  the  Morning  Post. 
Sir, 

The  following  Poem  is  the  Intro- 
duction to  a  somewhat  longer  one,  for 
which  I  shall  solicit  insertion  on  your  next 
open  day.     The  use  of  the  old  Ballad  word 


Ladie,  for  Lady,  is  the  only  piece  of  ob-; 
soleteness  in  it  ;  and  as  it  is  professedly  a 
tale  of  antient  times,  I  trust  that  '  the 
affectionate  lovers  of  venerable  antiquity' 
(as  Cambden  says)  will  grant  me  their 
pardon,  and  perhaps  may  be  induced  to 
admit  a  force  and  propriety  in  it.  A 
heavier  objection  may  be  adduced  against 
the  Author,  that  in  these  times  of  fear  and 
expectation,  when  novelties  explode  around 
us  in  all  directions,  he  should  presume  to 
offer  to  the  public  a  silly  tale  of  old- 
fashioned  love  ;  and  five  years  ago,  I  own, 
I  should  have  allowed  and  felt  the  force  of 
this  objection.  But,  alas!  explosion  has 
succeeded  explosion  so  rapidly  that  novelty 
itself  ceases  to  appear  new ;  and  it  is  pos- 
sible that  now,  even  a  simple  story  wholly 
unspiced  with  politics  or  personality,  may 
find  some  attention  amid  the  hubbub  of 
Revolutions,  as  to  those  who  have  re-;; 
mained  a  long  time  by  the  falls  of  Niagara,  ! 
the  lowest  whispering  becomes  distinctly 
audible.  S.  T.  Coleridge. 

O  leave  the  lily  on  its  stem  ; 
O  leave  the  rose  upon  the  spray ; 
O  leave  the  elder-bloom,  fair  maids  ! 
And  listen  to  my  lay. 

A  cypress  and  a  myrtle  bough 
This  morn  around  my  harp  you  twined. 
Because  it  fashion 'd  mournfully 
Its  murmurs  in  the  wind. 

And  now  a  tale  of  love  and  woe, 
A  woeful  tale  of  love  I  sing  ; 
Hark,  gentle  maidens  !  hark,  it  sighs 
And  trembles  on  the  string. 

But  most,  my  own  dear  Genevieve, 
It  sighs  and  trembles  most  for  thee  ! 
O  come  and  hear  the  cruel  wTongs, 
Befell  the  dark  Ladie  ! 

Few  sorrows  hath  she  of  her  o\vn , 
My  hope,  my  joy,  my  Genevieve  ! 
She  loves  me  best  whene'er  I  sing 

The  songs  that  malce  her  grieve.  ; 

Then  came  Love  as  we  know  it,  but  for 
the  following  differences  : — The  fifth  of  the 
stanzas  above  took  its  place  as  the  fifth  of 
Love. 

The  following  stanza  in  the  M.P.  was 
omitted  ;  it  came  between  the  nth  and 
1 2th  of  Love  : —  ' 
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'  And  how  he  cross'd  the  woodman's  paths, 
Thro'  briars  and  swampy  mosses  beat ; 
How  bows  rebounding  scourg'd  his  limbs, 
And  low  stubs  gor'd  his  feet. '  ^ 

This  also,  which  came  between  the  20th 
and  2 1  St  of  Love  : — 

'  I  saw  her  bosom  heave  and  swell. 
Heave  and  swell  with  inward  sighs — 
I  could  not  choose  but  love  to  see 
Her  gentle  bosom  rise. ' 

The  next  stanza  began  thus  : — 

'  Her  wet  cheek  glow'd  :  she  stept  aside — 
As  conscious,'  etc. 

After  the  last  stanza  oiLove  came  these: — 

'  And  now  once  more  a  tale  of  woe, 
A  woeful  tale  of  love  I  sing  ; 
For  thee,  my  Genevieve  !  it  sighs, 
And  trembles  on  the  string. 

'  When  last  I  sang  the  cruel  scorn 
That  crazed  this  bold  and  lonely  [sic] 

knight. 
And  how  he  roam'd  the  mountain  woods. 
Nor  rested  day  or  night  ; 

'  I  promis'd  thee  a  sister  tale 
Of  Man's  perfidious  cruelty  : 
Come  then  and  hear  what  cruel  wrong 
Befel  the  Dark  Ladie.' 

End  of  the  Introduction. 

Among  Mr.  Longman's  MSS.  (see  '  Note 
116')  is  a  complete  copy  of  Love,  made 
by  Coleridge  for  the  printer  of  L.B.  1800. 
It  contains  the  stanza  above  which  begins 

'  I  saw  her  bosom  heave  and  swell, ' 

but  Coleridge  ran  his  pen  through  it.  He 
also  made  the  alteration  in  the  first  line 
[M.P.)  of  the  stanza  following. 

There  is  a  much  -  tortured  draft  of 
Love  in  the  British  Museum,  of  which  (and 
of  several  other  curiosities  of  the  kind)  I 
have  printed  a  type  fac-simile.  The  little 
volume  only  awaits  a  preface  and  notes. 
The  draft  is  entitled  The  Dark  LadiL 

1  See  the  germ  in  '  Fragment  41 '  (p.  456). 
Coleridge  frequently  'gored  his  feet'  in  getting 
through  hedges  and  over  stiles.  The  trouble 
and  its  cause  reappear  in  The  Picture  : — 
'  If  in  sullen  mood 
He  should  stray  hither,  the  low  stumps  shall  gore 
His  dainty  feet '  (11.  28-30). 


11.  13-16.    In  the  first  draft  this  stanza 
ran  thus  : — 

'  Against  a  grey  Stone  rudely  carv'd. 
The  Statue  of  an  armed  Knight, 
She  lean'd,  in  melancholy  mood, 

And  watch' d  the  lingering  Light.' 

And  the  abortive  attempt  was  made  : — 

'  She  lean'd  against  a  tall  chissel'd  Stone 
The  statue  of  a ' 


Then  :— 

'  She  lean'd  against  an  armed  man. 
The  statue  of  an  armed  Knight, 
She  stood  and  listen' d  to  my  Harp 
Amid  the  lingering  Light.' 

I  am  indebted  to  Mr.  Ernest  Hartley 
Coleridge  for  the  suggestion  that  the  poena 
may  have  been  written  in  November  1799, 
at  Sockburn,  when,  after  returning  from 
Germany,  Coleridge  visited  the  Words- 
worths,  themselves  the  guests  of  their  con- 
nections the  Hutchinsons.  There  is  no 
'  ruin'd  tower '  at  Sockburn,  but  there  is 
an  ancient  church  with  a  recumbent 
statue  of  an  '  armed  knight '  (of  the 
Conyers  family),  and  in  a  field  adjoining 
a  famous  '  Grey  Stone '  (so  called  in  the 
County  Histories),  which  tradition  says 
commemorates  the  slaying  by  the  Knight 
of  a  monstrous  wyverne,  or  'worme. ' 
Here  is  surely  material  and  suggestion 
enough  for  the  stanzas  in  Love.  There  is 
no  '  mount '  in  Sockburn  parish,  but  it  oc- 
cupies a  peninsula  about  which  the  Tees 
winds. 

11.  9,  10.  '  We  entered  the  wood  through 
a  beautiful  mossy  path  ;  the  moon  above 
us  blending  with  the  evening  lights,  and 
every  now  and  then  a  nightingale  would 
invite  the  others  to  sing.' —  Coleridge s 
letter  to  his  wife.  May  17,  1799. 
describing  his  asceiit  of  the  Bracken. 
Printed  in  New  Monthly  Magazine,  Oct. 
1835,  ^^"i  l^ss  completely  in  Amulet  1829, 
and  in  Gillman's  Life,  p.  125. 

Coleridge  said  to  Allsop  (probably  about 
1820)  :  '  The  Ancient  Mariner  cannot  be 
imitated,  nor  the  poem  Love.  They  may 
be  excelled  ;  they  are  not  imitable ' 
[Letters,  etc.  1864,  p.  51).  Again  (p.  128), 
that  a  copy  of  the  L.B,  of  1800  having 
been  sent  to  C.  J.  Fox,  that  great  man 
had   pronounced    Love   to   be    '  the   most 
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beautiful  poem  in  the  language.'  Doubt- 
less AUsop  misunderstood,  for  Fox's  words 
(addressed  to  Wordsworth)  were  :  '  Of 
the  poems  which  you  state  not  to  be  yours, 
that  entitled  Love  appears  to  me  to  be  the 
best '  {Prose  Works  of  W.  W.  ii.  206). 

In  Sib.  Leaves,  and  in  1828  and  1829, 
Love  begins  the  section  called  '  Love 
Poems '  to  which  the  following  serves  as 
Motto  : — 

'  Quas  humilis  tenero  stylus  olim  effudit  in 

32  vo, 
Perlegis  hie  lacrymas,  et  quod  pharetratus 

acuta 
Ille  puer  puero  fecit  mihi  cuspide  vulnus. 
Omnia  paulatim  consumit  longior  astas, 
Vivendoque  simul  morimur,   rapimurque 

manendo. 
Ipse  mihi  collatus  enim  non  ille  videbor  : 
Frons  alia  est,  moresque  alii,  nova  mentis 

imago, 
Voxque  aliud  sonat — 
Pectore   nunc   gelido    calidos   miseremur 

amantes, 
Jamque  arsisse  pudet.     Veteres  tranquilla 

tumultus 
Mens  horret,  relegensque  alium  putat  ista 

locutum. '  Petrarch. 

See  the  passage  quoted  in  '  Note  182' 
in  a  different  connection. 

124.    The  Ballad  of  the  Dark  Ladie, 
p.    136. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1834,  without 
note  or  comment.  It  was  the  Ballad  to 
which  Love  was  originally  intended  to  be 
an  Introduction  (see  preceding  'Note'). 
In  a  manuscript  list  (undated)  of  his  poems 
drawn  up  by  Coleridge  appear  these  items 
together  :  '  Love,  96  lines  [exactly  the 
number  printed].  The  Black  Ladii,  190 
lines.'  The  Black  Ladi6  doubtless  was 
'  The  Dark  Ladi6, '  so  that  the  asterisks 
stand  for  about  two-thirds  of  the  whole. 

125.   Hexameters,  p.  137, 

First  printed  in  the  Rev.  Ch.  Words- 
worth's Memoirs  of  William  Wordsworth, 
1851,  i.  139  ;  and  again  in  Prof.  Knight's 
Life,  i.  185.  The  lines  are  now  first 
collected  as  a  whole.  The  seven  begin- 
ning,   '  O  what  a  life  is    the   eye  !  '   were 


printed  by  H.  N.  Coleridge  in  1834  (see 
'Note  127');  also  by  Cottle  {E.R.  i. 
226)  from  a  MS.  given  to  him  by  Coleridge 
along  with  a  note  on  the  Hexameter.  This 
MS.  was  lent  me  by  my  friend  the  late 
Mr.  F.  W.  Cosens,  and  on  comparing  it 
with  Cottle's  print,  I  found  that,  as  usual, 
he  had  garbled  it,  going  even  so  far  as  to 
'  correct '  the  Him' s  which  begin  three 
lines  in  O,  what  a  life  into  He' s  !  besides 
altering  the  text  in  two  places. 

126.   Ad  Vilmum  Axiologum,  p.  138. 

This  Latinisation  of  '  Wordsworth '  is 
not  original.  Wordsworth's  first  printed 
verses  were  a  Sonnet  on  seeing  Miss  Helen 
Maria  Williams  weep  at  a  tale  of  distress, 
published  in  the"  '  European  Magazine ' 
for  March  1787  and  signed  'Axiologus.' 
He  never  reprinted  them,  and  Professor 
Knight  has  excluded  them  from  his 
edition  of  Wordsworth's  Poetical  Works. 
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127.  Hymn  to  the  Earth,  p.  138. 


First  printed  in  Friendship's  Offering, 
1834,  along  with  other  pieces.  They 
were  all  grouped  under  this  heading  : — 
'  Fragments  from  the  wreck  of  Memory  :  or. 
Portions  of  Poetns  composed  in  early  man- 
hood: by  S.  T.  Coleridge  ;  and  the  follow- 
ing Note  was  prefixed  : — 

[Note. — It  may  not  be  without  use  or 
interest  to  youthful,  and  especially  to 
intelligent  female  readers  of  poetry,  to 
observe,  that  in  the  attempt  to  adapt  the 
Greek  metres  to  the  English  language,  we 
must  begin  by  substituting  quality  of  sound 
for  quantity — that  is,  accentuated  or  com- 
paratively emphasised  syllables,  for  what, 
in  the  Greek  and  Latin  verse,  are  named 
long,  and  of  which  the  prosodial  mark 
is  -  ;  and  vice  versa,  unaccentuated  syl- 
lables for  short,  marked  ".  Now  the  hexa- 
meter verse  consists  of  two  sorts  oifeet,  the 
spondee,  composed  of  two  long  syllables, 
and  the  dactyl,  composed  of  one  long 
syllable  followed  by  two  short.  The 
following  verse  from  the  Psalms  is  a  rare 
instance  of  a  perfect  hexameter  {i.e.  line 
of  six  feet)  in  the  English  language  : — 

God  came  |  up  with  2.  |  shout :  our  |  Lord 
with  the  I  sound  6f  a  |  trumpfit. 


NOTES 


615 


But  so  few  are  the  truly  spondaic  words 
in  our  language,  such  as  Egypt,  uproar, 
turmoil,  etc.,  that  we  are  compelled  to 
substitute,  in  most  instances,  the  trochee, 
or  -  ■*,  i.e.  such  words  as  merry,  lightly, 
etc.  for  the  proper  spondee.  It  need  only 
be  added,  that  in  the  hexameter  the  fifth 
foot  must  be  a  dactyl,  and  the  sixth  a 
spondee,  or  trochee.  I  will  end  this  note 
with  two  hexameter  lines,  likewise  from  the 
Psalms. 

There  fe  S,  |  rivgr  the  |  flowing  wh6re  |  of 
shall  I  gladden  the  |  city, 

Halle  I  lujah  the  |  city  5f  |  G5d  Je  |  h5vah ! 
hath  ]  blest  hgr.i  S.  T.  C] 

Then  followed  '  I.  Hymn  to  the  Earth  ; 
n.  EngHsh  Hexameters,  written  during  a 
temporary  blindness  ['  O  !  what  a  life  is  the 
eye  ! '  down  to  '  Sure  it  has  thoughts  of  its 
own,  and  to  see  is  only  its  language '  in 
Hexameters,  p.  138] ;  HI.  The  Homeric 
Hexameter,  described  and  exemplified 
[p.  140]  ;  IV.  The  Ovidian  Elegiac 
Metre,  described  and  exemplified  [p.  140]  ; 
V.  A  versified  Reflection '  [A  Thought  sug- 
gested by  a  View  of  Saddleback  in  Cum- 
berland, p.  175]. 

It  will  be  observed  that  no  hint  is  given 
that  Nos.  I.  III.  and  IV.  were  transla- 
tions. That  the  Hymn  to  the  Earth  is 
'  an  extract  from  F.  L.  Stolberg's  Hymne 
an  die  Erde '  was  first  pointed  out  by  F. 
Freiligrath  in  his  '  Biographical  Memoir ' 
of  Coleridge  prefixed  to  the  Tauchnitz 
reprint  of  Poems,  1852.  Coleridge  has 
translated  and  somewhat  expanded  the 
opening  of  the  '  Hymne '  : — 

Hymne  an  die  Erde. 
Erde,  du  Mutter  zahlloser  Kinder,  Mutter 

und  Am  me  ! 
Sei  mir  gegrusst  !      Sei  mir  gesegnet   im 

Feiergesange  ! 

1  In  a  copy  of  J^.O.  kindly  lent  me  by  Mr.  E. 
H.  Coleridge,  Coleridge  has  written  under  this 
note  :  —  '  To  make  any  considerable  number 
of  Hexameters  feasible  in  our  monosyllabic 
trochee-iambic  language,  there  must  I  fear  be 
other  licenses  granted — in  the  Jirst  foot,  at  least 
— ex.  gr.  A  superfluous  '  prefixed  in  cases  of 
particles  such  as  "of,"  "  and,"  and  the  like  :  like- 
wise -  "  -  where  the  stronger  accent  is  on  the 
first  syllable.— S.  T.  C 


Sieh,   O   Mutter,  hier  lieg'  ich  an   deinen 

schwellenden  Briisten  ! 
Lieg',  O  Griingelockte,  von  deinem  wallen- 

den  Haupthaar 
Sanft    umsauselt    und    sanft   gekiisst    von 

thauenden  Lijften  ! 
Ach,    du    sauselst    Wonne    mir    zu,    und 

thauest  mir  Wehmuth 
In  das   Herz,  dass  Wehmuth  und  Wonn' 

aus  schmelzender  Seele, 
Sich  in  Thranen  und  Dank  und  heiligen 

Liedern  ergiessen  ! 
Erde,  du  Mutter  zahlloser  Kinder,  Mutter 

und  Amme  ! 
Schwester   der  allerfreuenden  Sonne,    des 

freundlichen  Mondes, 
Und  der  strahlenden  Stern',  und  flammen- 

beschweiften  Kometen, 
Eine    der   jiingsten    Tochter    der  allgeba- 

renden  Schopfung, 
Immer    bliihendes    Weib    des    Segentrau- 

felnden  Himmels  ! 
Sprich,  O   Erde,  wie  war  dir  als  du  am 

ersten  der  Tage 
Deinen   heiligen  Schooss    deni   buhlenden 

Himmel  enthiilltest? 
Dein  Errothen  war  die  erste  der  Morgen- 

rothen, 
Als  er  im  blendenden   Bette  von  weichen 

schwellenden  Wolken, 
Deine  giirtende  Binde  mit  siegende  Starke 

dir  loste  ! 
Schauer  durchbebten  die  stille  Natur  und 

tausend  und  tausend 
Leben  keimten  empor  aus  der  machtigen 

Liebesumarmung. 
Freudig  begriissten  die  Fluthen  des  Meeres 

neuer  Bewohner 
Mannigfaltige  Schaaren  ;    es    staunte  der 

werdende  Wallfisch 
Ueber  die  steigenden  Strome    die    seiner 

Nasen  entbrausten  ; 
Junges  Leben  durchbriillte  die  Auen  ;  die 

Walde  ;  die  Berge, 
Irrte    blockend    im    Thai,    und    sang    in 

bliihenden  Stauden. 


128.   Mahomet,  p.  139. 

Southey  and  Coleridge  visited  Ottery  at 
the  beginning  of  September  1799,  soon 
after  Coleridge's  return  from  Germany. 
They  agreed  to  write  a  poem  on  Mahomet 
in    Hexameters,    each    contributing    half. 
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On  Dec.  8,  1799,  Southey  sent  to  Wm. 
Taylor  of  Norwich  a  '  specimen '  of  109 
lines,  but  seems  never  to  have  got  any 
further.  These  lines  by  Coleridge,  first 
printed  in  Poems,  1834,  probably  represent 
his  accomplishment.  See  Memoir  of  W. 
Taylor,  1843,  i.  294,  309,  325  ;  and  Life 
and  Corr.  of  Southey,  ii.  76. 
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129.    Catullian  Hendecasyllables,  p.  140. 

First  printed  in  Poems, -l&2A>^^  if  original. 
In  1852  the  fact  that  it  vs^as  a  free  transla- 
tion from  Matthisson's  Milesisches  Mdhrcheii 
was  acknowledged,  and  the  original  ap- 
pended : — 

'  Ein  milesisches  Mahrchen,  Adonide  ! 
Unter  heiligen  Lorbeerwipfeln  glanzte 
Hoch    auf    rauschendem    Vorgebirg   ein 

Tempel. 
Aus  den  Fluthen  erhub,  von  Pan  gesegnet, 
Im  Gediifte  der  Feme  sich  ein  Eiland. 
Oft,  in  mondlicher  Dammrung,  schwebt' 

ein  Nachen 
Vom  Gestade  des  heerdenreichen  Eilands, 
Zur    umwaldeten     Bucht,    wo    sich    ein 

Steinpfad 
Zwischen  Mirthen  zum   Tempelhain  em- 

porwand. 
Dort  im  Rosengebiisch,  der  Huldgottinnen 
Marmorgruppe  geheiligt,  fieht'  oft  einsam 
Eine  Priesterinn,  reizend  wie  Apelles 
Seine  Grazien  malt,  zum  Sohn  Cytherens, 
Ihren  Kalhas  freundlich  zu  umschweben 
Und  durch  Wogen  und    Dunkel  ihn  zu 

leiten. 
Bis      der     nachtliche     Schiffer,     wonne- 

schauernd, 
An  den  Busen  ihr  sank.' 

The  title,  of  course,  is  a  misnomer,  as 
by  having  a  dactyl  in  the  first  place,  in- 
stead of  a  spondee,  iambus,  or  trochee, 
the  lines  consist  of  twelve,  and  not  of 
eleven  syllables.  The  German  original  is 
metrically  in  accord  with  the  title,  which 
cannot  have  been  given  by  Coleridge  to 
his  translation.  His  beautiful  lines  were 
probably  an  experiment  in  metre. 

The  poem  has  been  unfortunate  in  hav- 
ing been  hitherto  printed  with  two  bad 
blunders,  now  corrected  : — 

1.  5.  For  plac'd  has  been  substituted 
blest  (gesegnet). 


1.  6.    For    bleak    resounding   has   be 
substituted     bleat  -  i-esounding     (heerdea 
reichen). 

Until  1852  the  penultimate  line  was  did 
figured  by  having  '  mighty'  printed  fd 
'  nightly. ' 

130.     The    Homeric    Hexameter —  Th 
Ovidian  Elegiac  Metre,  p.  140. 

First  printed  in  Friendship's  Offerink 
for  1834  (1833).  See  '  Note  127.'  The 
fact  that  these  were  translated  from 
Schiller's 

Der  epische  Hexameter 
Schwindelnd  tragt  er  dich  fort  auf  rastlos 
stromenden  Wogen  ; 
Hinter  dir  siehst  du,  du  siehst  vor  dir 
nur  Himmel  und  Meer. 

Das  Distichon 

Im    Hexameter     steigt    des    Springquells 
fiiissige  Saule  ; 
Im  Pentameter  drauf  faUt  sie  melodisch 
herab. 

was  not  acknowledged  until  1847,  when 
the  one  volume  edition  of  the  Poems, 
dated  '  1848,'  was  published.  The  ori- 
ginals were  printed  in  the  ■'  Notes,'  but 
without  comment.  In  the  same  year, 
however,  Mrs.  H.  N.  Coleridge,  in  the 
'  Introduction '  to  her  edition  of  the  Biog. 
Lit.,  endeavoured  to  explain  the  charges 
of  plagiarism  which  had  been  made, 
especially  in  Blackwood' s  Magazine  for 
March  1840.  The  charges  mainly  affected 
Coleridge's  philosophical  writings,  but  the 
writer  in  Blackwood  mentioned  also  that 
Coleridge  had  borrowed  these  two 
couplets  from  Schiller,  and  the  Lines  on  a 
Cataract  from  Stolberg,  and  had  en- 
deavoured to  conceal  the  facts.  Mrs.  H. 
N.  Coleridge  replies  {Biog.  Lit.  1847,  i. 
xxxvi. )  :  '  Now  the  metre,  language,  and 
thoughts  of  Stolberg's  poem  are  all  in 
Coleridge's  expansion  of  it,  but  those  of 
the  latter  are  not  all  contained  in  the  for- 
mer, any  more  than  the  budding  rose 
contains  all  the  riches  of  the  rose  full 
blown.  .  .  .  That  which  is  most  exquisite 
in  the  Lines  on  a  Cataract  is  Coleridge's 
own  :  though  some  may  even  prefer  Stol- 
berg's striking  original.      These  and  the 
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verses  from  Schiller  were  added  to  the 
poetical  works  of  Mr.  Coleridge  by  his 
late  Editor.  Had  the  author  himself 
superintended  the  edition  [1834]  into 
which  they  were  first  inserted,  he  would, 
perhaps,  have  made  references  to  Schiller 
and  Stolberg  in  these  instances  as  he  had 
done  in  others  ;  if  he  neglected  to  do  so, 
it  could  not  have  been  in  any  expectation 
of  keeping  to  himself  what  he  had  bor- 
rowed from  them.'  (Remarks  of  the 
same  tenor  on  other  borrowed  poems  are 
made  in  a  '  Note'  at  pp.  xlii. -xhv. ) 

This,  of  course,  is  an  apology — not  an 
explanation.  Coleridge  omitted  acknow- 
ledgment in  at  least  ten  similar  instances. 
Mere  carelessness,  no  doubt,  accounts  for 
some;  pardonable  light-hearted  vanity 
for  a  few  more,  perhaps  ;  but  there  is  a 
residue. 

In  the  MS.  given  to  Cottle  (see  '  Note 
125')  were  written  these  translations  from 
Schiller,  but  without  mention  of  any  ori- 
ginals (printed  incorrectly  in  E.R.  i. 
226)  : — 

Specimen  describing  the  Hexameter 
IN  Hexameters. 

Strongly  it  tilts  us  along,  o'er  leaping  and 

limitless  Billows, 
Nothing  before,  and  nothing  behind,  but 

the  Sky  and  the  Ocean. 

Specimen  of  English  Elegiacs. 

In   the    Hexameter    rises    the    Fountain's 

silvery  column. 
In  the  Pentameter   still  falling  melodious 

down. 

131.   Metrical  Feet,  ^.  140. 

The  lesson  was  originally  written  for 
Hartley  about  1803,  and  the  version  of 
the  lines  here  printed  (first  in  P.  W.  1834) 
was  one  adapted  for  Derwent  in  1807. 

132.  The  British  Stripling's  War- Song, 
p.  141. 

The  editors  of  1877-80  and  of  the 
'Aldine'  (1885)  say  this  was  printed  in 
the  Morning  Post,  August  24,  1 799.  I 
have  not  been  able  to  see  a  copy  of  this 
newspaper.  The  poem  was  printed  in  the 
Ann.  Anth..,  and  this  is  the  version  these 


editors  give,  without  any  readings  from 
the  M.P.  The  first  draft  is  in  the  British 
Museum,  and  it  was  this  version  which  was 
printed  in  the  Lit.  Remains,  1836  (i.  276), 
but  with  two  very  unnecessary  editorial 
emendations,  and  one  very  bad  blunder. 
Coleridge  headed  his  draft,  '  The  Strip- 
ling's War-Song,  Imitated  from  Stolberg,' 
but  when  he  published  the  verses  in  the 
Ann.  Anthol.  he  made  some  alteration  on 
the  text,  called  it  '  The  British  Stripling's 
War-Song,'  and  omitted  the  reference  to 
Stolberg.  He  never  reprinted  it,  and  it 
seems  to  have  been  forgotten,  for  some 
one  communicated  it  to  the  Gentleman  s 
Magazine  in  1848  (N.S.  xxix.  p.  60), 
stating  that  it  '  had  appeared  in  the  Bath 
Hei-ald.'  In  his  own  copy  of  the  Ann. 
Anthol.  Coleridge  with  his  pen  restored 
the  13th  line  from 

'  My  own  shout  of  onset,  when  the  armies 
advance, ' 

to  its  original  form  in  the  draft,  and  this 
emendation  I  have  adopted. 

The  following  is  Count  F.  L.  Stolberg' s 
poem  (written  in  1774),  taken  from  Ge- 
sammelte  Werke  der  Briider  Ch.  tend  F. 
L.  Graf  en  zu  Stolberg.  Hamburg,  1827, 
i.  42  : — ■ 

Lied  eines  deutschen  Knaben. 

Mein    Arm   wird    stark   und    gross    mein 

Muth, 
Gieb,  Vater,  mir  ein  Schwert  ! 
Verachte  nicht  mein  junges  Blut ; 
Ich  bin  der  Vater  werth  ! 

Ich  finde  fiirder  keine  Ruh 
Im  weichen  Knabenstand  ! 
Ich  stiirb',  O  Vater,  stolz,  wie  du, 
Den  Tod  fiir's  Vaterland  ! 

Schon  friih  in  meiner  Kindheit  war 
Mein  taglich  Spiel  der  Krieg  ! 
Im  Bette  traumt'  ich  nur  Gefahr 
Und  Wunden  nur  und  Sieg. 

Mein  Feldgeschrei  erweckte  mich 

Aus  mancher  Tlirkenschlacht ; 

Noch  jiingst  ein  Faustschlag,  weichen  ich 

Dem  Bassa  zugedacht  ! 

Da  neulich  unsrer  Krieger  Schaar 
Auf  dieser  Strasse  zog, 
Und,  wie  ein  Vogel,  der  Husar 
Das  Haus  voriiberflog. 
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Da  gaffte  starr,  und  freute  sich 
Der  Knaben  froher  Schwarm  : 
Ich  aber,  Vater,  harmte  mich, 
Und  priifte  meinen  Arm  ! 

Mein  Arm  ist  stark  und  gross  mein  Muth  ! 
Gieb,  Vater,  mir  ein  Schwert  ! 
Verachte  nicht  mein  junges  Blut  ; 
Ich  bin  der  Vater  werth  ! 


133.    Oji  a  Cataract,  p.  141. 

First  printed  in  P.  IV.  1834.  See 
'Notes  127'  and  '130.'  The  following 
are  Stolberg's  lines,  on  which  Coleridge's 
poem  is  founded  : — 

'  Unsterblicher  Jiingling  ! 
Du  stromest  hervor 
Aus  der  Felsenkluft. 
Kein  Sterblicher  sah 
Die  Wiege  des  Starken  ; 
Es  horte  kein  Ohr 

Das  Lallen  des  Edlen   im  sprudelnden 
Quell. 

'  Dich  kleidet  die  Sonne 
In  Strahlen  des  Ruhmes  ! 
Sie  malet  mit  Farben  des  himmlischen 

Bogens 
Die  schwebenden  Wolken  der  stauben- 
den  Fluth.' 

In  Poems,  1848  and  1852,  Mrs.  H.  N. 
Coleridge  entitled  On  a  Cataract,  '  Im- 
proved from  Stolberg '  ;  and  in  the  '  Intro- 
duction '  to  Biog.  Lit.  1847  it  was  called 
'  an  expansion  '  of  Stolberg's  lines. 

In  a  manuscript  copy  in  Coleridge's 
handwriting  occur  these  various  read- 
ings :— 

11.  2,  3. 

'  Thou  streamest  from  forth 
The  cleft  of  thy  ceaseless  Nativity  !  ' 

11.  8-12. 

'  The  murmuring  songs  of  the  Son  of  the 

Rock, 
When  he  feeds  evermore  at  the  slumber- 
less  Fountain, 
There  abideth  a  Cloud, 
At  the  Portal  a  Veil. 
At  the  shrine  of  thy  self-renewing 
It  embodies  the  Visions  of  Dawn, 
It  entangles,'  etc. 


I.  20. 

'  Below  thee  the  cliff  inaccessible. 

II.  22,  23. 

'  Flockest  in  thy  Joyance, 
Wheelest,  shatter'st,  start'st." 


134.    Tell's  Birth-place,  p.  142. 

First  printed  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817),  with 
the  acknowledgment,  '  Imitated  from  Stol- 
berg. '  In  the  list  of  poems  drawn  up  by 
Coleridge,  to  which  allusion  is  made  in 
other  of  these  '  Notes,'  are  these  entries  : 
'  W.  Tell,  28  hnes  ' ;  '  On  the  Same,  40 
lines.'  This  second  seems  to  indicate 
some  poem  yet  undiscovered,  for  the  Ode 
to  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire  forms  a 
separate  entry  in  the  list.  The  following 
is  Stolberg's  poem  : — 

Bei  Wilhelm  Tells  Geburtsstatte 
IM  Kanton  Uri. 

Seht  diese  heilige  Kapell  ! 
Hier  ward  geboren  Wilhelm  Tell, 
Hier  wo  der  Altar  Gottes  steht 
Stand  seiner  Eltern  Ehebett ! 

Mit  Mutterfreuden  freute  sich 
Die  liebe  Mutter  inniglich. 
Da  gedachte  nicht  an  ihren  Schmerz 
Und  hielt  das  Knablein  an  ihr  Herz. 

Sie  flehte  Gott  :  er  sei  dein  Knecht, 
Sei  stark  und  muthig  und  gerecht. 
Gott  aber  dachte :  ich  thu'  mehr 
Durch  ihn  als  durch  ein  ganzes  Heer. 

Er  gab  dem  Knaben  warmes  Blut, 
Des  Rosses  Kraft,  des  Adlers  Muth, 
Im  Felsennacken  freien  Sinn, 
Des  Falken  Aug'  und  Feuer  drin  ! 

Dem  Worte  sein'  und  der  Natur 
Vertraute  Gott  das  Knablein  nur ; 
Wo  sich  der  Felsenstrom  ergeusst 
Erhub  sich  friih  des  Helden  Geist. 

Das  Ruder  und  die  Gemsenjagd , 
Hat'  seine  Glieder  stark  gemacht ; 
Er  scherzte  friih  mit  der  Gefahr, 
Und  wusste  nicht  wie  gross  er  war. 

Er  wusste  nicht  dass  seine  Hand, 
Durch  Gott  gestarkt,  sein  Vaterland 
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Erretten  wiirde  von  der  Schmach 
Der  Knechtschaft,  deren  Joch  er  brach. 
Friedreich  Leopold 
Graf  zu  Stolberg, 
1775. 

135.    The  Visit  of  the  Gods,  p.  142. 

First  printed  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817),  with 
the  acknowledgment,  '  Imitated  from 
Schiller.'  In  editions  1828  and  1829 
this  poem  was  entered  in  the  '  Contents  ' 
as  '  The  Vision  of  the  Gods  '  ;  but  in  the 
text  it  is  called  '  The  Visit  of  the  Gods." 

The  following  is  Schiller's  original : — 

DiTHYRAMBE. 

Nimmer,  das  glaubt  mir, 

Erscheinen  die  Gotter, 

Nimmer  allein. 

Kaum    dasz  ich  Bacchus,    den    Lustigen, 

habe, 
Kommt  auch  schon  Amor,   der  lachelnde 

Knabe. 
Phobus,  der  Herrliche,  findet  sich  ein  ! 

Sie  nahen,  sie  kommen — 

Die  Himmlischen  alle, 

Mit  Gottern  erfiillt  sich 

Die  irdische  Halle. 

Sagt,  wie  bewirth'  ich, 

Der  Erdegeborne, 

Himmlischen  Chor  ? 

Schenket  mir  euer  unsterbliches  Leben, 

Gotter  !     Was  kann  euch  der   Sterbliche 

geben  ? 
Hebet  zu  eurem  Olymp  mich  empor. 

Die  Freude,  sie  wohnt  nur 

In  Jupiters  Saale  ; 

O  fiillet  mit  Nektar, 

O  reicht  mir  die  Schale  ! 

Reich'  ihm  die  Schale  ! 

Schenke  dem  Dichter, 

Hebe,  nur  ein  ! 

Netz'    ihm  die   Augen   mit   himmlischem 

Thaue, 
Dasz  er  den  Styx,  den  verhaszten,   nicht 

schaue, 
Einer  der  Unsern  sich  diinke  zu  seyn. 

Sie  rauschet,  sie  perlet. 

Die  himmlische  Quelle  : 

Der  Busen  wird  ruhig, 

Das  Auge  wird  helle. 


136.   From  the  Ger?na}t,  p.  143. 

This  translation  of  part  of  Mignon's 
song  in  Wilhelm  Meister  was  first  printed 
in  P.  IV.  1834.  It  was  omitted,  prob- 
ably by  an  accident,  from  P.  and  D.  W. 
1877-80.  The  editor  of  the  Aldine  edition 
(1885)  remarks,  correctly,  I  believe  :  '  This 
fragment  is  the  only  trace  of  Goethe  to  be 
found  in  Coleridge's  Poems.' 

137.   Mutual  Passion,  p.  143. 

First  printed  in  the  supplementary  sheet 
prefixed  to  Sib.  Leaves  (1817)  as  'a  song 
modernised,  with  some  additions  from  one 
of  our  elder  poets  '  ('  Preface  '),  and  in  the 
heading  as  '  altered  and  modernised  from 
an  old  Poet. '  The  former  characterisation 
would  lead  the  reader  to  suppose  an 
English  poet,  but  Prof.  Brandl  {Life  of 
S.  T.  C.  p.  248)  says  the  poem  is  an  'imi- 
tation of  the  old-fashioned  rhymes  which 
introduce  Minnesang's  Friihling. ' 

In  Mr.  S.  M.  Samuel's  annotated  copy  of 
Sib.  Leaves  Coleridge  has  drawn  his  pen 
through  the  second  stanza. 

138.    Water  Ballad,  p.  143.      ^^e^jz__^ 

This  appeared,  without  note  or  com-  ^^t-vC  -^ 
ment,  in  the  AthencButn  for  October  9,  ^^^^ 
1831  ;  and  was  first  collected  in  P.   and  ff' 

D.    W.  1877-80.  „_^    ^^^^^^^^ 

139.  Names,  p.  144.  0       J^^ 

First  printed  in  Morning  Post,  Aug.  17,         ^-^"^1, 
1799;    then  in  Keepsake  for  1829  (1828); 
and  was  first  collected  in  P.  W.  1834.     It 
was  always  printedwithout  acknowledgment    . 
to  Lessing,  of  whose  '  Die  Namen '  it  is  a 
translation. 

Die  Namen. 

Ich  fragte  meine  Schone  : 

Wie  soil  mein  Lied  dich  nennen  ? 

Soil  dich  als  Dorimana, 

Als  Galathee,  als  Chloris, 

Als  Lesbia,  als  Doris, 

Die  Welt  der  Enkel  kennen  ? 

Ach  !   Namen  sind  nur  Tone  ; 

Sprach  meine  holde  Schone, 

Wahl'  selbst.     Du  kannst  mich  Doris, 

Und  Galathee  und  Chloris 
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Und wie  du  willst  mich  nennen  : 

Nur  nenne  mich  die  deine. 

Lessing,   Werke,  Bd.  i.  S.  50. 

Ed.  Lachmann-Maltzahn, 
Leipzig,  1853. 

Coleridge  once  gave  Names  to  Cottle, 
as  one  of  a  number  of  translations  of  his 
from  the  German  {Rem.  p.  287),  with  the 
title  of  '  My  Love. '  The  text  differs  little 
from  the  others.  The  same  may  be  said 
of  a  MS.  copy  found  among  papers  c. 
1799.  Names  has  been  set  as  a  four- 
part  song  by  F.  Champneys  (Novello,  c. 


140.    The  Exchange,  p.  144. 

Probably  first  printed  in  a  newspaper, 
for  it  appears  in  the  Poetical  Register 
for  1804  (1805)  in  the  '  Fugitive'  section. 
1  have  printed  this  text  at  p.  144,  because 
it  is  evidently  more  correct  than  that  copied 
from  the  Literary  Souvenir  of  1826,  in 
P.  and  D.  W.  1877-80.  '  Her  father's 
love'  is  absurd,  whereas  '  Her  father's 
leave  '  is  in  accord  with  the  best  traditions 
and  principles.  The  other  variants  are 
also  improvements. 

141.    Translation  of  a  Passage  in 
Ottfried^s  Gospel,  p.  144. 

The  note  at  the  head  of  the  poem  is 
taken  from  the  remarks  in  the  Biog.  Lit. 
(1817,  i.  204,  205),  by  which  the  translation 
is  there  introduced.  Coleridge  adds,  that 
while  atGottingenhe  read  through Ottfried's 
paraphrase  with  Prof.  Tychsen.  He  says 
the  passage  translated  is  from  chap.  v.  ; 
but  Mrs.  H.  N.  Coleridge  {Biog.  Lit.  1847, 
i.  213)  says  it  is  from  '  chap.  xi. '  and  gives 
the  reference  :  '  Otfridi  Evang.  lib.  i. 
cap.  xi.  1.  73-108,  contained  in  Schilter's 
Thesaurus  Antiquitatum  Teuto?iicarum, 
pp.  50,  51,'  adding,  '  The  translation  is  a 
little  condensed,  but  faithful  in  sense.'  A 
few  couplets  of  the  original  were  added. 


142.   Epitaph  071  an  Infant,  'p.  145. 

I  have  thought  it  best  to  group  the 
Epitaphs  on  infants,  and  the  consequence  is 
that  this  notorious  one  is  a  little  belated. 
It    first   appeared  (along  with  the  Elegy, 


p.  31)  in  the  Morn.  Chronicle,  Sept.  27, 
1794 ;  next  in  the  IVatchman,  No.  IX. 
May  5,  1796;  then  in  every  edition  of  Cole- 
ridge's Poems  from  1796  to  1829,  with  the 
single  e.xception  of  Sid.  Leaves.  In  the 
first  three  it  had  a  page  all  to  itself.  It 
was  Lamb's  special  aversion  —  see  his 
letters  to  Coleridge  of  June  10  and  Dec. 
2,  1796. 

143.  On  an  Infant  which  died  before 

Baptism,  p.  145. 

First  printed  in  P.  W,  1834.  The  lines 
were  sent  (from  Gottingen)  by  Coleridge 
to  his  wife  in  the  letter  which  replied  to  the 
announcement  of  the  death  of  their  own 
infant  son,  Berkeley.  He  says  they  were 
written  '  for  an  Englishman  at  Gottingen 
whose  child  had  died  before  christening,' 
and  speaks  of  them  as  prophetic  of 
Berkeley's  death,  the  news  of  which  had 
not  reached  him  at  the  time  he  composed 
them. 

144.  Epitaph  on  an  Infant,  p.  145. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  It  is  not 
improbable  that  the  lines  refer  to  the  poet's 
infant  son,  Berkeley. 

145.  Lives  written  in  the  Album  at 

Elbingerode,  p.  145. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  Sept. 
17,  1799  ;  then  inXh.e  Ann.  Anthol.  (1800). 
In  one  of  the  letters  to  his  wife  (written 
from  the  Hartz),  printed  partially  in  the 
Amulet  for  1829,  and  completely  in  the 
New  Monthly  Magazine  for  October  1835, 
S.  T.  C.  says  :  '  At  the  inn  [at  Elbinrode,  as 
he  then  called  the  place]  they  brought  us  an 
Album,  or  Stamm-Buch,  requesting  that  we 
would  write  our  names  and  something  or 
other  as  a  remembrance  that  we  had  been 
there.  I  wrote  the  following  lines  which 
I  send  to  you,  not  that  they  possess  a 
grain  of  merit  as  poetry,  but  because  they 
contain  a  true  account  of  my  journey  from 
the  Brocken  to  Elbinrode.'  [So  spelled 
throughout.  ]  Then  follow  the  lines,  with- 
out important  variations  in  text. 

In  the  Ann.  Anthol.  '  Brocken, '  in  line  i, 
has  the  footnote  : — '  The  highest  mountain 
in  the  Hartz,  and  indeed  in  North  Ger- 
many. ■ 
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The  quotation  from  Southey  was  printed 
also  in  the  Ann.  Anthol. 

1 46.  Something  childish,  hit  very 
natural,  p.  146. 
First  printed  in  Ann.  Anthol.  for  1800 
with  the  signature  '  Cordomi.'  In  his  own 
copy  he  explains  the  signature  by  writing 
'i.e.  Heart -at -Home.'  The  poet  sent 
the  lines  to  his  wife  in  a  letter  dated 
'  Gottingen,  April  23,  1799.'  Yrx'Ca&Biog. 
Memoir  prefixed  to  the  Tauchnitz  reprint 
of  the  Poems,  1852,  Ferd.  Freiligrath  says 
these  lines  are  an  '  imitation  of  the  German 
popular  song  ' '  Wenn  ich  ein  Voglein  war' , " 
of  which  a  friend  has  kindly  given  me  a 
transcript  from  ' '  Des  Knaben  Wunder- 
horn  " : — • 

Wenn  ich  ein  Voglein  war', 
Und  auch  zwei  Fliiglein  hatt', 
Flog'  ich  zu  dir  ; 
Weil's  aber  nicht  kann  sein, 
Weil's  aber  nicht  kann  sein, 
Bleib'  ich  all  hier. 

Bin  ich  gleich  weit  von  dir, 
Bin  ich  doch  im  Schlaf  bei  dir 
Und  red'  mit  dir  ; 
Wenn  ich  erwachen  thu', 
Wenn  ich  er\vachen  thu', 
Bin  ich  allein. 

Es  vergeht  keine  Stund'  in  der  Nacht 

Da  mein  Herz  nicht  erwacht 

Und  an  dich  gedenkt. 

Wie  du  mir  viel  tausendmal, 

Wie  du  mir  viel  tausendmal, 

Dein  Herz  geschenkt. 

147.  Home-sick,  p.  146. 

First  printed  in  Anti.  Anthol.  for  1800 
with  the  signature  '  Coi'domi '  (see  pre- 
ceding Note)  and  the  13th  line  reading 
thus  :  — 

'  Home-sickness  is  no  baby-pang. ' 

The  lines  were  sent  to   Poole  in  a  letter 
from  Gottingen,  introduced  thus  : — 

'  O  Poole  !  I  am  homesick.  Yesterday, 
or  rather  yesternight,  I  dittied  the  follow- 
ing hobbling  Ditty  ;  but  my  poor  muse  is 
quite  gone — perhaps  she  may  return  and 
meet  me  at  Stowey. '     Dr.  Carlyon  in  his 


Early  Years,  etc.  (1856,  i.  66),  in  describ- 
ing what  Coleridge  called  '  the  Carlyon- 
Parry-Greenative '  to  the  Hartz,  tells  us 
that  Coleridge  dictated  these  lines  in  the 
Stamm-Buch  of  the  Werningerode  Inn, 
reserving  his  greater  effort  for  Elbingerode. 
(This  is  not  what  Dr.  Carlyon  says,  but  it 
is  evidently  what  he  means.  He  omits 
the  second  stanza,  but  that  may  be  only 
by  an  oversight.) 

148.    The  Day-Dream.     From  an 
Emigrant  to  his  absejit  Wife,  p.  146. 

First  printed  in  Morning  Post,  Oct.  19, 
1802.  Next,  in  the  Poems,  1852,  with 
the  following  editorial  note  : — 

'  This  little  poem  first  appeared  in  the 
Morning  Post,  in  1802,  but  was  doubtless 
composed  in  Germany.  It  seems  to  have 
been  forgotten  by  its  author,  for  this  was 
the  only  occasion  on  which  it  saw  the  light 
through  him.  The  Editors  think  that  it 
will  plead  against  parental  neglect  in  the 
mind  of  most  readers. ' 


149.    T7ie  DeviVs  Thoughts,  p.  147. 

First  printed  in  the  Mo7-ning  Post,  Sept. 
6,  1799,  as  follows  : — 


From  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day, 

A  walking  the  Devil  is  gone, 
To  look  at  his  snug  little  farm  the  Earth, 

And  see  how  his  stock  went  on. 

11 

Over  the  hill  and  over  the  dale. 

And  he  went  over  the  plain, 
And  backward  and  forward  he  swish'd  his 
long  tail, 

As  a  Gentleman  swishes  his  cane. 


He  saw  a  Lawyer  killing  a  viper 
On  a  dunghill  beside  his  stable  ; 

'Oh — oh,'  quoth  he,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 
Of  the  story  of  Cain  and  Abel. 


An  apothecary  on  a  white  horse 
Rode  by  on  his  vocation  ; 
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And  the  Devil  thought  of  his  old  friend 
Death,  in  the  Revelation.^ 


He  went  into  a  rich  bookseller's  shop, 
Quoth  he,  '  We  are  both  of  one  college ! 

For  I  sate  myself,  like  a  cormorant,  once 
Hard  by  the  tree  of  Knowledge.'  - 


He  saw  a  Turnkey  in  a  trice 

Hand-cuff  a  troublesome  blade — 

'  Nimbly, '  quoth  he,   '  do  the  fingers  move 
If  a  man  be  but  us'd  to  his  trade.' 

VII 

He  saw  the  same   turnkey  unfettering   a 
man 
With  but  little  expedition. 
And  he  laugh' d,  for  he  thought  of  the  long 
debates 
On  the  Slave  Trade  Abolition. 


As  he  went  through  fields  he 

look'd 
At  a  solitary  cell — 
And  the  Devil  was  pleas' d,  for  it  gave  him 
a  hint 
For  improving  the  prisons  of  Hell. 


He  past  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach- 
house, 
A  cottage  of  gentility. 
And  he  grinn'd  at  the  sight,  for  his  favourite 
vice 
Is  pride  that  apes  humility. 


He  saw  a  pig  right  rapidly 

Adown  the  river  float. 
The  pig  swam  well,  but  every  stroke 

Was  cutting  his  own  throat. 

1  'And  I  looked,  and  behold  a  pale  horse  :  and 
his  name  that  sat  on  him  was  Death.' — Rev.  ch. 
vi.  8.     [Note  in  M.P.^ 

2  '  This  anecdote  is  related  by  that  most  in- 
teresting of  the  Devil's  Biographers,  Mr.  John 
Milton,  in  his  Paradise  Lost,  and  we  have  here 
the  Devil's  own  testimony  to  the  truth  and 
accuracy  of  it.'     [Note  in  71/./'.] 


Old  Nicholas  grinn'd,  and  swish'd  his  ti 

For  joy  and  admiration — 
And  he  thought  of  his  daughter.  Victory 

And  her  darling  babe,  Taxation. 


He  met  an  old  acquaintance 
Just  by  the  Methodist  meeting ; 

She  held  a  consecrated  flag. 
And  the  Devil  nods  a  greeting. 


She  tip'd  him  the  wink,  then  frown' d  and 
cri'd, 

'  Avaunt  !  my  name's ,' 

And  turn'd  to  Mr.  

And  leer'd  like  a  love-sick  pigeon. 

XIV 

General 's  burning  face 

He  saw  with  consternation. 
And  back  to  Hell  his  way  did  take. 
For  the  Devil  thought  by  a  slight  mistake. 

It  was  General  Conflagration. 

In  1834,  the  text  followed  1828-29  for 
the  first  nine  stanzas  ;  between  ninth  and 

that     about      '  General     '     which 

ended  both,  came  vi.  vii.  Xii.  xiii.  of 
1799,  and  these  three,  which  seem  to  have 
been  derived  from  one  of  the  numerous 
more  or  less  authentic  texts  which  were 
printed  in  pamphlets  about  1830-31  : — 


He  saw  a  certain  minister 
(A  minister  to  his  mind) 

Go  up  into  a  certain  House, 
With  a  majority  behind. 


The  Devil  quoted  Genesis, 

Like  a  very  learned  clerk. 
How  '  Noah  and  his  creeping  things 
■  Went  up  into  the  Ark. ' 


He  took  from  the  poor, 

And  he  gave  to  the  rich. 
And  he  shook  hands  with  a  Scotchman, 

For  he  was  not  afraid  of  the 

The  issue  of  the  M.P.  which  contained  the 


NOTES 


623 


squib  had  a  great  circulation,  and  in  18 12 
the  verses  were  still  remembered  and 
quoted  as  Porson's,  for  that  great  and 
good  man  took  as  little  pains  to  disavow 
their  authorship  as  in  the  case  of  Matthews' 
Elo'isa  en  dishabille.  In  that  year  Shelley 
distributed  his  imitative  broadsheet,  The 
Devil's  Walk  ;  and  in  1813  Byron  his  The 
Devil's  Drive,  'the  notion  of  which,'  he 
tells  Moore,  he  '  took  from  Porson's  Devil' s 
Walk.'  In  1827  South ey  was  moved  by 
'  the  confident  assertions  still  put  forth 
that  Porson  was  the  author  of  that  delect- 
able poem,'  The  Devil's  Walk  {^Letters, 
1856,  iv.  51),  to  spin  it  out  to  fifty-seven 
stanzas,  which  still  disfigure  the  complete 
editions  of  his  Poetical  Works.  Again,  in 
1830-31,  sundry  versions,  more  or  less 
incorrect,  were  issued  in  pamphlets,  with 
bad  illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank, 
and  less  bad  ones  by  T.  Landseer.  For 
an  excellent  account,  by  Mr.  C.  A.  Ward, 
of  this  later  history  of  the  squib  see  N.  and 
Q.,  7th  sen  viii.  161.  See  also  Southey's 
P.  W.  (one  vol.),  p.  166  ;  or  1838,  iii.  83. 
In  spite  of  Coleridge's  disclaimer  that  he 
meant  nobody  in   particular   by   '  General 

,'    the  stanza  has   been   frequently 

and  impudently  misquoted  with  various 
names  filled  in — especially  in  '  Thomas 
Clarkson  :  a  Monograph'  (1854,  p.  212), 
where  '  Gascoyne '  is  inserted,  meaning  a 
pro-slavery  M.  P.  for  Liverpool  in  1806. 

150.   Lines  composed  in  a  Concert-Room, 
p.  148. 

I  have  placed  this  among  the  1799 
poems  because  it  was  then  first  printed  in 
the  Morning  Post  (Sept.  24).  In  some 
form  it  probably  existed  in  1796,  for  an 
allusion  in  a  letter  of  Lamb  to  Coleridge 
of  July  5  of  that  year  seems  to  point  to  it. 
It  will  be  found  in  Ainger's  Letters,  i.  31, 
but  I  print  from  the  original  letter  which 
has  been  tampered  with  by  Talfourd  : — 
'  Have  a  care,  good  Master  Poet,  of  the 
Statute  de  Contumelid.  What  do  you 
mean  by  calling  Madame  Mara  harlots 
and  naughty  things?  The  goodness  of 
the  verse  would  not  save  you  in  a  Court  of 
Justice.'  But  the  poem  may  well  be  a 
recast  of  some  early  verses,  for  the  '  dear 
Anne'  to  whom  it  is  addressed  may  have 
been  his  favourite  sister  of  that  name  (Ann) 


whom  he  lost  in  1791.  See  'Note  22.' 
The  language  infers  that  '  dear  Anne '  is 
still  alive,  and  is  rather  more  appropriate 
as  coming  from  a  brother  to  a  sister  than 
from  a  lover  to  his  sweetheart.  Though 
the  scenery  includes  a  '  lake, '  it  looks 
as  if  it  had  been  sketched  by  the  banks 
of  the  Otter.  In  the  Morning  Post  the 
poem  closed  with  these  three  stanzas, 
never  reprinted  until  ed.  1877-80.  The 
blanks  in  the  MS.  may  have  been  filled  in 
with  something  which  prompted  Lamb's 
mention  of  Madame  Mara,  nothing  in  the 
printed  verses  giving  a  clue  to  any  particular 
songstress  : — 

'  Dear    Maid  !    whose   form  in  solitude    I 

seek, 
Such  songs  in  such  a  mood  to  hear  thee 

sing. 
It  were  a  deep  delight  ! — But  thou  shalt 

fling 
Thy  white  arm  round  my  neck,  and  kiss 

my  cheek, 
And  love  the  brightness  of  my  gladder 

eye. 
The  while  I  tell  thee  what  a  holier  joy 

'  It  were,  in  proud  and  stately  step  to  go. 
With   trump  and  timbrel    clang,    and 

popular  shout, -^ 
To  celebrate  the  shame  and  absolute 
rout 
Unhealable  of  Freedom's  latest  foe. 
Whose  tower'd  might  shall  to  its  centre 
nod. 

'  When  human  feelings,  sudden,  deep  and 

vast. 
As  all  good  spirits  of  all  ages  past 

Were    armied   in  the  hearts  of  living 
men, 
Shall  purge  the  earth  and  violently  sweep 
These  vile  and  painted  locusts  to  the  deep, 

Leaving  un undebased, 

A world,  made  worthy  of  its  God. 


151.    Ode  to  Georgiana,  Duchess  of 
Devonshire,  p.  149. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  Dec. 
24,  1799.  Her  Grace's  Passage  over 
Mount  Gotha}-d  had  been  printed  in  the 
M.P.    on  the  21st,    and   in   the  Morning 

1  This  line  reappears  in  the  Prelude,  Sc.  ii.  of 
Zapolya. 
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Chronicle  on  the  20th,  so  that  Coleridge 
must  have  written  his  Ode  with  expedition. 
The  Duchess's  poem  was  not  printed  as  a 
book  until  1802,  and  then  only  privately. 
Writing  to  his  mother  on  the  6th  January 
1800,  William  Lamb  (afterwards  Lord 
Melbourne)  says  :  '  I  see  the  Passage  of 
St,  Gothard  has  found  its  way  into  the 
newspapers,  and  from  the  correctness  of 
the  text  and  length  of  the  notes,  I  suppose 
by  design  of  the  author.  I  like  it  much 
better  than  I  did  when  I  saw  it  in  MS. 
.  .  .  The  great  fault  is  that  a  poem  in- 
scribed to  her  children  should  begin  with 
an  address  to  Italy.  She  ought  in  justice 
to  her  children  to  have  given  them  one  or 
two  stanzas  more,  for  now  they  are  tagged 
on  to  the  tail  of  a  poem  in  which  they 
seem  to  have  no  business '  {Lord  Mel- 
bourne's Pape?-s,  1889,  p.  10). 

Coleridge  reprinted  the  Ode  in  the  An?i. 
Anthol.  for  1800,  and  in  all  the  editions  of 
his  Poems  after  that  date. 

In  his  own  copy  of  the  A.  A.  he  made 
some  emendations  with  his  pen.  He  struck 
out  11.  68-77,  a  sacrifice  probably  prompted 
by  Lamb's  remark,  August  14,  1800 
(Ainger's  Letters,  i.  130)  :  '  By  the  bye, 
where  did  you  pick  up  that  scandalous 
piece  of  private  history  about  the  Angel 
and  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire  ?  If  it  is  a 
fiction  of  your  own,  why  truly  'tis  a  very 
modest  one  for  you. '  But  the  '  scandal ' 
was  not  omitted  in  Sid.  Leaves. 

152.    A  Christmas  Carol,  p.  150. 

First  printed  m.  Morning  Post,  Dec.  25, 
1799 ;  then  in  Ann.  Anthol.  1800  ;  and 
afterwards  in  all  editions  of  Coleridge's 
poems.  The  Carol  was  probably  inspired 
by  the  passage  of  Ottfried  (p.  144). 

153.    Talleyrand  to  Lord  Grenville, 
p.   151. 

I  have  thought  it  better  to  print  this 
political  squib  verbatim  et  literatim  as  it 
first  appeared,  rather  than  to  follow  any  of 
the  slight  changes  introduced  by^  the  editor 
of  the  reprint  in  Essays  on  his  own  Tii?ies 
(i.  233).  The  verses  were  never  reprinted 
by  Coleridge. 

154.    The  Keepsake,  p.  154. 
First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  Sept. 


17,  1802,  with  the  signature  'ESTHSE': 
then  in  Sib.  Leaves,  etc.  It  had  been 
composed  two  years  before,  and,  possibly, 
with  Dorothy  Wordsworth  in  the  poet's 
mind,  for  '  Emmeline  '  was  Wordsworth's 
poetical  name  for  his  sister.  Constantly, 
when  Wordsworth  had  written  '  Dorothy ' 
in  the  drafts  of  his  verses,  he  altered  the 
name  to  '  Emmeline  '  before  sending  the 
MS.  to  the  printer. 

The  M.P.  version  lacked  the  first  line 
here  ;  and  11.  18-21  ran  thus  : — 

'  In  the  cool  morning  twilight,  early  waked ! 
By  her  full  bosom's  joyous  restlessness, 
Leaving  the  soft  bed  to  her  sister. 
Softly  she  rose  and  lightly  stole  along,  1 
Her  fair  face  flushing  in  the  purple  dawn,  j 
Adown  the  meadow  to  the  woodbine 
bower. ' 

In  the  list,  frequently  mentioned  in  these 
Notes,  this  poem  was  entered  as  '  Forget- 
me-not.' 

155.   Lines  to  W.  Linley,  Esq.,  p.  155. 

First  printed  in  Annual  Anthology ,  1800, 
which  led  to  its  being  placed  among  the 
poems  of  that  year.  But  I  have  since  found 
the  original  manuscript,  which  is  dated 
'  Donhead,  Sept.  12,  1797.'  The  lines 
are  headed  by  Coleridge  '  To  Mr.  William 
Linley.'  In  the  Ann.  Anthol.  the  ad- 
ditional heading  was  supplied,  but  only 
with  initials.  The  differences  of  text  are 
unimportant.  William  Linley  was  the 
brother  of  the  beautiful  Mrs.  Richard 
Brlnsley  Sheridan,  Sir  Joshua's  'St.  Cecilia.' 

156.   A  Stranger  Mhistrel,  p.  155. 

First  printed  in  Memoirs  of  the  late  Mrs. 
Robinson,  w?-itten  by  herself.  With  some 
Posthumous  Pieces,  1801,  iv.  141  ;  and, 
again,  in  her  Poetical  IVorhs,  1806,  i.  xlvii. 
The  poem  was  first  collected  in  ed.  1877-80. 

The  verses  were  sent  to  Mrs.  Robin- 
son a  few  weeks  before  her  death,  which 
took  place  on  Dec.  28,  1800. 

Mrs.  Robinson  was  '  Perdita. '  Some 
time  before  her  death  she  retired  to  a  cot- 
tage in  the  Lake  country.  Coleridge  had 
known  her  previously  in  London,  and  their 
mutual  admiration  was  pronounced.  Cole- 
ridge wrote  to  Poole  (unpublished  letter  of 
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Feb.  I,  1 801)  :  'Poor  dear  Mrs.  Robinson! 
you  have  heard  of  her  death.  She  wrote 
me  a  most  affecting  heart-rending  letter  a 
few  weeks  before  she  died  to  express  what 
she  called  her  death-bed  affection  and 
esteem  for  me. '  He  quotes  a  few  lines  of 
the  letter,  which  expresses  an  intense  desire 
to  see  the  summit  of  Skiddaw  once  more. 
'  I  should  never  quit  the  prospect  (she 
writes) ;  it  would  be  present  till  my  eyes 
were  closed  for  ever.' 

It  was  no  doubt  in  response  to  this  letter 
that  Coleridge  sent  The  Straiiger  Minstrel, 
though  he  says  nothing  of  it  to  Poole. 
Poole  was  much  affected  by  Coleridge's 
letter  :  '  I  sighed  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart,'  he  writes  ;  and  asks,  '  Should  no 
muse  dwell  a  moment  on  the  affecting 
theme  ? '  Perhaps  the  inquiry  suggested  to 
Coleridge  the  next  poem  —  The  Mad  Monk. 
The  St7'anger  Mi?istrel  contains  one  un- 
happy line  —  the  forty-fifth — as  addressed 
to  Perdita  : — 
'  His  voice  was  like  a  monarch  wooing.' 

When  writing  the  opening  passage  Cole- 
ridge probably  had  in  his  mind  Words- 
worth's lines,  which  he  often  heard  repeated 
at  Alfoxden  less  than  three  years  before  : — 

'  I  heard  a  thousand  blended  notes 
While  in  a  grove  I  sate  reclined. 
In  that  sweet  mood  when  pleasant  thoughts 
Bring  sad  thoughts  to  the  mind. 

Lines  written  in  Early  Sp7-ing. 

157.    The  Mad  Monk,  ^.  156. 

I  First  printed  in  The  Wild  Wreath  (1804), 
[edited  by  M.  S,  Robinson,  a  daughter  of 
f '  Perdita. '  It  was  first  reprinted  in  the 
I  'Supplement'  to  Coleridge's  P.  and D.  W.' 
1877-80.     See  preceding  '  Note. ' 

158.    The  Two  Rotind  Spaces  on  the 
Tombstone,  p.   157. 

First  printed  in  Morning  Post,  Dec.  4, 
:  1800,  with  the  title — '  The  Two  Round 
Spaces  :  A  Skeltoniad. '  A  squib  is  always 
best  in  its  original  form,  and  this  I  have 
preferred  to  print,  rather  than  the  revised 
version  given  in  the  P.  W.  1834.  Two 
others  were  given  in  Eraser's  Magazine  for 
'Feb.  and  May  1833  respectively;  a  fourth 
:is  printed  in  J.  Payne  Colher's  Old  Mans 


lyiarf,  i.  35  ;  and  yet  a  fifth  exists  in  a 
MS.  in  the  British  Museum.  The  '  fellow 
from  Aberdeen'  was  Sir  James  Mackintosh, 
a  man  whom  Coleridge  heartily  detested. 

When  the  verses  were  reprinted  in  1834 
this  note  was  prefixed  : — '  See  the  apology 
for  the  "Fire,  Famine,  and  Slaughter." 
This  is  the  first  time  the  author  ever  pub- 
lished these  lines. -"^  He  would  have  been 
glad  had  they  perished  ;  but  they  have 
now  been  printed  repeatedly  in  magazines, 
and  he  is  told  that  the  verses  will  not 
perish.  Here,  therefore,  they  are  owned, 
with  the  hope  that  they  will  be  taken,  as 
assuredly  they  were  composed,  in  mere 
sport.'  The  verses  were  excluded  from 
the  edition  of  1852. 

159.    The  Snow-d7-op,  p.  158. 

This  fragment  is  here  printed  for  the  first 
time.  In  quality  it  is  very  unequal,  but 
there  are  some  lines  which  no  one  but 
Coleridge  could  have  written.  The  draft 
title  and  the  letter  explain  the  motive  and 
intention  of  the  verses.  There  are  five 
stanzas  more,  but  they  are  too  imperfect 
for  print. 

Lines  written  immediately  after  the 
Perusal  of  Mrs.  Robinson's  Snow 
Drop. 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Morning  Post. 
Sir, 

I  am  one  of  your  many  readers  who 
have  been  highly  gratified  by  some  extracts 
from  Mrs.  Robinson's  '  Walsingham '  : 
you  will  oblige  me  by  inserting  the  follow- 
ing lines  [composed]  immediately  on  the 
perusal  of  her  beautiful  poem,  '  The  Snow 
Drop. '  Zagri. 

160.    Ojt  Revisiting  the  Sea-shore,  p.  159. 

■  First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  Sept. 
15,  1801,  and  signed  '  EcrTTjcre. '  The 
lines  were  sent  to  Southey  in  a  letter  dated 
'Bishop  Middleham,  Aug.  11,  1801.' 

161.    Ode  to  Tranquillity,  p.  159. 

First  printed,  without  signature,  in  the 
Morning  Post,   Dec.   4,    1801,  with  these 

1  Were  they,  then,  printed  in  the  M.  Post  with- 
out Coleridge's  sanction  ?    Very  unlikely. ^Ed. 
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two  stanzas  for  opening.     They  were  never 
reprinted  by  Coleridge  : — 

Vix  ea  nostra  voco. 
What    statesmen    scheme    and   soldiers 

work, 
Whether  the  Pontiff  or  the  Turk 
Will  e'er  renew  th'  expiring  lease 
Of  Empire  ;  whether  War  or  Peace 
Will  best  play  off  the  Consul's  game  ; 
What  fancy-figures,  and  what  name 
Half-thinking,  sensual  France,   a  natural 

slave. 
On   those  ne'er  broken  chains,  her  self- 
forged  chains,  will  grave ; 

Disturb  not  me  !     Some  tears  I  shed 
When  bow'd  the  Swiss  his  noble  head  ; 
Since  then,  with  quiet  heart  have  view'd 
Both  distant  fights  and  treaties  crude, 
Whose  heap'd-up  terms,  which  fear  com- 
pels, 
(Live  Discord's  green  combustibles. 
And  future  fuel  of  the  funeral  pyre) 
Now  hide,  and  soon,  alas  !   will  feed  the 
low-burnt  fire. 

There  were  no  indented  lines  in  the 
M.P.  The  Ode,  as  truncated,  was  printed 
in  The  Friend,  '  No.  I.  Thursday,  June 
I,  1809,'  with  this  introduction  :  '  But  all 
intentional  allusions  to  particular  persons, 
all  Support  of,  or  hostility  to,  particular 
parties  or  factions,  I  now  and  for  ever 
utterly  disclaim.  My  Principles  command 
this  Abstinence,  my  Tranquillity  requires 
it.' 

'  Tranquillity  !  thou  better  name, '  [etc.  ] 


162.   Dejection:  an  Ode,  p.  159. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post,  Oct. 
4,  1802  —  Wordsworth's  wedding-day — 
with  signature  'ESTHSB.'  See  'Appen- 
dix G."  But  this  was  not  the  original 
form  of  the  poem  :  when  first  written  it 
was  addressed  to  Wordsworth  by  name — 
'  William  '  standing  for  the  '  Edmund '  of 
the  Morning  Post.  In  the  Appendix  to 
the  third  volume  of  his  edition  of  Words- 
worth's Poetical  Works,  Prof.  Knight 
gives  this  information  taken  from  two 
autograph  copies  of  the  Ode  existing 
among  the  Coleorton  papers,  one  of  them 


being  signed  '  S.  T.  Coleridge  to  William 
Wordsworth. '  The  other  is  imperfect,  for 
S.  T.  C.  breaks  off  at  the  line 

'  My  shaping  spirit  of  Imagination,' 

adding :  '  I  am  so  weary  of  this  dolefuli 
poem  that  I  must  break  off.'  My  own 
impression  is  that  the  asterisks  of  the 
M.P.  stand  merely  for  the  few  lines  added 
in  Sib.  Leaves.  That  these  lines  existed 
in  Oct.  1802  is  certain,  as  they  were  then 
sent  to  J.  Wedgwood  (see  further  on  inl 
this  Note).  I 

In  his  Latin  letter  to  Coleridge  of  Oct. 
9,  1802  (Ainger's  Letters,  i.  185),  Lamb 
makes  allusion  to  the  appearance  of  the  Ode 
in  a  passage  thus  translated  by  Canon 
Ainger  :  '  I  am  wonderfully  pleased  to  have 
your  account  of  the  marriage  of  Words- 
worth (or  perhaps  I  should  say  of  a  certain 
Edmund  oi  yours).  All  blessings  rest  on 
thee,  Mary !  [Mrs.  Wordsworth]  too 
happy  in  thy  lot.  ...  I  wish  thee  also 
joy  in  this  new  alliance,  Dorothy,  truly 
so  named,  that  other  gift  of  God.'  ^ 

When  the  Ode  was  next  printed  (Sib. 
Leaves,  1817),  considerable  and  notable 
alterations  had  been  made,  but  the  text 
underwent  no  further  changes.  The 
following  are  the  more  remarkable  diver- 
gences between  the  original  and  the  revised 
versions.  'Lady,'  it  will  -be  observed, 
takes  the  place  of  '  Edmund '  ;  the  line 
between  36  and  37 — 

'  A  boat  becalm'd  !  a  lovely  sky-canoe,' 

disappears ;  a  new  line  is  introduced 
(66)- 

'  Life,  and  Life's  effluence,  cloud  at  once 
and  shower  '  ; 

the  address  which  preceded  Stanza  VI. 
('V.  '  of  M.P.)  is  omitted;  the  gap 
which  followed  the  line 

'  My  shaping  spirit  of  Imagination  ' 

in  the  M.P.   is  partially  filled    up    by  11. 

^  See  also,  in  Macmillatis  Magazine  for  June 
1887,  a  very  interesting  paper  by  Canon  Ainger— 
'  Coleridge's  "  Ode  to  Wordsworth  "  ' — in  which 
the  significance  of  Dejection :  an  Ode  is  intei^ 
preted,  both  as  regards  Coleridge  and  Words- 
worth, with  much  insight.  I  should  have  been 
glad,  had  it  been  possible,  to  have  incorporated 
the  whole  in  this  Note. 
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87-95  (p.  161) ;  inl.  120  (p.  162)  'Otway' 
is  substituted  for  '  Edmund '  ;  and  lastly 
— most  significant  change  of  all — the  con- 
cluding passage,  in  which  Wordsworth 
was  invoked  as  '  Brother  and  Friend,'  and 
'lofty  Poet,'  reappears,  but  abbreviated 
and  discharged,  as  far  as  possible,  of  all 
colour  of  personality. 

The  same  decolorising  process  was 
applied  to  the  lines  addressed  to  Words- 
worth on  hearing  The  Prelude  (p.  176), 
when  they  came  to  be  printed  in  Sib. 
Leaves.  The  same  sad  reason  operated 
in  both  cases — between  composition  and 
publication  '  whispering  tongues '  had 
caused  the  two  friends  to  stand  aloof  for 
nearly  two  years,  and  the  reconciliation 
which  followed  had  not  wholly  done  away 
'  the  marks  of  that  which  once  had  been. ' 

11-  37.  38-  Coleridge  quotes  these  lines 
in  Maxilian  {Blackwood' s  Mag.  January 
1822),  and  they  are  quoted  by  Words- 
worth in  his  pamphlet  on  the  Convention 
of  Cintra  (1809,  p.  135  ;  see  Prose  Works, 
i.  132). 

11.  47-7S  ;  and,  in  continuation,  11.  29- 
38.  In  the  '  Appendix  '  to  Cottle's  Early 
Recollections  (ii.  201-240)  will  be  found  a 
reprint  from  '  Felix  Farley's  (Bristol) 
Journal '  of  some  Essays  on  the  Fine  Arts, 
contributed  by  Coleridge  in  August  18 14. 
In  the  third,  '  On  the  principles  of  genial 
criticism  concerning  the  Fine  Arts,  especi- 
ally those  of  Statuary  and  Painting,'  these 
lines  are  quoted  with  the  signature 
'S.  T.  C,  MS.  Poem.'  The  hnes  are 
introduced  by  a  quotation  from  Plotinus 
(unreferenced,  but  it  is  from  Enn.  I.  lib. 
vi.  ch.  3,  and  is  very  incorrectly  printed). 
'  Plotinus,  difficult  indeed,  but  under  a 
rough  and  austere  rind  concealing  fruit 
worthy  of  Paradise  ;  and  if  obscure,  at  tenet 
umbraDeum!'  [I  substitute  for  the  original, 
Thomas  Taylor's  translation,  as  Plotinus's 
Greek  is  'difficult  indeed']: — 'When, 
therefore,  sense  beholds  the  form  in  bodies, 
at  strife  with  matter,  binding  and  vanquish- 
ing its  contrary  nature,  and  sees  form 
gracefully  shining  forth  in  other  forms,  it 
collects  together  the  scattered  whole,  and 
introduces  it  to  itself,  and  to  the  indivisible 
form  within  ;  and  renders  it  consonant, 
congruous,  and  friendly  to  its  own  intimate 
form. ' 

'  A  divine  passage '  (continues  Coleridge) 


'  faintly  represented  in  the  following  lines, 
written  many  years  ago  by  the  writer, 
though  without  reference  to,  or  recollection 
of,  the  above. ' 

The  construction  of  the  quotation  from 
Dejection  is  remarkable — the  identification 
of  '  this  light,  this  glory,  this  fair  luminous 
mist '  with  '  that  green  light  that  lingers  in 
the  west ' ;  and  it  is  also  notable  that  Cole- 
ridge should  have,  in  18 14,  described  a 
poem  published  in  1802  as  still  'in  MS.' 
In  the  text  of  the  quotation  are  a  few 
various  readings  of  no  great  importance. 

11.  21-28.  In  a  '  Schohum'  on  the  fore- 
going passage  and  quotation,  Coleridge 
remarks  that  '  the  sensation  of  pleasure 
always  precedes  the  judgment,  and  is  its 
determining  cause.  We  find  [the  object] 
agreeable.  But  when  we  declare  an  ob- 
ject beautiful,  the  contemplation  or  intui- 
tion of  its  beauty  precedes  the  feeling 
of  complacency,  in  order  of  nature  at 
least  ;  nay,  in  great  depression  of  spirits 
may  even  exist  without  sensibly  pro- 
ducing it.'  And  then  he  quotes  11. 
21-28  without  a  hint  that  they  come  from 
the  same  poem.  The  passage  in  the 
'  Essay'  which  immediately  follows  is 
printed  as  a  fragment  in  Allsop's  Letters, 
etc.  ii.  42-44. 

11.  80-81.  '  Ere  I  speak  of  myself  in  the 
tones,  which  are  alone  natural  to  me  under 
the  circumstances  of  late  years  [c.  1813- 
15],  I  would  fain  present  myself  [in  Satyr- 
ane's  Letters,  1799-1800]  to  the  Reader 
as  I  was  in  the  first  dawn  of  my  literary 
life— 

'  When    Hope   grew   round  me,  like   the 
climbing  vine. 
And    fruits    and    fohage,    not    my    own, 
seem'd  mine. ' 

Lit.  1817,  ii.  182.) 


To  this  passage  the  Editor  of  the  1847 
edition  (ii.  186)  adds  the  apposite  note  : — 

Miraturque  nozusfrondes.et  non  suapoma. 
Georg.  ii.  V.  82. 

11.  86-93.  In  a-  letter  to  Josiah  Wedg- 
wood, of  October  20,  1802  ('This  is  my 
birthday,  my  thirtieth' — the  21st  was 
really  the  birthday) ,  Coleridge  wrote  :  '  I 
found  no  comfort  but  in  the  direct  specula- 
tions:  in  the  "Ode  to  Dejection"  which  you 
were  pleased  with,  these  lines,  in  the  ori- 
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ginal,  followed  the  line,  ' '  My  shaping  spirit 
of  Imagination,"  ' — and  then  he  quotes  11. 
87-93,  the  sole  difference  in  text  being  in 
the  last — 

'  And  now  is  almost  grown  the  temple  of 
my  soul. ' 

Cottle,  Revt.  p.  444. 

11.  117-125.  Here,  of  course,  the  refer- 
ence is  to  Wordsworth's  Lucy  Gray, 
rendered  not  the  less  palpable  by  the  suc- 
cessive changes  from  'Wilham'  to  'Ed- 
mund, '  and  from  '  Edmund '  to  '  Otway. ' 
The  germ  of  the  passage  occurs  in  a  letter 
(unpublished)  to  Poole  a  whole  year  earlier  : 
'  Greta  Hall,  Feb.  i,  1801. — O  my  dear, 
dear  Friend  !  that  you  were  with  me  by 
the  fireside  of  rriy  study  here,  that  I  might 
talk  it  over  with  you  to  the  tune  of  this 
night-wind  that  pipes  its  thin,  doleful, 
climbing,  sinking  notes,  like  a  child  thai 
has  lost  its  way,  and  is  crying  aloud,  half 
in  grief  and  half  in  the  hope  to  be  heard 
by  its  mother. '  Lucy  Gray  had  just  been 
printed  [L.B.  1800),  and  Poole  was  then 
reading  the  copy  Wordsworth  sent  him, 
so  that  he  would  not  fail  to  catch  the  allu- 


163.    The  Picture ;  or.  The  Lover'' s 
Resolution,  p.  162. 

First  printed  in  the  Moi-ning  Post, 
Sept.  6,  1802.  Lamb  had  arrived  home 
from  his  visit  to  Greta  Hall  on  the  day 
before,  and  on  the  8th  he  wrote  thus  to 
Coleridge,  in  a  letter  only  a  small  portion 
of  which  has  been  published :  '  I  was 
pleased  to  recognise  your  blank- verse  poem 
(the  Picture)  in  the  Morn.  Post  of  Mon- 
day. It  reads  very  well,  and  I  feel  some 
dignity  in  the  notion  of  being  able  to  un- 
derstand it  better  than  most  Southern 
readers. '  This  settles  the  scenery  of  the 
poem,  as  well  as  the  date  of  its  composi- 
tion. It  was  conveyed  from  the  Mo7-ning 
Post  to  the  Poetical  Register  for  1802 
(1804)  with  but  little  change  in  te.xt ;  but 
it  reappeared  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817)  a 
good  deal  altered.  Lines  17-26  and  34- 
42  had  been  added,  and  also,  by  way  of  the 
Eri'ata,  11.  126-133,  ^'^d  some  minor  text- 
ual changes  were  effected.  The  poem, 
indeed,  was  kept  under  the  file  up  to  1829. 


11.  17-25.  On  the  27th  May  1814,  when, 
Coleridge  was  the  guest  of  Mr.  Wade  at ' 
Bristol,  and,  perhaps,  at  the  lowest  ebb  of 
his  fortunes,  he  wrote  thus  to  Cottle,  who 
was  at  the  time  recovering  from  an  illness  : 
'  I  have  had  more  than  a  glimpse  of 
what  is  meant  by  death  and  utter  dark- 
ness, and  the  worm  that  dieth  not.  ... 
But  the  consolations,  at  least  the  sensible 
sweetness  of  hope,  I  do  ;zo^  possess.  On 
the  contrary,  the  temptation  which  I  have 
constantly  to  fight  up  against,  is  a  fear 
that  if  annihilation  and  the  possibility  of 
heaven  were  offered  to  my  choice,  I  should 
choose  the  former.  This  is,  perhaps,  in 
part,  a  constitutional  idiosyncrasy,  for  when 
a  mere  boy,  I  wrote  these  lines — "  Oh,  what 
a  wonder  seems  the  fear  of  death"  [etc.  Mon- 
ody on  Chattertoh,  11.  1-4,  p.  61]  ;  and  in 
my  early  manhood,  in  lines  descriptive  of 
a  gloomy  solitude,  I  disguised  my  own 
sensations  in  the  following  words  [mark 
the  adaptations  of  the  text  of  The  Pic- 
ture'\ : — 

'  Here  Wisdom  might    abide,    and   here 

Remorse  ! 
Here  too,    the  woe-worn  [written  over 

heart-sick  erased]  Man,  who  weak 

in  soul. 
And  of  this  busy  human  Heart  a-weary, 
Worships  the  spirit  of  unconscious  Life 
In  Tree  or  Wild-flower.    Gentle  Lunatic  ! 
If  so  he  might  not  zvholly  cease  to  BE, 
He  would  far  rather  not  be  that  he  is  ; 
But  would  be  something  that  he  knows 

not  of, 
In    Woods,    or    Waters,    or    among    the 

Rocks.' 

[I  quote  from  the  original  letter,  printed 
incorrectly  in  Rem.  p.  381.] 

11.  79-86.  In  Mr.  Samuel's  annotated 
copy  of  Sib.  Leaves,  Coleridge  has  drawn 
his  pen  down  the  margin  at  these  fines, 
and  after  correcting  the  text  to  that  of 
1829,  he  writes  :  '  These  fines  I  hope  to 
fuse  into  a  more  continuous  flow,  at  least 
to  articulate  more  organically. ' .  The  hope 
was  not  realised. 

11.  28-30.  See  'Note  123  '  for  a  cancelled 
stanza  in  Love,  in  which  the  crazed  knight 
in  crossing  the  woodman's  path  had  his 
'  feet  gored '  by  '  low  stubs. ' 

11.     150-153.     Cf.    entry     No.     36    in 
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'Commonplace  Book,  c.  1795-97'  (in 
Addenda): — 'The  subtle  snow  in  every 
breeze,  rose  curling  from  the  Grove,  like 
pillars  of  cottage  smoke. '  (When  printing 
this  in  the  Remains,  the  editor  took  liberties 
with  Coleridge's  diction.) 

164.  Hymn  before  Sim-rise,  in  the  Vale 
of  Cha77iou7ii,  p.  165. 

First  printed  in  the  Morning  Post, 
Sept.  II,  1802,  with  the  following  title  and 
introductory  note  : — 

'  Chamouni,  the  Hour  before  Sunrise. 

'  [Chamouni  is  one  of  the  highest  moun- 
tain valleys  of  the  Barony  of  Faucigny  in 
the  Savoy  Alps  ;  and  exhibits  a  kind  of 
fairy  world,  in  which  the  wildest  appear- 
ances (I  had  almost  said  horrors)  of  Na- 
ture alternate  with  the  softest  and  most 
beautiful.  The  chain  of  Mont  Blanc  is 
its  boundary  ;  and  besides  the  Arve  it  is 
filled  with  sounds  from  the  Arveiron,  which 
rushes  from  the  melted  glaciers,  like  a 
giant,  mad  with  joy,  from  a  dungeon,  and 
forms  other  torrents  of  snow-water,  having 
their  rise  in  the  glaciers  which  slope  down 
into  the  valley.  The  beautiful  Gentiana 
major,  or  greater  gentian,  with  blossoms 
of  the  brightest  blue,  grows  in  large  com- 
panies a  few  steps  from  the  never-melted 
ice  of  the  glaciers.  I  thought  it  an  affect- 
ing emblem  of  the  boldness  of  human 
hope,  venturing  near,  and,  as  it  were, 
leaning  over  the  brink  of  the  grave.  In- 
deed, the  whole  vale,  its  every  light,  its 
every  sound,  must  needs  impress  every 
mind  not  utterly  callous  with  the  thought 
— Who  -luould  be,  who  could  be  an  Atheist 
in  this  valley  of  wonders  !  If  any  of  the 
readers  of  the  Morning  Post  have  visited 
this  vale  in  their  journeys  among  the  Alps, 
I  am  confident  that  they  will  not  find  the 
sentiments  and  feelings  expressed,  or  at- 
tempted to  be  expressed,  in  the  following 
poem,  extravagant.  ] ' 

Any  one  reading  this  might  very  natur- 
ally suppose  that  Coleridge  had  composed 
the  poem  in  the  Vale  of  Chamouni,  or  with 
the  impressions  of  its  scenery  fresh  on  his 
mind's  eye  ;  but  he  never  saw  the  place, 
and  never  acknowledged  that  he  was  in- 
debted for  the  germ  of  the  poem,  and  for 
^  many  of  its  words  and  images,  to  the  fol- 


lowing stanzas  by  Frederike  Brun  {nie 
Miinter),  a  German  poetess,  who  called 
her  poem  '  Chamouni  at  Sun-rise,'  and 
addressed  it  to  Klopstock.  This  was 
pointed  out  by  De  Quincey  in  Tait'' s  Maga- 
zine for  September  1834  (p.  510)  ;  but  he 
allowed  that  Coleridge  had  '  created  the 
dry  bones  of  the  German  outline  into  the 
fulness  of  life. ' 

'  Aus  tiefem  Schatten  des  schweigenden 

Tannenhains 
Erblick'    ich    bebend    dich,    Scheitel    der 

Ewigkeit, 
Blendender  Gipfel,  von  dessen  Hohe 
Ahndend  mein  Geist  ins  Unendliche  schwe- 

bet! 

'  Wer  senkte  den  Pfeiler  tief  in  der  Erde 

Schooss, 
Der,  seit  Jahrtausenden,  fest  deine  Masse 

stiitzt  ? 
Wer  thiirmte  hoch  in  des  Aethers  Wolbung 
Machtig  und  kiihn  dein  umstrahltes  Ant- 

litz  ? 

'  Wer  goss  Euch  hoch  aus  des  ewigen 

Winters  Reich, 
O  Zackenstrome,  mit  Donnergetos  herab  ? 
Und  wer  gebietet  laut  mit  der  Allmacht 

Stimme  : 
' '  Hier  soUen  ruhen  die  starrenden  Wogen  ? ' ' 

'  Wer  zeichnet  dort  dem  Morgensterne 

die  Bahn  ? 
Wer  kranzt  mit  Bliithen  des  ewigen  Frostes 

Saum? 
Wem  tout  in  schrecklichen  Harmonieen, 
Wilder  Arveiron,  dein  Wogengetiimmel  ? 

'  Jehovah  !  Jehovah  !    kracht's   im  ber- 
stenden  Eis  ; 
Lavinendonner  rollen's  die  Kluft  hinab  : 
Jehovah  rauscht's  in  den  hellen  Wipfeln, 
Fliistert's  an  rieselnden  Silberbachen. ' 

What  may  possibly  have  prompted  Cole- 
ridge to  concealment  is  stated  in  the 
apology  put  forward  by  his  nephew  in  the 
Preface  to  the  first  edition  of  Table  Talk 
(1835),  who  pleads  that  Coleridge  could 
not  have  had  '  any  ungenerous  wish  to 
conceal  the  obhgation,'  for  '  the  words  and 
images  that  are  taken  are  taken  bodily 
and  without  alteration,  and  not  the  slightest 
art  is  used — and  a  little  would  have  sufficed 
— to  disguise  the  fact  of  any  community 
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between  the  poems. '  Had  Coleridge  been 
borrowing  from  Schiller  or  Goethe,  this 
would  have  been  a  fair,  though  hardly  a 
sufficient  excuse  ;  but  the  author  borrowed 
from  was  obscure,  or  had  merely  a  local  re- 
putation. See  Wordsworth's  Prose  Works 
(iii.  442)  for  a  proof  that,  even  to  him, 
Coleridge  had  never  spoken  of  any  source 
but  his  own  imagination. 

Between  1802  and  1829,  Coleridge  made 
many  alterations  in  the  text  of  the  Hymn, 
which  it  will  be  interesting  to  read  in  an 
early  form.  A  year  after  it  had  appeared 
in  the  Morning  Post,  he  revised  it,  and 
sent  the  revised  copy  to  the  Beaumonts. 
This  version  will  be  found  in  '  Appendix 
F, '  taken  from  the  Coleorton  Letters,  edited 
by  Professor  Knight,  1886  (i.  26). 

Four   versions  belong    to    The  Friend. 

I.  The  MS.  now  in  the  Forster  Collection 
at  S.  Kensington.  II.  The  Friend,  No. 
XI. — first  issue.  III.  Ditto,  second  (con- 
temporary) issue.  IV.  Ditto,  first  issue  as 
corrected  by  the  Errata  et  Corrigenda 
printed  in  No.  XIII.      It  was  in  IV.  that 

II.  70-80  (with  some  slight  verbal  differ- 
ences) first  appeared.  In  II.  the  passage 
ran  : — ■ 

'  Thou  too,  again,  stupendous  Mountain  ! 

thou — ■ 
Who,  as  once  more  I  lift  my  Head  bow'd 

low. 
And  to  thy  summit  upward  from  thy  base 
Slow  travel  with  dim  eyes  suffus'd  with 

tears, 
Solemnly  seemest,  like  a  vapoury  Cloud, 
To  rise  before  me.      Rise,  thou  aweful 

Form, 
Rise  like  a  Cloud  of  Incense,  from  the 

Earth  ! 
Thou  kingly  Spirit,'  etc. 

165.    To  Matilda  Betham,  p.  167. 

I  sent  these  lines .  to  the  Athenceum 
(March  15,  1890)  with  this  introduction  : — 

'  I  found  the  following  verses  in  a  volume 
of  miscellaneous  tracts,  bound  up  appar- 
ently by  Southey,  and  now  in  the  Forster 
Library  at  South  Kensington.  They  are 
printed  in  a  fragment  of  what  appears  to 
have  been  a  privately  printed  autobio- 
graphical sketch  of  Miss  Matilda  Betham, 
the  cherished  friend  of  the  Southeys  and 
the  Lambs.      The  fragment    is    probably 


unique,  for  Miss  Betham's  distinguished 
niece  and  biographer.  Miss  M.  Betham- 
Edwards,  informs  me  she  was  unaware  of 
the  existence  of  anything  of  the  kind." 

Mr.  E.  B.  Betham  (great-nephew  of 
Miss  Matilda  Betham),  who  also  was  un- 
aware of  the  existence  of  the  verses  or 
autobiography,  replied  that  '  Boughton ' 
was  Lady  Boughton,  wife  of  Sir  Charles 
Rouse-Boughton,  Bart. 

11.  18,19.     Cf.  Tennyson,  The  Princess 
(vii.  269). 
'  Till  at  the  last  she  set  herself  to  man. 

Like  perfect  music  unto  noble  words. ' 

'/166.    An  Ode  to  the  Rain,  p.  168. 
'   This  seems  to  have  been  printed  in  the  j 
Morning  Post  about  October  1802.     Cole- 
ridge writes  thus  to  J.   Wedgwood,    Oct. 
20,  1802  : — 

'  The  poetry  I  have  sent  [to  the  M.P.'\  is 
merely  the  emptying  of  my  desk.  . 
I  never  dreamt  of  acknowledging  either 
then  [Epigrams  signed  'ESTHSE,'  Sept, 
and  Oct.  1802  :  see  pp.  447-450],  or  the 
Ode  to  the  Rain'  (Cottle's  Rem.  p.  445). 

11.  21,  22.      Cf.    Youth  and  Age — 

Nought   cared    this   body  for  wind    or 
weather 

When  Youth  and  I  lived  in't  together.' 

167.   Inscription  for  a  Fotintain  on  a 
Heath,  p.  169. 

First  printed  in  Mo7-ning  Post,  Sept.  24, 
1802,  with  the  heading,  '  Inscription  on 
a  pitting  sto7ie  over  a  spring. '  In  the 
annotated  copy  of  P.  W.  1828,  frequently 
mentioned  in  these  Notes,  Coleridge  wrote 
at  the  foot  of  this  poem  :  '  This  fountain 
is  an  exact  emblem  of  what  Mrs.  Gillman 
was  by  nature,  and  would  still  be  if  the 
exhaustion  by  casualties,  and  anxious 
duties,  and  hope-surviving  hopes  had  not 
been  too  disproportionate  to  the  "tiny" 
and  never-faihng  spring  of  reproductive 
life  at  the  bottom  of  the  pure  basin.  No 
"drouth,"  no  impurity  from  without,  no 
alien  ingredient  in  its  own  composition — it 
was  indeed  a  crystal  Fount  of  water  un- 
defiled.  But  the  demand  has  been  beyond 
the  supply !  the  exhaustion  in  merciless 
disproportion  to  the  reproduction  !  But, 
God  be  praised !  it  is  immortal,  and  shoots 
up    its   bright   column   of    living  waters. 
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where  its  God  will  be  the  Sun  whose  light 
it  reflects  !  and  its  place  in  Christ  the 
containing  and  protecting  Basin.      1832.' 

168.  The  good,  great  Man,  '^.  169. 

Although  Coleridge  sent  this  to  the 
Morning  Post  as  an  'Epigram,'  I  have 
thought  it  better  placed  among  the  poems. 
He  quoted  it  in  The  Friend,  No.  XIX.  Dec. 
28,  X809,  in  the  course  of  a  disquisition  on 
the  proverb  which  says  that  '  Fortune 
favours  Fools.'  No,  says  Coleridge,  good 
men  may  not  find  the  fortune  which  fools 
seek  and  sometimes  find,  but  they  find 
what  they  themselves  seek — each  class 
adopts  the  appropriate  means  to  the 
desired  end.  '  In  this  sense  the  Proverb 
is  current  by  a  misuse,  or  a  catachresis  at 
least,  of  both  the  words.  Fortune  and 
Fools. 

11.  14,  15.  No  doubt  Coleridge  had  in 
his  mind  Hooker's  words  {Eccl.  Pol.  Bk. 
V. ) :  '  Half  a  hundred  years  spent  in  doubt- 
ful trial  which  of  the  two  in  the  end  would 
prevail, — the  side  which  had  all,  or  else  the 
part  which  had  no  friend,  but  God  and 
Death,  the  one  a  Defender  of  his  Innocency, 
the  other  a  finisher  of  all  his  troubles. '  I 
found  this  reference  pencilled  by  an  un- 
known hand  on  the  margin  of  a  copy 
of  the  Remains,  i.  53. 

169.  Answer  to  a  Child's  Question, 

p.  170. 
First  printed  m  Morning  Post,  Oct.  16, 
1802,  with  the  heading  :  '  The  Language  of 
Birds:  Lines  spoken  extempore  to  a  little 
child  in  early  spring. '  When  reprinted  in 
Si6.  Leaves  and  after,  the  two  couplets  I 
have  placed  within  [  ]  were  omitted.  This 
poem  has  been  at  least  twice  set  to  music 
—  The  Song  of  the  Birds,  by  J.  M.  Capes, 
1863  ;  and  as  /  love  and  I  love,  by  S. 
Marshall,  1861. 

170.    The  Pains  of  Sleep,  p.  170. 

First  printed  in  1817,  in  the  pamphlet 
with  Christabel  and  Kubla  Khan.  In  the 
introduction  to  Kubla  Khan  it  was  thus 
alluded  to  :  '  As  a  contrast  to  this  vision  I 
have  annexed  a  fragment  of  a  very  different 
character,  describing  with  equal  fidelity 
the  dream  of  pain  and  disease. ' 


In  Poems,  1852,  the  verses  were  printed 
with  a  note  saying  that  '  it  has  been 
recently  ascertained  to  have  been  written 
in  1803.'  On  the  22nd  Sept.  1803,  soon 
after  his  return  from  his  Scotch  tour, 
Coleridge  wrote  thus  to  Sir  G.  and  Lady 
Beaumont  [Coleo?-ton  Letters,  i.  6)  : — 

'  Previously  to  my  taking  the  coach,  I 
had  walked  263  miles  in  eight  days,  in  the 
hope  of  forcing  the  disease  [gout]  into  the 
extremities — and  so  strong  am  I,  that  I 
would  undertake  at  this  present  time  to 
walk  50  miles  a  day  for  a  week  together. 
In  short,  while  I  am  in  possession  of  my 
will  and  my  reason ,  I  can  keep  the  fiend  at 
arm's  length  ;  but  with  the  night  my 
horrors  commence.  During  the  whole  of 
my  journey  three  nights  out  of  four  I  have 
fallen  asleep  struggling  and  resolving  to 
lie  awake,  and,  awaking,  have  blest  the 
scream  which  delivered  me  from  the  re- 
luctant sleep.  Nine  years  ago  I  had 
three  months'  visitation  of  this  kind,  and 
I  was  cured  by  a  sudden  throwing  off  of  a 
burning  corrosive  acid.  These  dreams, 
with  all  their  mockery  of  guilt,  rage, 
unworthy  desires,  remorse,  shame,  and 
terror,  formed  at  that  time  the  subject  of 
some  Verses,  which  I  had  forgotten  till 
the  return  of  the  complaint,  and  which  I 
will  send  you  in  my  next  as  a  curiosity." 

The  statement  regarding  the  '  visitation 
nine  years  ago  '  is  entirely  uncorroborated. 
Coleridge  seems  not  to  have  sent  the  verses 
to  the  Beaumonts  ;  but  a  fortnight  later  he 
writes  thus  to  Poole  (Oct.  3)  :  '  God  forbid 
that  my  worst  enemy  should  ever  have  the 
Nights  and  the  Sleeps  that  I  have  had 
night  after  night  —  surprised  by  sleep, 
while  I  struggled  to  remain  awake,  starting 
up  to  bless  my  own  loud  scream  that  had 
awakened  me  —  yea,  dear  friend  !  till 
my  repeated  night-yells  had  made  me  a 
nuisance  in  my  own  house.  As  I  live  and 
am  a  man,  this  is  an  unexaggerated  tale. 
My  dreams  became  the  substances  of  my 
life. '  Then  follow,  in  ■  the  letter,  without 
further  introduction  and  with  but  a  few 
verbal  differences,  11.  18-32  of  The  Pains 
of  Sleep.  The  rest  of  the  poem  was 
probably  written  about  the  same  time. 
De  Quincey  relates  similar  experiences  in  a 
cancelled  passage  of  his  Confessions,  which 
is  printed  only  in  the  notes  to  Dr.  Garnett's 
edition  of  that  work   (Parchment   Library 
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ed.  1885,  p.  263).  Coleridge  had  returns  of 
these  '  visitations '  long  after  he  was  sup- 
posed to  have  abandoned  the  abuse  of 
opium.  See,  for  instance,  a  letter  of  July 
31,  1820,  and  another  of  March  4,  1822, 
in  Allsop's  Letters,  etc.  1836,  i.  78  (or 
1864,  p.  42)  and  1836,  ii.  84  (or  1864, 
p.  169)  respectively.  See  also  Note  to 
The  Visionary  Hope,  below  (No.  171) ;  and 
Gillman's  Life,  p.  246. 

11.  51,  52. 'me,  who  from  my  child- 
hood have  had  no  avarice,  no  ambition, 
whose  very  vanity  in  my  vainest  moments 
was,  nine-tenths  of  it,  the  desire,  and 
delight,  and  necessity  of  loving  and  of 
being  beloved. '  (To  Sir  G.  B.,  Oct.  i,  1803, 
in  Coleorton  Letters,  i.  15.) 

X71.    The  Visionary  Hope,  p.  171. 

There  being  no  certainty  as  to  the  date 
of  this  poem,  I  have  grouped  it  with  The 
Pains  of  Sleep,  because  although  certainly 
composed  somewhat  later,  it  is  a  variation 
on  the  same  theme.  Both  may  be  com- 
pared with  Remorse,  Act  iv.  Sc.  i.  11. 
68-73  (P-  386),  and  it  is  to  be  noted  that 
these  lines  appear  neither  in  the  Osorio 
MS.  nor  in  the  first  edition  of  Remorse. 
They  were  added  in  the  second  edition. 
See  also  an  interesting  quotation  of  this 
passage — altered,  and  twice  altered  —  in 
Biog  Lit.  chap,  xviii.  (1817,  ii.  72). 

I  have  added  the  two  little  fragments — 
both  printed  for  the  first  time — An  Exile 
and  Homeless  in  this  place  because  they 
harmonise  with  The  Visionary  Hope,  and 
might  have  been  lost  sight  of  amid  other 
surroundings. 

172.  To  Asra,  p.  171. 

These  verses,  now  printed  for  the  first 
time,  accompanied  a  MS.  copy  of  one  of 
Coleridge's  poems  presented  to  a  friend  in 
1803. 

173.  Phantom,  p.  172. 

This  is  a  dream -poem  —  found  in  a 
Diary  kept  during  the  voyage  to  Malta. 
First  printed  in  1834. 

174.    Sonnet  translated  from  Marini, 
p.   172. 

This  was  found  in  a  very  much  tortured 


draft  among  papers  of  Coleridge  mostly 
belonging  to  the  Malta  period.  I  have 
pieced  out  the  text  as  well  as  I  could. 
The  following  is  the  Itahan  original  : — 

Alla  Sua  Amico. 
Sonet  to. 
Donna,  siam  rei  di  morte.    Errasti,  errai ; 
Di  perdon  non  son  degni  i  nostri  errori, 
Tu  che  avventasti  in  me  si  fieri  ardori  ; 
lo  che  le  fiamme  a  si  bel  sol  furai. 

lo  che  una  fiera  rigida  adorai, 
Tu  che  fosti  sord'  aspra  ^  a'  miei  dolori  ; 
Tu  neir  ire  ostinata,  io  negli  amori  : 
Tu  pur  troppo  sdegnasti,  io  troppo  amai. 

Or  la  pena  laggiu  nel  cieco  averno  : 
Pari  al  fallo  n'  aspetta.     Ardera  poi, 
Chi  visse  in  foco.  In  vivo  foco  eterno 
Quivi :  se  Amor  fia  giusto  amboduo  noi 
All'  incendio  dannati,  avrem  1'  inferno,        ■ 
Tu  nel  mio  core,  ed  io  negli  occhi  tuoi.       I 

Opere  del  Cavalier  Giambattista  Ma- 
rino, congiunte  di  nuovi  componimenti 
inediti.  Nuova  Edizione,  con  un  dis- 
corso  preliminare  di  Giuseppe  Zirardini. 
Napoli,  1861,  p.  550. 

175.    A  Sunset,  p.  172. 

These  lines  were  sent  by  Coleridge  to 
'  William  Worship,  Esq. ,  Yarmouth, '  on 
April  22,  1819.  In  the  letter  accompany- 
ing them  he  writes  :  '  The  lines  are  little 
worth  your  or  the  lady's  acceptance. 
But  as  the  autography  was  the  main 
desideratum,  I  thought  that  unpublished, 
and  as  far  as  I  know,  never  to  be  pub- 
lished Lines  would  be  more  ad proposituni 
than  better  ones  transcribed  from  print. ' 
The  lines  with  a  few  verbal  differences 
occur  in  a  note-book  dated  Malta,  Aug. 
16,  1805,  and  with  the  statement  that 
they  were  written  as  '  nonsense  verses, 
merely  to  try  a  metre  ;  but  they  are  by  no 
means  contemptible.' 

176.    Constancy  to  an  Ideal  Object, 
p.    172. 

First    printed   in   P.  IV.    1828,    but,    I 

1  So  in  Zirardini.  .  I  think  aspra  must  be 
a  misprint  for  aspe,  or  aspide,  or  aspldo  ^=sxi. 
asp).  Neither  Florid  (1598)  nor  BarBETTI 
(1831)  has  aspra. — Ed.  1 
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believe,  written  in  Malta.  It  is  one  of 
the  dream-poems,  like  Phantom  (p.  172) 
and  Phantom  or  Fact  f  (p.  207),  though  the 
latter  was  written  twenty  years  later. 

11.  9,  10.  Cf.  '  After  a  pause  of  silence  : 
even  thus,  said  he,  like  two  strangers  that 
have  fled  to  the  same  shelter  from  the 
same  storm,  not  seldom  do  Despair  and 
Hope  meet  for  the  first  time  in  the  porch 
of  Death!'  {Allegoric  Vision,  'Appen- 
dix J,'  p.  534). 

1.  30.  '  This  phenomenon,  which  the 
author  has  .  himself  experienced,  and  of 
which  the  reader  may  find  a  description  in 
one  of  the  earlier  volumes  of  the  Man- 
chester Philosophical  Transactions,  is 
applied  figuratively  in  the  following  pass- 
age of  the  Aids  to  Reflection  : — 

' '  Pindar's  fine  remark  respecting  the 
different  effects  of  music,  on  different 
characters,  holds  equally  true  of  Genius  ; 
as  many  as  are  not  delighted  by  it  are 
disturbed,  perplexed,  irritated.  The  be- 
holder either  recognises  it  as  a  projected 
form  of  his  own  being,  that  moves  before 
him  with  a  glory  round  its  head,  or  recoils 
from  it  as  a  spectre."  ' — Aids  to  Reflection, 
1825,  p.  220.     [Note  by  S.  T.  C] 


177.  Farewell  to  Love,  p.  173. 

First  printed  in  Gentleman  s  Magazine, 
Nov.  1815  ;  then  in  Lit.  Remains,  i.  280  ; 
also  in  AUsop  [Letters,  etc.  1864,  p.  76). 
I  believe  it  was  composed  in  Malta. 

178.    What  is  Life?  p.  173. 

First  printed  in  the  Lit.  Souvenir  for 
1829  ;  then  in  Lit.  Remains  and  dated 
'  1829 ' ;  first  collected  in  Poems,  1852. 
Coleridge  sent  the  lines  to  Mr.  Worship 
of  Yarmouth  (see  '  Note  175  ')  in  1819, 
stating  that  he  wrote  them  when  he  was  aged 
'between  15  and  16.'  His  memory  served 
him  badly,  for  they  were  really  composed 
at  Malta  on  the  '  i6th  August  1805,  the 
day  of  the  Valetta  Horse-racing — ^bells 
jangling,  and  stupefying  music  all  day.' 
In  the  Diary  they  are  immediately  pre- 
ceded by  the  lines  I  have  called  A  Sunset 
(p.  172),  which  were  begun  as  nonsense 
verses.  The  lines.  What  is  Life  ?  have 
this  note  :   '  Written  in  the  same  manner 


and  for  the  same  purpose,  but  of  course 
with  more  consciousness  than  the  two 
stanzas  on  the  preceding  leaf  [i.e.  A 
Sunsetl.  Qi.  Alvar's  speech  in  Re7norse 
(Act  iii.  Sc.  i.  p.  379,  1.  44)— 

'  I  call  up  the  Departed  ! 


Of  that  innumerable  company 

Who    in   broad  circle,  lovelier  than  the 

rainbow. 
Girdle  this  round  earth  in  a  dizzy  motion, 
With    noise  too  vast  and  constant  to   be 

hea?-d  : 
Fitliest  unheard  ! ' 


179.    The  Blossoming  of  the  Solitary 
Date-Tree,  p.  173. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1828.  In  1829 
a  few  verbal  alterations  were  made  in  the 
text  both  of  prose  and  verse. 

11.  28-30.  See  Allsop's  Letters,  etc. 
1864,  p.  208. 

1.  31.  In  a  letter  (unpublished)  written 
in  18 19  to  a  young  friend  who  was  about 
to  be  married  Coleridge  wrote :  '  O ! 
that  you  could  appreciate  by  the  light  of 
other  men's  experience  the  anguish  which 
prompted  the  ejaculation 

Why  was  I  made  for  love,  yet  love  denied 
to  me? 

or  the  state  of  suffering  instanced  by  the 
following  description  : — 

Lingering  he  raised  his  latch  at  eve. 
Though  tired  in  heart  and  limb  : 

He  loved  no  other  place,  and  yet 
Home  was  no  home  to  him.' 

\y.  Three  Gj-aves,  p.  91.] 


180.  Separation,  p.  175. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  Believed 
to  have  been  written  oh  the  voyage  to 
Malta.  In  ed.  1848  there  is  the  following 
note :  '  The  fourth  and  last  stanzas  are 
adapted  from  the  twelfth  and  last  of  Cotton's 
Chlorinda  : — 

'  O  my  Chlorinda  !  could'st  thou  see 
Into  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 
There's  such  a  Mine  of  Love  for  thee, 
The  treasure  would  supply  desert. 
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'  Meanwhile  my  Exit  now  draws  nigh, 
When,  sweet  Chlorinda,  thou  shall  see 
That  I  have  neart  enough  to  die, 
Not  half  enough  to  part  with  thee. 

'  The  fifth  stanza  is  the  eleventh  of  Cotton's 
poem.' 

1 8 1 .  A  Thought  suggested  by  a  View 
of  Saddleback,  etc.,  p.  175. 

First  printed  in  The  Amulet  for  1833 
with  this  title  ;  then  in  Friendship' s  Offering 
for  1834  with  the  title  of  A  Versified  Re- 
flection (see  '  Note  127'),  with  this  note  : — 
'  The  following  stanza  (it  may  not  arrogate 
the  name  of  poem)  or  versified  reflection, 
was  composed  while  the  author  was  gazing 
on  three  parallel  Forces,  on  a  moonlight 
night,  at  the  foot  of  Saddleback  Fell.' 
The  '  reflection '  was  doubtless  made  at 
Saddleback  Fell,  but  it  was  versified  at 
'  Olevano  [Tuscany],  March  8,  1806,'  while 
Coleridge  was  on  his  way  home  from  Malta, 

182.    To  a  Gentleman  [William  Words- 
worth'], etc.,  p.  176. 

Composed  at  Coleorton  Farmhouse  in 
January  1807,  where  Coleridge  with 
Hartley  was  Wordsworth's  guest.  It  was 
first  printed  in  5?i5.  Leaves  (i8i5,pub.  1817), 
but  with  title  and  text  much  altered  from  the 
original  MS.  which  was  sent  to  the  Beau- 
monts  at  the  time.  The  changes  are  so 
numerous  and  so  significant  that  I  have 
printed  the  original  copy  in  'Appendix 
H '  to  this  volume.  Almost  as  completely 
as  in  the  case  of  Dejection  (see  '  Note 
162 ')  Coleridge  removed  all  traces  of 
personality.  The  interested  reader  will 
prefer  to  seek  out  the  changes  for  himself, 
but  a  reference  may  be  given  to  a  few  of 
the  more  important  : — 11.  i  ;  5-11  ;  61-64  ; 
82;  107,108.  Between  the  last  mentioned 
this  line  was  omitted  in  print : — 

( '  All  whom  I  deepliest  love — in  one  room 
all  !') 

Coleorton  Farmhouse  contained  at  the 
time — besides  Coleridge  and  his  little  son 
Hartley — Wordsworth,  his  wife  and  chil- 
dren, his  sister  Dorothy,  and  his  sister-in- 
law  Miss  Sarah  Hutchinson.  It  was  a 
cruel  line;  for  it  excluded  not  merely  his 


wife — from  whom  a  formal  separation  had 
almost  been  arranged — but  his  children 
Derwent  and  Sara ;  to  say  nothing  of 
Thomas  Poole.  It  is  inconceivable  how 
Coleridge  should  have  permitted  the  line  to 
stand  in  the  copy  made  for  the  Beaumonts 
— whom  also  he  professed  to  love  deeply. 

The  magnificent  passage  comprising  11. 
62-78  (p.  526),  never  printed  by  Coleridge, 
should  not  be  overlooked. 

11.  45-47.  By  '  an  Orphic  tale'  Cole- 
ridge meant,  '  philosophic  blank  verse, 
perfect  models  of  which  may  be  found  in 
Wordsworth'  (Notes  on  Barclay's  'Ar- 
genis,'  Lit.  Rem.  i.  255). 

11.  65-75.  '  In  this  exculpation  I  hope 
to  be  understood  as  speaking  of  myself 
comparatively,  and  in  proportion  to  the 
claims  which  others  are  entitled  to  make 
on  my  time  or  my  talents.  By  what  I 
have  effected  am  I  to  be  judged  by  my 
fellow  men ;  what  I  could  have  done 
is  a  question  for  my  own  conscience. 
On  my  own  account  I  may  perhaps 
have  had  sufficient  reason  to  lament  my 
deficiency  in  self-control,  and  the  neglect 
of  concentering  my  powers  to  the  realisa- 
tion of  some  permanent  work.  But  to 
verse  rather  than  to  prose,  if  to  either, 
belongs  the  voice  of  mourning  for 

Keen  pangs  of  love,  awakening  as  a  babe 
[etc.] 

These  will  exist,  for  the  future,  I  trust 
only  in  the  poetic  strains,  which  the  feel- 
ings at  the  time  called  forth.  In  those 
only,  gentle  reader, 

' '  Affectus  animi  varios,  bellumque  sequacis 
Perlegis     invidias ;       curasque     revolvis 

inanes  ; 
Quas  humilis  tenero  stylus  olim  effudit  in 

sevo. 
Perlegis  et  lacrymas,  et  quod  pharetratus 

acuti, 
Ille  puer  puero  fecit  mihi  cuspide  vulnus. 
Omnia  paulatim  consumit  longior  aetas 
Vivendoque  simul  morimur,  rapimurque 

manendo. 
Ipse  mihi  coUatus  enim  non  ille  \idebor ; 
Frons  alia  est,  moresque  alii,  nova  mentis 

imago. 
Vox  aliudque  sonat.      Jamque  observatio 
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Multa  dedit ; — lugere  nihil,  ferre  omnia  ; 

jam  que 
Paulatim    lacrymas    rerum    experientia 

tersit."  ' 

[Biog.  Lit.  1 8 17:  end  of  cliap.  ar.) 

The  Latin  lines  are  from  VArsscKs  Epistles, 
lib.  i.  Barbato  Salmonensi.  Basil.  1554, 
i.  76  (Ref.  in  B.L.  1847).  Part  of  the 
same  passage  was  used  as  motto  to  the 
'  Love  Poems '  division  in  Sib.  Leaves  and 
later.     See  'Note  123.' 

1.  98.  'A  beautiful  white  cloud  of  foam 
at  momentary  intervals  coursed  by  the  side 
of  the  vessel  with  a  roar,  and  little  stars  of 
flame  danced  and  sparkled  and  went  out 
in  it  :  and  every  now  and  then  light  de- 
tachments of  this  white  cloud-like  foam 
darted  off  from  the  vessel's  side,  each 
with  its  own  small  constellation,  over 
the  sea,  and  scoured  out  of  sight  like  a 
Tartar  troop  over  a  wilderness.' — The 
Friend,  p.  220.  [Note  by  S.  T.  C.  in 
Sib.  Leaves.  The  passage  is  in  '  Satyr- 
ane's  Letters,'  Biog.  Lit.  (18 17)  ii.  196  ; 
(1847)  ii.  197.] 

In    Knight's    Life    of  Wordsworth    (ii. 
255)    there    is    a    very    interesting    letter 
from    Coleridge     to     Wordsworth     dated 
'  Calne,    May    30,     18 15,'    in    which     he 
states  that  he  had   '  never  determined '  to 
print  the  Lines,  and  certainly  should  not 
have  done  so    '  without  having  first  con- 
sulted '     Wordsworth.         '  I     wanted      no 
additional  reason   for  its  not  being  pub- 
lished in  my  life-time,  than  its  personality 
regarding  myself.   ...   It  is  for  the  bio- 
grapher, not  the  poet,  to  give  the  accidents 
of  individual  life.    .    .   .   Otherwise,  I  con- 
1    fess  to  you,  prudential  reasons  would  not 
I    have  weighed  with  me,  for  there  is  nothing 
in  the  lines,  as  far  as  your  powers  are  con- 
cerned, which  I  have  not  as  fully  expressed 
:    elsewhere.'      The   letter,    all   of  which  is 
I    deeply    interesting,     closes    thus  :      '  God 
I    bless  you  !      I  am,   and   never  have  been 
other   than,   your  most  affectionate  S.   T. 
Coleridge.' 

183.   Recollections  of  Love,  p.  178. 

First  printed  mSib.  Z^awej  (1815-1817). 
The  date  of  composition  worked  out  by 
the  '  eight  springs  '  of  the  second  stanza 
gives  the  summer  (or  later)  of  1807,  but 
Mr.    Ernest  Hartley  Coleridge  thinks  the 


poem  may  have  been  written  iij  1803, 
regarding  the  '  eight '  as  merely  a  '  figure 
of  speech,'  used  because  in  its  place  more 
harmonious  than  six  or  nine,  or  what  not. 
I  have  therefore  put  both  dates,  and 
queried  both.  I  introduce  here  an  early 
unprinted  fragment  of  prose,  because  not 
only  is  it  very  charming  in  itself,  but  it 
lights  up  one  of  the  stanzas  of  the  Recollec- 
tions of  Love.      It  is  called 

Questions  and  Answers  in  the 

Court  of  Love. 
Why  is  my  Love  like  the  Sun  ? 

1.  The  Dawn  =  the  presentiment  of  my 
Love. 

No  voice  as  yet  had  made  the  air 

Be  music  with  thy  name  :  yet  why 

That   obscure  [over  aching'\  Hope :    that 

yearning  Sigh  ? 
That  sense  of  Promise  everywhere  ? 
Beloved  !  flew  thy  spirit  by  ? 

2.  The  Sunrise  =  the  suddenness,  the 
all-at-once  of  Love — and  the  first  silence 
— the  beams  of  Light  fall  first  on  the 
distance,  the  interspace  still  dark. 

3.  The  Cheerful  Morning  —  the  estab- 
lished Day-light  universal. 

4.  The  Sunset — who  can  behold  it,  and 
think  of  the  Sun-rise?  It  takes  all  the 
thought  to  itself.  The  Moon  -  reflected 
Light — soft,  melancholy,  warmthless — the 
absolute  purity  (nay,  it  is  always /«r^,  but) 
the  incorporeity  of  Love  in  absence — Love 
per  se  is  a  Potassium — it  can  subsist  by 
itself,  tho'  in  presence  it  has  a  natural 
and  necessary  combination  with  a  com- 
burient  principle.  All  other  Lights  (the 
fixed  Stars)  not  borrowed  from  the  absent 
Sun — Lights  for  other  worlds,  not  for  me. 
I  see  them  and  admire,  but  they  irradiate 
nothing. 

The  exquisite  fragment  (No.  63,  p.  460), 
beginning — • 

'  Within  these  circling  hollies,   woodbine- 
clad  ' — 

was  probably  composed  as  the  opening  of 
Recollections  of  Love,  and  abandoned  on 
account  of  a  change  of  metre. 

184.  A  Day -Dream,  p.  179. 
First    printed    in    The  Bijou   for   1828. 
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There  cannot  be  any  doubt,  I  think,  that 
the  '  Asra '  of  this  poem  is  Miss  Sarah 
Hutchinson;  'Mary,'  her  sister  (Mrs. 
Wordsworth)  ;  '  our  sister  and  our  friend, ' 
Dorothy  and  WiUiam  Wordsworth. 

Compare  with    the  first  line.   Remorse, 
last  two  lines  of  the  footnote  (p.  375) — 

'  So  vivid  were  the  forms  within  his  brain. 
His  very  eyes,  when  shut,  made  pictures 
of  them  ! ' 


185.    To   Two  Sisters,  p,   179. 

First  printed  in  the  Courier,  Dec.  10, 
1807.  The  signature  was  'SIESTI,'  but 
this  disguise  of  '  ESTEESI '  proved  too 
thin,  and  Mrs.  Coleridge  was  highly  dis- 
pleased. When  the  poet's  wife  and  the 
children  left  Bristol  under  the  escort  of 
De  Quincey  in  1807,  Coleridge  was  to 
have  proceeded  at  once  to  London  to 
deliver  lectures  at  the  Royal  Institution, 
but  he  fell  ill  and  was  nursed  by  these  two 
pretty  and  kind  sisters,  the  elder  being  the 
wife  of  J.  J.  Morgan,  then  resident  in 
Bristol.  The  Morgans  afterwards  removed 
to  Hammersmith,  later  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Bath,  and  later  still  to  Calne, 
and  in  all  these  homes  Coleridge  had  an 
honoured  place  and  was  tenderly  cared 
for. 

The  poem  was  never  reprinted,  but  in 
P.  W.  1834  these  few  lines  were  inserted 
with  the  heading — 

On  taking  Leave  of ,  1817.^ 

To  know,  to  esteem,  to  love — and  then  to 

part. 
Makes  up  life's    tale   to   many  a   feeling 

heart  ! 
O  for  some  dear  abiding-place  of  Love, 
O'er  which  my  spirit,  like  the  mother  dove, 
Might    brood    with    warming    wings  ! — O 

fair  as  kind. 
Were  but  one  sisterhood  with  you  com- 
bined, 
(Your  very  image  they  in  shape  and  mind) 
Far  rather  would  I  sit  in  solitude. 
The  forms  of  memory  all  my  mental  food, 
And  dream  of  you   sweet  sisters,  (ah,  not 
mine  !) 

1  A  misprint  for  '1807'  in  1834,  and  repeated 
in  all  subsequent  editions  until  1877-80.- — Ed. 


And  only  dream  of  you   (ah,  dream  and 

pine !) 
Than  have  the  presence,  and  partake  the 

pride, 
And  shine    in   the    eye  of  all   the   world 

beside  ! 

The  editor  of  P.  and.  D.  W.  1877-80, 
by  an  oversight,  states  that  these  lines  were 
printed  in  Sib.  Leaves.  He  was  the  first 
to  reprint  the  poem  of  1807  in  its  in- 
tegrity. 

186.   A  Tomhless  Epitaph,  p.  180. 

First  printed,  without  a  title,  in  The 
Friend,  No.  XIV.  Nov.  23,  1809.  A  note 
says  :  '  Imitated,  in  the  movements  rather 
than  the  thought,  from  the  Vllth  of  Gli 
Epitafi  of  Chiabrera  : — 

v/jLJ'u  ver,  che  Ambrosio  Salinero  a  torto 
"T^    Si  pose  in  pena  d'  odiose  liti,'  etc. 

The  poem  received  its  title  when  re- 
printed in  Sib.  Leaves  (1817),  but  from 
first  to  last  the  text  was  left  unaltered, 
except  in  the  correction  of  outlets  to  inlets 
in  the  i6th  line. 

Of  course  Satyrane  was  Coleridge  him- 
self, and  the  poem  should  be  read  as  a 
portrait  exquisitely  and  in  the  main  truly 
drawn,  allowing  for  the  inevitable  romantic 
point  of  view.  He  allows  Alhadra  to  add 
a  touch  or  two  to  his  own,  in  the  portrait 
she  draws  of  her  husband  (^Remorse,  Act  i. 
Sc.  ii.  11.  241-243,  p.  367). 

187.  For  a  Market-Clock  —  Inscription 
for  a  Time-Piece,  p.  181. 

The  former  printed  for  the  first  time  from 
a  letter  to  Poole  (1809)  ;  the  latter  from 
Table  Talk,  1835,  Appendix  ii.  360.  I 
give  H.  N.  Coleridge's  date,  '  1830,'  but 
feel  obliged  to  add  a  query,  believing  the 
lines  to  belong  to  a  much  earlier  date. 

188.    The  Virgin's  Cradle-Hymn, 
p.  181. 

First  printed  in  the  Courier,  Aug.  30, 
181 1,  with  the  following  introductory 
note  : — 

'  [About  thirteen  years  ago  or  more, 
travelling  through  the  middle  parts  of 
Germany,  I  saw  a  little  print  of  the  Virgin 
and  Child  in  the  small  public-house  of  a 
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Catholic  village  with  the  following  beauti- 
ful Latin  lines  under  it,  which  I  transcribed. 
They  may  be  easily  adapted  to  the  air  of 
the  famous  Sicilian  Hymn,  Adeste  Jideles, 
Iceti  triu7nphantes ,  by  the  omission  of  a 
few  notes.  ] ' 

In  the  MorningPost,  Dec.  26,  1801,  the 
Latin  lines  only  appeared  as  from  a  '  Cor- 
respondent in  Germany.'  Coleridge  was 
doubtless  the  '  Correspondent. '  The  piece 
has  been  frequently  set  to  music — by  Booth 
(1859),   Moysen  (1872),    Howells   (1874), 


189.  To  a  Lady  offended  by  a  sportive 
Observation  —  Reason  for  Love's 
Blindness,  p.   18 1. 

The  former  appeared  in  Omniana 
(1812),  i.  238,  and  when  collected  in 
P.  W.  1828,  the  latter  was  linked  with  it. 

190.    The  Suicide^ s  Argument,  p.   182. 

First    printed    in    P.  W.    1828.      It    is 
found  in  a  note-book  of  181 1,   preceded 
by  this  couplet  : — 
'  Complained  of,  complaining,  there  shov'd 

and  here  shoving. 
Every   one    blaming    me,    ne'er    a   one 
loving.' 

191.    The  Pang  more  sharp  than  all, 
p.   182. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1828.  This 
poem  is  misplaced,  for  since  dating  it, 
conjecturally,  as  '?  1811,'  I  have  learnt 
that  the  draft  of  a  portion  (roughly, 
U.  10-20)  has  been  found  dated  1807, 
while  another  (about  11.  37-40)  is  written 
on  paper  with  the  water-mark  of  '  i8ig.' 
'  181 1  '  has  thus  the  doubtful  merit  of 
being  a  nearly  correct  mean  date.  I  copy 
the  later  draft : — 

' within  my  Heart 

The  Magic  child  as  in  a  magic  glow 
Transfused,   and  ah  !    he   left  within    my 

Heart 
A  loving  image  and  a  counterpart. ' 

' into  my  Heart 

As   'twere  some  magic   glass,    the   magic 

child 
Transfused  his  Image  and  full  counterpart ; 


And  then  he  left  it  like  a  Sylph  beguiled 
To   live   and   learn   and  languish  incom- 
plete ! 
Day  following  day,  more  rugged  grows  my 

path, 
K  Blank  upon   my   Heart,    and   Hope  is 

dead  and  buried — 
Yet  this  deep  yearning  will  not  die — yet 

Love 
Clings    on    and    cloathes    the    marrowless 

remains 
Like  the  fresh  moss  that  grows  on  dead 

men's  bones  : 
Quaint  mockery  !  and  fills  its  scarlet  cups 
With  the  chill  dew  damps  of  the  Charnel 

House. 
O  ask  not  for  my  Heart  !     My  Heart  is 

but 
The  darksome  vault  where  Hope  is  dead 

and  buried. 
And  Love  with  Asbest  Lamp  bewails  the 


What  is  '  the  Pang  more  sharp  than 
all '  the  poet  does  not  reveal  until  the  close. 
It  is  not  that  Esteem,  even  Self-esteem, 
turns  to  Compassion  ;  not  even  the  failure 
of  wonted  Kindness  : — 

'  O  worse   than  all  !      O   pang  of  pangs 

above 
Is  Kindness  counterfeiting  ab.-^ent  Love  !  ' 

And  Love  absent,  if  it  has  once  been 
present,  is  Love  dead,  and  without  power 
to  be  born  again — as  we  are  told  in 
the  '  Envoy '  to  Love' s  Apparition  and 
Evanishment  (p.  208). 


192.    In  -many  ways  does  the  fill  heart 
reveal,  etc.,  p.  183. 

I  have  placed  this  motto  here  out  of  what 
may  possibly  be  its  true  chronological  posi- 
tion, because  it  is  an  echo  of  The  Pang,  etc. 

193.    The  Night-Sceite,  p.  183. 

First  printed  in  Sib.  Leaves  (1815-17), 
rewritten  in  1813  from  a  drama  begun  and 
left  in  a  fragmentary  condition  in  1801, 
under  the  title  '  The  Triumph  of  Loyalty, 
an  Historic  Drama  in  Five  Acts. ' 
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I.  14. 

But  thou  art  stern,  and  with  unkindling 
countenance. 
This  has  hitherto  been  printed  incorrectly 
unkindly. 

II.  50-56.  Cf.  Alhadra's  speech  in 
Remorse,  iv.  iii.  11.  17-20  (also  in  Osorio, 
V.  '  Appendix  D  ' ) ;  also  Browning's  Sor- 
dello,  Bk.  iii.  in  P.  W.  1868,  ii.  97. 

194.   A  Hymn,  p.   185. 

First  printed  in  Poems,  1852,  with  the 
following  note  :  — 

The  manuscript  of  this  poem,  which  is 
now  printed  for  the  first  time,  was  com- 
municated to  the  Editors  by  J.  W.  Wilkins, 
Esq. ,  of  Trinity  Hall,  Cambridge,  with  the 
following  memoi'andum :  — 

'  The  accompanying  autograph,  dated 
1814,  and  addressed  to  Mrs.  Hood,  of 
Brunswick  Square,  was  given  not  later 
than  the  year  18 17,  to  a  relative  of  my 
own,  who  was  then  residing  at  Clifton 
(and  was,  at  the  time  at  which  it  passed 
into  his  hands,  an  attendant  on  Mr.  Cole- 
ridge's lectures,  which  were  in  course  of 
delivery  at  that  place),  either  by  the  lady 
to  whom  it  is  addressed,  or  by  some  other 
friend  of  Mr.  Coleridge.  It  was  subse- 
quently placed  c^mong  other  papers,  and 
its  existence  was  partially  forgotten,  until 
last  year,  when  it  finally  passed  into  my 
hands.  J.  W.  Wilkins.' 

195.  The  Buttcjjiy,  p.  185. 

First  printed  as  '  from  an  unpublished 
poem  of  the  author  '  in  Biog.  Lit.  (1817,  i. 
82,  n.) ;  then  in  The  Amulet  for  1833. 

196.  Glycine's  Song,  p.  186. 

Reprinted  here,  lest  so  charming  a  lyric 
should  be  overlooked.  As  a  prose  draft  of 
it  exists,  it  is  beheved  to  be  a  translation. 

The  song  was  set  to  music  by  W. 
Patten  in  1836  ;  and  again,  with  the  title 
'May  Song,'  in  1879,  by  R.  H.  Loehr. 
The  Hunti7ig  Song  in  '  Zapolya  '  was  set  by 
Macfarren  in  Hullah's  Singer's  Lib.  of 
Concerted  Music,  No.  22,  1859. 

197.    Time,  Real  and  Imaginary,  p.  187. 

First  printed  in  Sib.  Leaves  with  the 
statement  in  the  Preface  [q.v.  'Appendix 


K')  that  it  was  a  'schoolboy  poem,' 
and  this  explanation  :  —  '  By  imaginary 
Time  I  meant  the  state  of  a  schoolboy's 
mind  when  on  his  return  to  school  he  pro- 
jects his  being  in  his  day-dreams,  and 
lives  in  his  next  holidays,  six  months  hence  ; 
and  this  I  contrasted  with  real  Time." 
This,  I  have  little  doubt,  is  one  of  the 
many  instances  in  which  Coleridge  amused 
himself  and  his  friends  by  affixing  impos- 
sible—or, at  all  events,  highly  improbable 
— dates  to  his  compositions.  These  lines 
may  embody  some  school-boy  dream  of 
holidays  and  his  sister  Ann  ;  it  may  even 
have  received  some  shape  in  boyhood,  but 
not  its  present  shape — that  must  have  been 
impressed  at  a  later  date,  probably  c. 
18 15-17,  when  Sib.  Leaves  ^zs.  in  the  press. 
Whatever  may  be  the  truth  about  these 
verses,  it  is  necessary  to  warn  the  student 
that  the  favourite  epithet  '  schoolboy  '  at- 
tached by  Coleridge  to  any  poem  of  his  is 
of  no  value  as  evidence. 

198.  Israel's  Lament,  p.  187. 
The  title-page  of  the  pamphlet  states 
that  the  English  translation  is  '  by  S.  T. 
Coleridge,  Esq.'  The  Hebrew  and  Eng- 
lish are  on  opposite  pages.  The  imprint 
is  :  '  Printed  by  H.  Barnett,  2  St.  James's 
Place,  Aldgate,  and  sold  by  T.  Boosey,  4 
Old  Broad  St.  [etc.],  1817.' 

1 99.    The  Tears  of  a  gratefnl  People, 
p.  188. 

Although  out  of  its  chronological  place, 
I  have  thought  it  best  to  print  this  with 
the  other  translation  from  the  Hebrew. 
Coleridge's  name  is  not  given  on  the  title- 
page,  where  it  is  stated  that  the  Dirge  is 
'  translated  by  a  Friend. '  I  believe,  how- 
ever, there  is  no  doubt  that  Coleridge  was 
the  '  Friend. '  The  imprint  is  the  same  as 
in  the  other  except  that  there  is  no  date. 
The  year,  of  course,  was  1820. 

/  f  9 100.   Limbo,  p.  189. 

Two  fragments — Moles  and  Limbo — first 
collected  in /^.  IF.  1834  are  here  united  with 
their  connecting  context.  Moles  (11.  6-10) 
was  first  printed  in  The  Friend  (1818,  iii. 
215) — 'They'  referring  to  'the  partizans 
of  a  crass  and  sensual  materialism,  the 
advocates   of    the    Nihil  tiisi   ab  extra.' 


NOTES 


639 


Limbo  (11.  II  to  the  end)  was  first  printed 
in  P.  W.  1834. 

201.  T/ie  Knight'' s  Tomb,  p.  190. 
First  printed  in  P.  IV.  1834.      There  is 

no  means  of  arriving  at  the  date  of  com- 
position, except  the  circumstance  that  a  few 
lines  were  quoted  by  Sir  Walter  Scott  in 
Ivanhoe  (i.    156),    pubhshed    in    1820  : — 
'  To   borrow   lines   from   a  contemporary 
poet,  who  has  written  but  too  little — 
The  knights  are  dust, 
And  their  good  swords  rust  ;— 
Their  souls  are  with  the  saints,  I  trust.' 

Sir  Walter  was  quoting,  of  course,  from 
memory.  Gillman  {Life,  p.  227)  tells  us 
that  this  convinced  Coleridge  that  Scott 
was  the  author  of  the  Waverley  Novels. 
'  The  lines  were  composed  as  an  experiment 
for  a  metre,  and  repeated  by  the  author  to 
a  mutual  friend,  who  repeated  them  again 
at  a  dinner-party  to  Scott  on  the  following 
day.'  This  does  not  help  us  to  the  date, 
but  I  am  disposed  to  believe  that  I  may 
have  post-dated  it  ('?i8i7')  even  con- 
siderably. On  the  other  hand,  if  it  was 
an  early  composition,  it  would  probably 
have  been  sent  to  the  Morning  Post,  or 
the  Courier,  or  included  in  Sib.  Leaves. 

202.  On  Donne  s  Poetry.^  p.  190. 
Printed  in  Lit.  Rem.  i.  148,  from  '  notes 

written  by  Mr.  Coleridge  in  a  volume  of 
Chalmers's  Poets,  belonging  to  Mr.  Gill- 
man,'  and  now  first  collected. 

203.  Fancy  in  nttbibtcs,  p.   190. 
First  printed  in  Blackwood's  Magazine 

i  for  November  18 19.  In  his  Prefatory 
Memoir  in  the  Tauchnitz  edition  of  Cole- 
ridge's Poems,  F.  Freiligrath  states  that 
'  the  last  five  lines  of  ' '  Fancy  in  nubibus" 
belong  to  Stolberg  (see  his  stanzas  "An 
das  Meer").'  These  are  the  hnes  alluded 
to  by  Freiligrath  : — 

'  Der  blinde  Sanger  stand  am  Meer, 
Die  Wogen  rauschten  um  ihn  her, 
Und  Riesenthaten  goldner  Zeit 
Umrauschten  ihn  im  Feierkleid. 

'  Es  kam  zu  ihm  auf  Schwanenschwung 
Melodisch  die  Begeisterung, 
Und  Iliad  und  Odyssee 
Entsteigen  mit  Gesang  der  See.' 


There  are  interesting  allusions  to  the 
sonnet  in  two  contemporary  letters  of 
Lamb  to  Coleridge  (Ainger's  Letters, 
ii.  32  and  311  ;  ii.  230  and  345).  Exami- 
nation of  the  original  letters  at  the  first 
references  enables  me  to  say  that  phrase 
which  has  puzzled  Lamb's  editors — '  Who 
put  your  marine  sonnet  about  Browne  into 
Blackwood  ?  ' — was  written  thus  :  '  Who 
put  your  marine  sonnet,  and  about  Browne, 
into  Blackwood?'  In  the  same  number 
there  is  a  note  on  Sir  Thomas  Browne  by 
Coleridge,  but  not  contributed  by  him.  It 
is  signed  '  G.  J.' — very  probably  James 
Gillman's  initials  reversed. 

204.    To  Nature,  p.  190. 

First  printed  by  Allsop  {Letters,  etc., 
1836,  i.  144;  1864,  p.  76)  along  with 
Farewell  to  Love  (p.  173).  Of  To  Nature 
he  says  :  '  The  second  sonnet  I  have  found 
on  a  detached  piece  of  paper,  without  note 
or  observation.  How  it  came  into  my 
possession  I  have  now  forgotten,  tho'  I 
have  some  faint  impression  that  I  wrote  it 
down  from  dictation.' 

205.    Yonth  and  Age,  p.  191. 

First  printed  in  The  Bijou,  and  in  The 
Literary  Souvenir,  both  for  1828.  The 
double  publication  was  the  result  of  some 
mistake  on  Coleridge's  part.  The  poem 
as  then  printed  closed  with  the  38th  line : — 

'  That  youth  and  I  are  house-mates  still.' 

In   Blackwood' s   Magazine   for  June    1832 
there  appeared  the  following  lines  entitled 
'  The  Old  Man's  Sigh  :  a  Sonnet,'  prefaced 
by  some  rambling  remarks  headed  '  What 
is  an  English  Sonnet  ? '     In  the  course  of 
these  Coleridge  states  that  the  verses  below 
are  an  '  out-slough,  or  hypertrophic  stanza 
of  a    certain    poem    called    ' '  Youth    and 
Age, ' ' '  and  (ironically)  that  as  they  consist 
of  exactly  fourteen  lines,  they  have  a  right 
to  be  called  '  an  English  Sonnet '  : — 
'  Dewdrops  are  the  gems  of  morning, 
But  the  tears  of  mournful  eve  ! 
Where  no  hope  is,  life's  a  warning 
That  only  serves  to  make  us  grieve, 
In  our  old  age. 
Whose  bruised  wings  quarrel  with  the  bars 
of  the  still  narrowing  cage — 
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That  only  serves  to  make  us  grieve 
With  oft  and  tedious  taking-leave, 
Like  some  poor  nigh-related  guest 
That  may  not  rudely  be  dismiss'd  ; 
Yet  hath  outstay' d  his  welcome  vifhile, 
And  tells  the  jest  without  the  smile. 
O  !  might  Life  cease  !  and  Selfless  Mind 
Whose  total  Being  is  Act,  alone  remain 
behind  ! 
'  i8^A  May  1832 — Grove,  Highgate.' 

In  1834,  a  recast  of  these  lines  was 
added  to  Youth  and  Age.  Coleridge  wrote 
them  in  Rotha  Quillinan's  Album  with 
date,  '  Grove,  Highgate,  April  1832,'  and 
as  a  poem  the  lines  were  probably  com- 
posed about  that  time,  although  the  four 
opening  lines  are  found  in  the  first  complete 
draft  of  Youth  and  Age  written  in  1823. 

In  1828,  when  Coleridge  (with  Words- 
worth and  Dora)  was  passing  through 
Brussels  on  the  Rhine  tour,  he  wrote  the 
following  lines  in  an  album : — 

'  Dew-drops  are  the  gems  of  morning. 

But  the  tears  of  mournful  eve  ; 
Where  no  hope  is,  life's  a  warning 

That  only  serves  to  make  us  grieve. 
As  we  creep  feebly  down  life's  slope. 

Yet  courteous  dame,  accept  this  truth — 
Hope  leaves  not  us,  but  we  leave  hope, 
And  quench  the  inward  light  of  youth. ' 
(See    Colley   Grattan's    Beaten    Paths, 
1865,  ii.  139.) 

The  first  draft  was  a  false  start,  open- 
ing with 

'  Flowers  are  lovely,  love  is  flower-like, ' 

and  coming  to  a  stop  very  soon  ;  but  it 
had  this  charming  introduction,  now  printed 
for  the  first  time  : — 

10  Sept.  1823.     Wednesday  Morning, 
10  o'clock. 
On  the  tenth  day  of  September, 
Eighteen  hundred  and  twenty-three, 
Wednesday  morn,  and  I  remember 
Ten  on  the  clock  the  hour  to  be 
\The  watch  and  clock  do  both  agrce"].^ 

An  Air  that  whizzed  Siot  iyKe(])6Xov  (right 
across  the  diameter  of  my  brain)  exactly 
like  a  Hummel  Bee,  alias  Dumbeldore, 
the  gentleman  with  Rappee  Spencer,  with 
bands  of  red  and  orange  plush  Breeches, 

1  This  Christabel-Viks.  line  is  erased. — Ed. 


close  by  my  ear,  at  once  sharp  and  buzzy, 
right  over  the  siunmit  of  Quantock  at 
earliest  dawn  just  between  the  Nightingale 
that  I  stopt  to  hear  in  the  copse  at  the 
foot  of  Quantock,  and  the  first  sky -lark 
that  was  a  Song-Fountain,  dashing  up  and 
sparkling  to  the  Ear's  eye,  in  full  column 
or  ornamented  shaft  of  sound  in  the  order 
of  Gothic  Extravaganza,  out  of  sight,  over 
the  Cornfields  on  the  descent  of  the  Moun- 
tain on  the  other  side — out  of  sight,  tho' 
twice  I  beheld  its  mute  shoot  downward  in 
the  sunshine  like  a  falhng  star  of  silver  : — 

Area  Spontanea. 

Flowers  are  lovely,  Love  is  flower-like, 

Friendship  is  a  shelt'ring  tree — 

O  the  Joys  that  c.ame  down  shower-like, 

Of  Beauty,  Truth,  and  Liberty, 

When  I  was  young,  ere  I  was  old  ! 

[O  Youth  that  wert  so  glad,  so  bold. 
What  quaint  disguise  hast  now  put  on  f 
Would' st  make-believe  that  thou  ari  gonef 

O  Youth  I  thy  Vesper-bell  .   .  .   ]  2 

Thou  always  wert  a  masker  bold — 
What  strange  disguise  hast  now  put  on. 
To  make-believe  that  thou  art  gone  ! 

O  Youth,  so  true,  so  fair,  so  free. 
Thy  Vesper-bell  hath  not  yet  toU'd, 
Thou  always  .   .   . 

Ah  !  was  it  not  enough,  that  Thou 

In  Thy  eternal  Glory  should  outgo  me? 

Would'st    thou    not    Grief's    sad  Victory 

allow 
*  *  »  * 

Hope's  a  Breeze  that  robs  the  Blossoms 
Fancy  feeds,  and  murmurs  the  Bee. 


This  was  a  false  start,  but  is  not  less 
interesting  than  the  true  one  which  follows 
in  the  MS.  and  which  was  kept  up  until 
the  exquisite  poem  was  completed  —  ap- 
parently almost  in  one  heat — down  to  and 
past 

'  That  Youth  and  I  are  Housemates  still ! ' — 

going  on  to 

'  Dewdrops  are  the  gems  of  morning, 
But  the  tears  of  mournful  Eve  : 

-  Lines  within  [  ]  era.sed. — Ed. 


£1  ,%.- /^-^r  Y^ 


NOTES 


641 


Where  no  hope  is,  Life's  a  warning 
That  only  serves  to  make  \us\  me  grieve, 
Now  I  am  old.' 

In  an  autograph  copy  possessed  by  Mr. 
E.  H.  Coleridge  the  metrical  feet  are 
marked  in  the  tirst  division  ;  the  passage 
beginning  '  Flowers  are  lovely'  is  numbered 
as  '2,'  and  that  beginning  'Dew-drops,' 
etc.  as  '  3. ' 

The  two  closing  lines  of  '  The  Old  Man's 
Sigh '  are  a  curious  instance  of  Coleridge's 
tendency  to  allow  scientific  controversy  to 
stray  into  his  poetry — a  tendency  which 
he  vehemently  disclaimed  (see  the  Conclu- 
sion of  the  Biog.  Lit.)  The  lines  were 
no  doubt  written  deliberately  as  a  protest 
against  the  corpuscular  theory,  which  was 
one  of  his  betes  noires  :  see  the  posthumous 
Theory  of  Life  (x%\%,  p.  11). 

206.    The  Reproof  and  Reply,  p.  191. 

First  printed  in  Friendship's  Offering 
for  1834,  along  with,  in  answer  to  a  friend's 
letter.  Love  and  Friendship  opposite  (p. 
207),  Lines  to  a  Comic  Author  (p.  451), 
and  the  two  versicles  about  Cologne  (p. 
452)  :  the  four  pieces  grouped  under  this 
heading  —  '  Lightheartedness  in  Rhyme. 
By  S.  T.  Coleridge.'  '  I  expect  no  sense 
worth  listening  to,  from  the  man  who  never 
dares  talk  nonsense.' — Anon. 

207.  Lovers  First  Hope,  p.  193. 

First  printed  among  the  '  Miscellaneous 
Poems'  in  P.W.  1834,  under  the  title 
'  First  Advent  of  Love,'  and  without  date. 
In  ed.  1852  it  was  given  the  first  place  in 
the  volume  (instead  of  Genevieve)  with  the 
following  '  Note '  : — 

The  early  date  assigned  to  these  exquisite 
lines  is  derived  from  a  memorandum  of  the 
author.  '  Relics  of  my  School-boy  Muse  ; 
i.e.  fragments  of  poems  composed  before 
my  fifteenth  year.  [Coleridge  was  15  in 
October  1787.] 

Love's  First  Hope — • 

"  O  fair  is  Love's  first  hope,"  etc. 

The  concluding  stanza  of  an  Elegy  on 
a  Lady,  who  died  in  early  youth  : — • 
O'er  the  raised  earth  the  gales  of  evening 
sigh; 

And  see  a  Daisy  peeps  upon  its  slope  ! 


I  wipe  the  dimming  waters  from  mine  eye  ; 

Even  on  the  cold  Grave  lights  the  Cherub 
Hope! 

Age, — A  stanza  written  forty  years  later 
than  the  preceding  : — 

Dew-drops  are  the  Gems  of  Morning, 

But  the  Tears  of  dewy  Eve  ! 
Where  no  hope  is.  Life's  a  warning. 
That  only  serves  to  make  us  grieve. 
When  we  are  old. 

S.  T.  C.  Sept.  1827.' 

The  light-hearted  way  in  which  Cole- 
ridge affixed  dates  to  his  compositions  has 
already  been  pointed  out  ( '  Note  178  ')  and 
commented  on  ('Note  197').  This  is 
another  illustration.  In  a  paper  read  be- 
fore the  Royal  Society  of  Literature  on 
April  28,  1869,  the  late  Mr.  C.  Mansfield 
Ingleby  pointed  out  that  for  a  great  deal  of 
the  substance  of  these  lines  Coleridge  was 
indebted  to  Sir  Philip  Sidney's  ^rcflrfza  : — 

'  Her  breath  is  more  sweet  than  a  gentle 
south-west  wind,  which  comes  creeping 
over  flowery  fields  and  shadowed  waters  in 
the  heat  of  summer.' 

There  could  be  no  doubt  of  it ;  but  it 
did  not  settle  the  date  of  appropriation. 
That  is  arrived  at  by  the  following  memo- 
randum in  Coleridge's  handwriting,  dated 
1824.  'A  pretty  unintended  couplet  in 
the  prose  of  Sidney's  Arcadia  : — 
' '  And  sweeter  than  a  gentle  south-west 
wind 

O'er  flowery  fields  and  shadowed  waters 
creeping 

In  summer's  extreme  heat."  ' 

Had  Coleridge  been  attracted  by  these 
words  in  the  Arcadia  at  some  previous 
period,  and  prompted  to  expand  them  into 
anything  so  exquisite  as  Love's  First 
Hope,  he  could  hardly  have  forgotten  the 
circumstance,  and,  had  he  remembered, 
would  hardly  have  omitted  to  note  it  in 
this  memorandum  of  1824.  I  have  little 
doubt  that  it  was  in  1824  that  he  composed 
Love's  First  Hope,  and  that  he  was  dream- 
ing when  he  wrote  the  memorandum  of 
1827.      I  have  reverted  to  his  own  title. 


208.   Alice  Dji  Clos,  p.  193. 

A   '  Note'   in  ed.    1852  states  :  '  It  has 
been  found  impossible  to  ascertain  the  date 
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of  Alice  Du  Clos  and  some  of  the  others. 
...  As  a  whole  they  possess  a  distinct 
character  which  certainly  belongs  to  the 
Poet's  '  later  life.' 

209.  Love,  a  Sword,  p.  195. 
First  printed  in  P.  W.  1828.  Omitted 
in  1829  and  in  1834.  Excluded  from 
1877-80,  because  the  Editor  used  a  copy 
of  1829,  and  beheved  1828  to  be  identical. 
Included  in  Aldine  (1885),  because  the 
Editor  used  a  copy  of  1828.  He,  too,  be- 
lieved the  1829  to  be  identical.  A  rough 
draft  of  the  lines,  late,  but  undated,  occurs 
in  a  note-book. 

210.  A  Character,  p.  195. 
First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  J.  Payne 
Collier  prints  a  portion  in  his  Old  Man' s 
Diary,  iv.  p.  56,  saying  it  is  from  a  MS. 
given  him  by  Martin  Burney,  who  had  it 
from  Lamb.  The  MS.  was  headed  '  A 
Trifle.'  It  is  a  very  interesting  set  of 
verses  ;  although,  in  a  somewhat  different 
vein,  as  autobiographical  as  A  Tomb  less 
Epitaph.  Scholars  tell  me  that  '  "EcrT7?(re  ' 
is  not  even  '  Punic  Greek '  for  '  he  hath 
stood'  (11.  72,  73). 

211.    The  Two  Founts,  p.  196. 
First    printed   in    The   Bijou  for   1828. 
In  Gilchrist's  Life  of  Blake  (1863,  i.  337) 
it  is  stated  that  this  poem  was  addressed 
to  Mrs.   Aders,    whose    name   is    so    well 
known   to   readers    of   Lamb.       She   was 
the  daughter  of  Raphael   Smith,    the  en- 
graver,   and  a  beautiful  woman  of  great 
charm  and  accomplishment,    especially  as 
a    painter.       She   died,    I    believe,    about 
1854.     The  Aderses  had  a  villa  at  Godes- 
berg,  on  the  Rhine,  and  were  visited  there 
in   1828  by  Coleridge,   Wordsworth,   and 
Dora  Wordsworth.      Julian  Young  was  a 
fellow-guest,   and  gives  an  interesting  ac- 
count   of  the   visit    in  his  Memoir  of  his 
father,  C.  M.  Young  (1871,  pp.  115-125). 
In  the   annotated   copy  of  P.W.  1828 
this   stanza   is    marked    for    interpolation 
between  stanzas  4  and  5  : — 
'  Was  ne'er  on  earth  seen  beauty  like  to 
this, 
A  concentrated  satisfying  sight ! 
In  its  deep  quiet,  ask  no  further  bliss — 
At   once  the  form  and  substance  of 
delight. ' 


And  these  are  given  as  an  alternative  read- 
ing to  lines  19  and  20  : — 
'  Looks  forth  upon  the  troubled  air  below, 

Unmoved,  entire,  inviolably  bright. 

The  draft  is  dated  '  1826.' 

212.  Duty  swviving  Self-love,  p.  197. 
First  printed  'm  P.  W.  1828.  The  first 
draft  with  its  prose  introduction  is  now 
first  printed  from  the  autograph  dated 
1826.  '  Constantius,'  of  course,  was  Cole- 
ridge himself : — 

Question,  Answ^er,  and  Soliloquy. 
And  are  you  (said  Alia  to  Constantius, 
on  whose  head  sickness  and  sorrow  had 
antedated  Winter,  ere  yet  the  time  of  Vin- 
tage had  passed).  Are  you  the  happier  for 
your  Philosophy  ?  And  the  smile  of  Con- 
stantius was  as  the  light  from  a  purple 
cluster  of  the  vine,  gleaming  through  snow- 
flakes,  as  he  repHed,  The  Boons  of  Philo- 
sophy are  of  higher  worth,  than  what  you, 
O  Alia,  mean  by  Happiness.  But  I  will 
not  seem  to  evade  the  question — Am  /  the 
happier  for  my  Philosophy  ?  The  calmer 
at  least  and  the  less  unhappy,  answered 
Constantius,  for  it  has  enabled  me  to  find 
that  aalfioh-  Reason  is  the  best  Comforter, 
and  only  sure  friend  of  declining  Life.  At 
this  moment  the  sounds  of  a  carriage  fol- 
lowed by  the  usual  bravura  executed  on 
the  brazen  knocker  announced  a  morning 
visit  :  and  Alia  hastened  to  receive  the 
party.  Meantime  the  grey-haired  philo- 
sopher left  to  his  own  musings  continued 
playing  with  the  thoughts  that  Alia  and 
Alia's  question  had  excited,  till  he  mur- 
mured them  to  himself  in  half  audible 
words,  which  at  first  casually,  and  then 
for  the  amusement  of  his  ear,  he  puncttiated 
with  rhymes,  without  however  conceiting 
that  he  had  by  these  means  changed  them 
into  poetry. 

SOLILOQUY. 

Unchanged    within,    to    see    all    changed 

without — 
Is  a  blank  lot,  and  hard  to  bear,  no  doubt ! 
Yet  why  at  others'  wanings  should' st  thou 

fret 
When  thy  own  hodc^  first  the  example  set  ? 
O    wiselier   then,    from    feeble    yearnings 

freed. 
While,   and  on  whom,  thou  may'st  shine 

on  !  nor  heed, 
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of  Alice  Du  Clos  and  some  of  the  others. 
...  As  a  whole  they  possess  a  distinct 
character  which  certainly  belongs  to  the 
Poet's  '  later  life.' 

209,  Love,  a  Sword,  p.  195. 
First  printed  in  P.  W.  1828.  Omitted 
in  1829  and  in  1834.  Excluded  from 
1877-80,  because  the  Editor  used  a  copy 
of  1829,  and  believed  1828  to  be  identical. 
Included  in  Aldine  (1885),  because  the 
Editor  used  a  copy  of  1828.  He,  too,  be- 
lieved the  1829  to  be  identical.  A  rough 
draft  of  the  lines,  late,  but  undated,  occurs 
in  a  note-book. 

210.  A  Character,  p.  195. 
First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  J.  Payne 
Collier  prints  a  portion  in  his  Old  Man's 
Diary,  iv.  p.  56,  saying  it  is  from  a  MS. 
given  him  by  Martin  Burney,  who  had  it 
from  Lamb.  The  MS.  was  headed  '  A 
Trifle.'  It  is  a  very  interesting  set  of 
verses  ;  although,  in  a  somewhat  different 
vein,  as  autobiographical  as  A  Tombless 
Epitaph.  Scholars  tell  me  that  '  "EffTrjae  ' 
is  not  even  '  Punic  Greek '  for  '  he  hath 
stood'  (11.  72,  73). 

211.    The  Two  Founts,  p.  196. 
First    printed    in    The   Bijou  for   1828. 
In  Gilchrist's  Life  of  Blake  (1863,  i.  337) 
it  is  stated  that  this  poem  was  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Aders,    whose   name   is    so    well 
known   to   readers    of   Lamb.      She   was 
the  daughter  of  Raphael  Smith,    the  en- 
graver,   and  a  beautiful  woman  of  great 
charm  and  accomplishment,    especially  as 
a   painter.       She   died,    I    believe,    about 
1854.     The  Aderses  had  a  villa  at  Godes- 
berg,  on  the  Rhine,  and  were  visited  there 
in   1828  by  Coleridge,   Wordsworth,   and 
Dora  Wordsworth.      Julian  Young  was  a 
fellow-guest,   and  gives  an  interesting  ac- 
count   of  the   visit    in  his  Memoir  of  his 
father,  C.  M.  Young  (1871,  pp.  115-125). 
In  the  annotated   copy  oi  P.W.  1828 
this   stanza   is    marked    for    interpolation 
between  stanzas  4  and  5  : — 
'  Was  ne'er  on  earth  seen  beauty  like  to 
this, 
A  concentrated  satisfying  sight  ! 
In  its  deep  quiet,  ask  no  further  bliss — 
At  once  the  form  and   substance   of 
delight. ' 


And  these  are  given  as  an  alternative  read- 
ing to  lines  19  and  ■2(9: — 
'  Looks  forth  upon  the  troubled  air  below, 

Unmoved,  entire,  inviolably  bright. 

The  draft  is  dated  '  1826.' 

212.  Duty  surviving  Self-love,  p.  197. 
First  printed  in  P.  IV.  1828.  The  first 
draft  with  its  prose  introduction  is  now 
first  printed  from  the  autograph  dated 
1826.  '  Constantius,'  of  course,  was  Cole- 
ridge himself  : — 

Question,  Answer,  and  Soliloquy. 
And  are  you  (said  Alia  to  Constantius, 
on  whose  head  sickness  and  sorrow  had 
antedated  Winter,  ere  yet  the  time  of  Vin- 
tage had  passed),  Are  you  the  happier  for 
your  Philosophy  ?  And  the  smile  of  Con- 
stantius was  as  the  light  from  a  purple 
cluster  of  the  vine,  gleaming  through  snow- 
flakes,  as  he  replied,  The  Boons  of  Philo- 
sophy are  of  higher  worth,  than  what  you, 
O  Alia,  mean  by  Happiness.  But  I  will 
not  seem  to  evade  the  question — Am  /  the 
happier  for  my  Philosophy  ?  The  calmer 
at  least  and  the  less  unhappy,  answered 
Constantius,  for  it  has  enabled  me  to  find 
that  selfless  Reason  is  the  best  Comforter,  'v"' 
and  only  sure  friend  of  declining  Life.  At 
this  moment  the  sounds  of  a  carriage  fol- 
lowed by  the  usual  bravura  executed  on 
the  brazen  knocker  announced  a  morning 
visit :  and  Alia  hastened  to  receive  the 
party.  Meantime  the  grey-haired  philo- 
sopher left  to  his  own  musings  continued 
playing  with  the  thoughts  that  Alia  and 
Alia's  question  had  excited,  till  he  mur- 
mured them  to  himself  in  half  audible 
words,  which  at  first  casually,  and  then 
for  the  amusement  of  his  ear,  he  punctuated 
with  rhymes,  without  however  conceiting 
that  he  had  by  these  means  changed  them 
into  poetry. 

SOLILOQUY. 

Unchanged   within,    to   see    all    changed 

without — 
Is  a  blank  lot,  and  hard  to  bear,  no  doubt ! 
Yet  why  at  others'  wanings  should' st  thou 

fret 
When  thy  own  body^rr^  the  example  set  ? 
O    wiselier    then,    from    feeble    yearnings 

freed , 
While,   and  on  whom,  thou  may'st  shine 

on  !  nor  heed, 
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!     Whether  the  Body  in  reflected  light 
I      Return  thy  radiance  or  absorb  it  quite  : 
And    though    thou   notest   from   thy   safe 
recess 
'      Old  friends  burn  dim,  like  lamps  in  noisome 
air, 
Love  them  for  what  they  are ;  nor  love 

them  less, 
Because   to   thee  they  are   not  what  they 
were  ! 

S.  T.  C.  Sept.  2,  1826. 

213.  Lines  suggested  by  the  last  Words  of 

Berengarius,  p.  198. 
First  printed  in  the  Literary  Souvenir 
for  1827.     In  a  footnote  to  the  title  was 
there    given    the    Epitaphium  Testament- 
arium  (p.  210). 

214.  Sancti  Dominici  Pallium,  p.  198. 

First  printed  (with  the  names  in  blank) 
in  P.  W.  1834.  I  have  no  doubt  the 
'  Friend  '  (so  far  as  there  may  have  been 
any  interlocutor)  was  Southey,  whose  Book 
of  the  Church  had  been  attacked  by  Charles 
Butler.  Southey  was  moved  to  much  in- 
digfnation,  and  lost  no  time  in  replying  by 
his  Vindicics  Ecclesice  Anglicana. 

215.    The  Lmprovisatore,  p.  200. 

First  printed  in  The  Amulet  for  1828, 
with  an  introductory  note  having  little  to 
do  with  the  article,  and  which  has  not  been 
reprinted.  The  Impj-ovisatore  was  first 
collected  in  1829  and  reprinted  in  1834. 
Some  later  editors  have  mutilated  the  piece 
by  leaving  out  the  prose  setting. 

11.  s-8  of  "Answer,"  p.  202.  Cf.  To 
Mary  Pridham  (p.  203),  11.  7-10. 

216.    Work  without  Hope,  p.  203. 

First  printed  in  The  Bijou  for  1828 
with  this  title,  followed  by  the  words, 
'  Lines  composed  on  a  day  in  February. ' 
In  1828  these  were  changed  to  '  Lines 
composed  on  the  21st  February  1827.' 
In  the  P.  W.  1828  and  1829  an  unfortunate 
misprint  occurred  in  the  first  line.  Stags 
having  been  substituted  for  Slugs  ;  but  this 
was  corrected  in  1834.  Strange  to  say,  there 
has  been  some  controversy  on  the  subject, 
and  the  editor  of  the  A  Mine  edition  (1885) 
deliberately  adopted  stags,  '  having  no 
doubt  that  it  is  the  correct  reading,'     A 


reference  which  I  have  been  able  to  make 
to  the  first  draft  settles  the  point  definitely. 
Coleridge,  having  first  written  '  snails,' 
erased  the  word,  and  substituted  '  slugs. ' 
The  only  line  in  the  draft  which  varies 
from  print  is  the  eleventh.  Coleridge  first 
wrote  : — 

'  With  unmoist  lip  and  wreathless  brow  I 

stroll. ' 
He  left  this,  but,  with  a  query,  wrote  above 
it  this  alternative  : — 

'  With  lips  unmoisten'd,  wreathless  brow  I 

stroll. ' 
Here  is  the  draft  with  its  context,  never 
before  printed  : — 

Strain  in  the  manner  of  George  Herbert, 
■which  might  be  entitled  'The  Alone  most 
Dear  !  a  Complaint  of  Jacob  to  Rachel,  as 
in  the  tenth  year  of  his  service,  he  saw  in 
her,  or  fancied  that  he  saw,  some  symptom  of 
alienation. 

'  All  Nature  seems  at  work.     Slugs  leave 
their  lair '  — 
[etc.  with  difference  in  eleventh  line,  to  : — ] 

'  And  Hope  without  an  object  cannot  live ! ' 

'  I  speak  in  figures,  inward  thoughts  and 

woes, 
Interpretingby  shapes  and  outward  shews, 
?  Where  daily  nearer  me  )  more  close  with 
?  What  time  and  where  \         magic  ties, 
Line  upon  line,  and  thickening  as  they 

rise, 
The  world  her  spidery  threads  on  all  sides 

spun. 
Side  answering  side  with  narrow  inter- 
space. 
My  Faith  (say  I — my  Faith  and  I  are  one) 
Hung  as  a  Mirror  there  !  And  face  to  face 
(For  nothing   else   there   was,    between 

or  near) 
One  sister-mirror  hid  the  dreary  Wall, 
But  That  is  broke  !  and  with  that  bright 

Compeer 
I  lost  my  object,  and  my  inmost  All. 
Faith  in  the  Faith  of  The  Alone  most 

Dear  ! 

Jacob  Hodiernus. 
Ah  !  me !  ! ' 

The  whole  of  this  seems  to  have  been 
written  in  1825,  but  as  it  is  not  quite 
certain,  the  poet's  printed  date,  '  1827,' 
has  been  retained. 

On   the    i8th   March    1826    Coleridge 
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wrote  thus  to  Lady  Beaumont,  almost  in 
the  words  of  Work  -without  Hope,  and 
makes  confession  more  freely  and  frankly 
than  he  was  used  : — 

'  Though  I  am  at  present  sadly  below 
even  my  par  of  health,  or  rather  unhealth, 
and  am  the  more  depressed  thereby  from 
the  consciousness  that  in  this  yearly  resur- 
rection of  Nature  from  her  winter  sleep, 
amid  young  leaves  and  blooms  and  twitter- 
ing nest-building  birds,  the  sun  so  glad- 
some, the  breezes  with  such  healing  on 
their  wings,  all  good  and  lovely  things  are 
beneath  me,  above  me,  and  everywhere 
around  me,  and  all  from  God,  while  my 
incapability  of  enjoying,  or,  at  best, 
languor  in  receiving  them,  is  directly  or 
indirectly  from  myself,  from  past  pro- 
crastination, and  cowardly  impatience  of 
pain'  [Coleorion  Letters,  ii.  246). 

217.    The  Garden  of  Boccaccio,  p.  204. 

First  printed  in  The  Keepsake  for  1829, 
where  it  accompanied  a  drawing  by  Stot- 
hard.  Coleridge  there  appended  the  notes 
printed  with  the  text. 

218.  Love,  Hope,  and  Patience  in 
Education,  p.  206. 

First  printed  in  The  Keepsake  for  1830 
under  the  title  :  The  Poet's  Answer  to  a 
Lady  s  Question  respecting  the  Accomplish- 
ments m.ost  desirable  in  an  Instructress  of 
Children. 

The  lines  were  reprinted  in  P.  W.  1834, 
but  may  easily  be  overlooked  there  as  they 
are  on  a  leaf  at  the  end  of  Vol.  III. 
( '  Wallenstein '),  and  are  not  mentioned  in 
the  '  Contents. ' 

219.  Lines  written  in  Miss  Barbour's 
Commottplace  Book,  p.  207. 

In  1883  an  inaccurate  version  of  these 
lines,  copied  from  the  New  York  Tribune, 
was  contributed  to  the  Athencsum.  In  the 
following  year  my  friend  Mr.  Charles 
Dudley  Warner  was  good  enough  to  procure 
for  me  from  the  venerable  lady  to  whom 
the  lines  were  addressed — Mrs.  Collins  of 
Baltimore — a  true  copy,  which  I  sent  to 
the  AthencBum  (May  3,  1884).  It  seems 
they  first  appeared  in  print  in  the  New 


York  Mirror  for  Dec.  19,  1829,  a  paper 
then  edited  by  G.  P.  Morris  and  N.  P. 
WilHs. 

220.   Love  and  Friendship  opposite, 

p.   207. 
See  '  Note  206. ' 

221.  Forbearance,  p.  208. 

The  first  line  comes  from  Spenser.  In 
The  Shepherd' s  Calendar  (Februarie),  in 
his  first  speech  old  Thenot  tells  Cuddie 
that  he 

'  Ne  ever  was  to  Fortune  foeman. 
But  gently  tooke  that  ungently  came.' 

222.  Lovers  Apparition  and  Evanish- 
ment,  p.  208. 

First  printed  in  Friendship's  Offering 
for  1834  (without  the  Envoy),  signed  and 
dated  '  S.  T.  Coleridge,  August  1833.' 

The  '  Envoy'  was  not  added  until  1852. 
I  doubt  if  these  four  lines  had  originally 
any  connection  with  the  poem.  They 
were  composed  on  April  24,  1824,  thus — 
and,  as  Coleridge  says,  '  without  taking  my 
pen  off  the  paper ' — 

'  Idly  we  supplicate  the  Powers  above  : 
There  is  no  resurrection  for  a  Love 
That  unperturb'd,    unshadow'd,    wanes 

away 
In  the  chill' d  heart  by  inward  self-decay. 
Poor  mimic  of  the  Past  !  the  love  is  o'er 
That  must  resolve  to  do  what  did  itself  of 

yore. '  ^ 

Then  followed,  without  a  break,  these 
four  lines,  the  original,  doubtless,  of  those 
printed  as  'Desire'  in  P.  IV.  1834,  and 
now  as  '  Fragment  89  '  (p.  465)  : — 

'  Desire  of  pure  Love  bom,  itself  the  same  ; 
A  pulse  that  animates  the  outer  frame, 
And  takes  the  impress  of  the  nobler  part, 
It  but  repeats  the  Life,  that  of  the  Heart.' 

223.  Love's  Burial-Place,  p.  209. 

First  printed  in  the  P.  W.  1828,  with 
a  slightly  different  text,  and  this  title : 
'  The  Alienated  Mistress :  A  Madrigal. 
(From  an  unfinished  Melodrama).'     Next, 

1  These  lines  were  quoted  in  a  letter  to  AIlsop, 
Apr.  27,  iZ2/^  {Letters,  etc.,  1864,  p.  216). 


r. 


(i,<oo^«-*^ 


NOTES 


645 


in  The  Amulet  for  1833,  as  given  at  p. 
209. 

224.  To  the    Young  Artist ,  Kayser  of 

Kaserwerth,  p.  209. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  Kayser 
made  an  excellent  pencil  drawing  of 
Coleridge's  head,  which  is  now  in  the  pos- 
session of  Mr,  Ernest  Hartley  Coleridge. 

225.  My  Baptismal  Birth-Day,  p.  210. 

First  printed  in  Friendship's  Offering 
for  1834,  with  the  title  :  '  My  Baptismal 
Birth-day.  Lines  composed  on  a  sick-bed, 
under  severe  bodily  suffering,  on  my 
spiritual  birthday,  October  28th.'  The 
first  line  ran  thus  : — 

'  Born  unto  God  in  Christ — in  Christ  my 
ALL  ! ' 

and  other  lines  had  been  altered  before  the 
poem  was  printed  in  1834. 

Emerson  visited  Coleridge  on  the  5th  of 
August  1833.  When  he  was  leaving, 
Coleridge  recited  to  him  '  with  strong 
emphasis,  standing,  ten  or  twelve  lines, 
beginning  "  Born  unto  God  in  Christ"' 
(English  Traits,  First  Visit  to  Eng- 
land). 

When  he  composed  the  lines,  Coleridge 
probably  had  in  his  mind  the  passage  in  the 
Religio  Medici  (Part  I.  Sect.  45.  See 
Dr.  Greenhill's  admirable  '  Golden  Trea- 
sury'  edition,  1885,  p.  70). 

Coleridge  expands  the  thought  in  an- 
other direction  in  '  Fragment  96'  (p.  467). 

226,  Epitaphitim  Testamentarium, 
p.  210. 

First  printed  in  the  Literary  Souvenir 
for  1827,  as  a  footnote  to  the  title  of 
Lines  suggested  by  the  last  words  of  Beren- 
garius.  The  '  Epitaph '  reads  ^TriSavoOs, 
which  is  clearly  a  misprint,  and  Coleridge 
probably  wrote  i-niBavoxJs,  a  word  which 
although  not  classical  is  to  be  found  in 
Suidas's  Lexicon.  I  have  therefore 
ventured  to  substitute  it  for  the  unintelli- 
gible ^iriSacoOs,  and  the  '  Epitaph '  may 
thus  be  translated  — • '  The  Testamentary 
Epitaph  of  S.  T.  C.  the  dying  [or 
moribund],  written  with  his  own  hand. 
What  things  I  may  leave  are  either  nought 


or  of  no  account,  or  hardly  my  own.  The 
filthy  dregs  I  give  to  Death  :  the  rest,  I 
return  to  Thee,  O  Christ  ! ' 

227.   Epitaph,  p.  210. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  In  a  copy 
of  Grew's  Cosfnologia  Sacra  (now  in  the 
British  Museum),  copiously  annotated  by 
Coleridge  in  1833,  are  these  drafts  of 
the  '  Epitaph. '  I  printed  them  in  the 
AthencBum  for  April  7,  1888. 

'  Epitaph 

in  Hornsey  Church  yard 

Hie  Jacet  S.  T.  C. 

Stop,  Christian  Passer-by  !       Stop,   Child 

of  God  ! 
And  read  with  gentle  heart.     Beneath  this 

sod 
There  lies  a  Poet :  or  what  once  was  He. 
[L^]  O  lift  thy  soul  in  prayer  for  S.  T.  C. 
That   He  who   many  a  year  with  toil  of 

breath 
Found  death  in  life,   may  here  find  life  in 

death. 
Mercy  for  praise,  to  be  forgiven  for  fame 
He  ask'd,   and  hoped   thro'    Christ.      Do 

thou  the  same. ' 

'  Etesi's  [for  Estesi's]  Epitaph. 

Stop,   Christian  Visitor  !      Stop,   Child  of 

God, 
Here  hes  a  Poet  :  or  what  once  was  He  ! 
[O]  Pause,  Traveller,    pause   and  pray  for 

S.  T.  C. 
That    He   who  many  a  year  with  toil  of 

Breath 
Found  Death  in  Life,  may  here  find  Life 

in  Death. 

And  read  with  gentle  heart  !    Beneath  this 

sod 
There  lies  a  Poet,  etc. 

'  Inscription  on  the  Tomb-stone  of  one 
not  unknown  ;  yet  more  commonly  known 
by  the  Initials  of  his  Name  than  by  the 
Name  itself. ' 

In  a  copy  of  an  old  Todten-  Tanz  which 
belonged  to  Thomas  Poole,  Coleridge 
wrote  the  following  : — 

esteese's  avToeiriratpiov 

Here  lies  a  Poet ;  or  what  once  was  he  : 
Pray,  gentle  Reader,  pray  for  S.  T.  C. 
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in  The  Amulet  for  1833,  as  given  at  p. 
209. 

[  224.    To  the    Young  Artist,  Kayser  of 
Kaserwerth,  p.  209. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  Kayser 
made  an  excellent  pencil  drawing  of 
Coleridge's  head,  which  is  now  in  the  pos- 
session of  Mr.  Ernest  Hartley  Coleridge. 

225,  My  Baptis77ial  Birth-Day,  p.  210. 

First  printed  in  Friendship's  Offering 
for  1834,  with  the  title:  'My  Baptismal 
Birth-day.  Lines  composed  on  a  sick-bed, 
under  severe  bodily  suffering,  on  my 
spiritual  birthday,  October  28th.'  The 
first  line  ran  thus  : — 

'  Born  unto  God  in  Christ — in  Christ  my 

ALL  !  ' 

and  other  lines  had  been  altered  before  the 
poem  was  printed  in  1834. 

Emerson  visited  Coleridge  on  the  5th  of 
August  1833.  When  he  was  leaving, 
Coleridge  recited  to  him  '  with  strong 
emphasis,  standing,  ten  or  twelve  lines, 
beginning  "  Born  unto  God  in  Christ"' 
(English  Traits,  First  Visit  to  Eng- 
land). 

When  he  composed  the  lines,  Coleridge 
probably  had  in  his  mind  the  passage  in  the 
Religio  Medici  (Part  I.  Sect.  45.  See 
Dr.  Greenhill's  admirable  '  Golden  Trea- 
sury' edition,  1885,  p.  70). 

Coleridge  expands  the  thought  in  an- 
other direction  in  '  Fragment  96 '  (p.  467). 

226.   Epitaphiuni  Testamentarizim, 
p.  210. 

First  printed  in  the  Literary  Souvenir 
for  1827,  as  a  footnote  to  the  title  of 
Lines  suggested  by  the  last  words  of  Beren- 
garius.  The  '  Epitaph '  contains  one 
word,  iindavoiis,  of  which  none  of  the  class- 
ical scholars  I  have  consulted  can  make 
anything.  Two  have  favoured  me  with 
conjectures.  One  suggests  eTridetJovs,  the 
other  ovTidavbs,  as  the  word  which  it  is 
just  possible  Coleridge  may  have  written. 
'  The  Testamentary  Epitaph  of  S.  T.  C. 
the  Lacking  (?)  [or,  the  Worthless?], 
written  with  his  own  hand.  What  things 
I    may  leave  are  either  nought  or  of  no 


account,  or  hardly  my  own.  The  filthy 
dregs  I  give  to  Death  :  the  rest,  I  return 
to  Thee,  O  Christ ! ' 

227.  Epitaph,  p,  210. 

First  printed  in  P.  W.  1834.  In  a  copy 
of  Grew's  Cosmologia  Sacra  (now  in  the 
British  Museum),  copiously  annotated  by 
Coleridge  in  1833,  ^-^e  these  drafts  of 
the  '  Epitaph. '  I  printed  them  in  the 
AthencEum  for  April  7,  1888. 

'  Epitaph 

in  Hornsey  Church  yard 

Hie  Jacet  S.  T.  C. 

Stop,  Christian  Passer-by  !       Stop,   Child 

of  God  ! 
And  read  with  gentle  heart.      Beneath  this 

sod 
There  lies  a  Poet :  or  what  once  was  He. 
[65*]  O  lift  thy  soul  in  prayer  for  S.  T.  C. 
That   He  who  many  a  year  with  toil  of 

breath 
Found  death  in  life,   may  here  find  life  in 

death. 
Mercy  for  praise,  to  be  forgiven  for  fame 
He  ask'd,   and  hoped   thro'    Christ.      Do 

thou  the  same.' 

'  Etesi's  [for  Estesi's]  Epitaph. 

Stop,   Christian  Visitor  !      Stop,   Child  of 

God, 
Here  lies  a  Poet  :  or  what  once  was  He  ! 
[O]  Pause,  Traveller,   pause  and  pray  for 

S.  T.  C. 
That   He  who  many  a  year  with  toil  of 

Breath 
Found  Death  in  Life,  may  here  find  Life 

in  Death. 

And  read  with  gentle  heart !    Beneath  this 

sod 
There  lies  a  Poet,  etc. 

'  Inscription  on  the  Tomb-stone  of  one 
not  unknown  ;  yet  more  commonly  known 
by  the  Initials  of  his  Name  than  by  the 
Name  itself. ' 

In  a  copy  of  an  old  Todte?i-Tanz  \ih\ch 
belonged  to  Thomas  Poole,  Coleridge 
wrote  the  following  : — 

esteese's  avToeTTira^iov 

Here  lies  a  Poet ;  or  what  once  was  he  : 
Pray,  gentle  Reader,  pray  for  S.  T.  C. 
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That  he  who  threescore  years,  with  toil- 
some breath, 

Found  Death  in  Life,  may  now  find  Life 
in  Death. 

Coleridge  was  fond  of  writing  epitaphs 
on  himself.  In  the  last  year  of  his  life  he 
gave  an  engraved  portrait  to  a  lady,  and 
wrote  under  it,  '  S.  T.  Coleridge,  cet.  suce 
63  [for  62]. 

'  Non  famosus  erat  sad  erat  facundus 
Ulysses.' — Ovid. 

Then  he  erased  '  amosus,'  and  wrote 
'  ormosus '  above. 

228.    The  Fall  of  Robespierre,  p.  211. 

First  printed  as  a  pamphlet  (see 
'Appendix  K,'  p.  537). 

This  dedicatory  letter  served  as  Pre- 
face: —  To  H.  Martin,  Esq.,  of  Jesus 
College,  Cambridge.  Dear  Sir — Accept, 
as  a  small  testimony  of  my  grateful  attach- 
ment, the  following  Dramatic  Poem,  in 
which  I  have  endeavoured  to  detail,  in  an 
interesting  form,  the  fall  of  a  man  whose 
great  bad  actions  have  cast  a  disastrous 
lustre  on  his  name.  In  the  execution  of 
the  work,  as  intricacy  of  plot  could  not 
have  been  attempted  vdthout  a  gross  viola- 
tion of  recent  facts,  it  has  been  my  sole 
j  aim  to  imitate  the  empassioned  and  highly 

*"*T-  ^  P"^^  figurative  language  of  the  French  Orators, 
^    '^  'to  develope  the  characters  of  the  chief 

actors  on  a  vast  stage  of  horrors. — Yours 
fraternally,  S.  T.  Coleridge. 

Jesus  College,  Septeiitier  22,  1794. 

It  will  be  remarked  that  neither  title- 
page  nor  dedication  contains  any  hint  of 
the  joint  authorship. 

When  H.  N.  Coleridge  was  preparing 
S.  T.Coleridge's  Literary Reinains [1^26), 
he  received  the  following  account  of  the 
origin  of  The  Fall  of  Robespierre  from 
Southey  : — 

'  It  originated  in  sportive  conversation 
at  poor  Lovell's,  and  we  agreed  each  to 
produce  an  Act  by  the  next  evening — S. 
T.  C.  the  first,  I  the  second,  and  Lovell 
the  third.  S .  T.  C.  brought  part  of  his  ; 
I  and  Lovell,  the  whole  of  ours.  But  L.'s 
was  not  in  keeping,  and  therefore  I  under- 
took to  supply  the  third  also  by  the  fol- 
lowing day.  By  that  time  S.  T.  C.  had 
filled  up  his.    A  dedication  to  Mrs.  Hannah 
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More  was  concocted,  and  the  notable  per- 
formance was  offered  for  sale  to  a  book- 
seller in  Bristol,  who  was  too  wise  to  buy 
it.  [Coleridge]  took  the  MSS.  with  him  to 
Cambridge,  and  there  re-wrote  the  first 
Act  at  leisure,  and  published  it.  My  por- 
tion I  never  saw  from  the  time  it  was 
written  till  the  whole  was  before  the 
world.  It  was  written  with  newspapers 
before  me,  as  fast  as  newspapers  could  be 
put  into  blank  verse.  I  have  no  desire  to 
claim  it  now,  but  neither  am  I  ashamed  of 
it ;  and  if  you  think  proper  to  print  the 
whole,  so  be  it '  {Lit.  Rem.  i.  3 ;  Life 
and  Corr.  of  R.  S.  i.  217). 

It  was  printed  in  the  Lit.  Rem.  accord- 
ingly, at  the  beginning  of  the  first  volume, 
with  spelling  and  typography  modernised. 

In  Condones  ad  Populum  (1795,  P-  6^)> 
Coleridge  quoted  a  passage  from  the  first 
Act  of  The  Fall  of  Robespierre,  with  the 
following  footnote  :  '  A  Tragedy,  of  which 
the  First  Act  was  written  by  S.  T.  Cole- 
ridge." 

229.  Wallenstein,  p.  226. 
First  printed,  in  two  parts,  in  1800. 
For  titles,  etc.  see  '  Appendix  K.  '  The 
house  of  Longmans  had  acquired  a  manu- 
script copy,  which  Schiller  had  made 
expressly  for  translation  into  Enghsh  and 
publication  simultaneously  with  the  original 
in  Germany,  It  was  attested  by  him  on 
the  30th  September  1799.  Coleridge  had 
just  returned  from  Germany,  and  was  en- 
gaged to  make  the  translation.  He  worked 
at  it  for  some  time  in  the  winter,  first  at 
lodgings  in  Buckingham  Street,  Strand, 
and  then  at  Lamb's. ^  In  the  spring  he 
went  on  a  visit  to  Wordsworth  at  Dove 
Cottage,  and  finished  the  work  there  on  or 
about  the  22nd  April.  Wordsworth  told 
Mr.  Justice  Coleridge  many  years  after 
that  '  there  was  nothing  more  astonishing 
than  the  ease  and  rapidity  with  which  it; 
was  done.'  On  the  21st  April  1800  he 
wrote  to  a  friend  from  Dove  Cottage  :  '  To- 
morrow morning  I  send  off  the  last  sheet 
of  my  irksome,  soul-wearying  labour,  the 
translation  of  Schiller '  ;  and  on  the    ist 

1  '  I  am  living  in  a  continuous  feast.  Cole-' 
ridge  has  been  with  me  now  for  nigh  three  weeks. 
.  .  .  He  is  engaged  in  translations,  which  I  hope 
will  keep  him  this  month  to  come.' — Lavth  to 
^Tanning,  March  17,  iSoo. 
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Orators  of  the  French  Bevolution.  By  H.  Morse 
Stephens    2  vols.  (Oxford,  Clarendon  Press  )- 
Mr^Morse  Stephens's  selection  from  the  orators  , 
^"he  French^  Revolution  f^y  ,^^  ^^J^s 
in  more  than  one  or  even  two  dferent  lights 
Its  immediate  genesis    appears  to   ha^^  /^^J'^ 
due    to  a  demand  for    woAmg  ^exts    for  the 
History    School    at    Oxford,   a    respectable    if 
m,t   final  justification.     But  there  was  better 
Reason  thin  this  to  be   g-en  for  it    and  the 
o^i+nr    himself    has    given    both    this     better 
reason  aid  another  which   is,  perhaps,  worse. 
The    speeches    of    the    great   speakers    of     he 
FrenchRevolution  are  even  less  accessible  (which 
fs   saving  not   a   little)  than   the   speeches   of 
most  great  speakers.     As  a  rule  we  take  them 
r  trSt"  or\y  sample  of  a  very  few  purpl^ 
Tiatches  quoted  by  historians.     In   not    a  lew 
Sses  even  tolera&y  diligent  -arch   unl^^^^^^^ 
extends  to  files  of  newspapers,  will  fail  to  find 
them ;  and  in  almost  all  the  mve^t^gf-/^^^ 
tAkes    them    as    a    whole  will    have  to   waae 
Sough  a  great  amount  of  rubbish  in  ord^v^ 
pick    up  a   small    amount    of    valuable  ^^ 
Whether,  even  after  the  wading  aiid  the  ^o 
-  have  secured  matter  .of  a  value/ 


literary      excellence.      Unluckily     there     was 
scarcely  a  single  one  of  the  speakers  on  whom 
Mr   Stephens  has  drawn  who  was  really  a  man 
of  letters   of  high   rank.     Mirabeau  came  the 
nearest  to    this,  and  Mirabeau,   as    everybody 
knows,     had   a     whole    tribe    of    friends,     se- 
cretaries,  and  devils  to   help  his  own  literary 
talent.     Accordingly,  Mirabeau's  are  by  far  the 
best  speeches  here.     The  famed  eloquence  of 
the  Girondins  will,  we  fear,  disappoint  readers 
>     1  -  .-  i-;4-i,..„t-„  falrftn  it  on  trust.     It  IS  very 
!— Ji^ap  !jqaiui  8UIOS   qoiqAV  [WJom"8qg,\M^ap--vr4 
■  uo  og  '^n'ean'^'BU  Ajqa  puu  '^jou  saop  jaddnjQ  -jj;^ 
•s5[joAV  ojiqnd  aoj  iv^idtgo  jo  saouBApu  jo  jg^^But 
I  oii^  ui  'sn  ifq  pajaqsiuiTupB  if[qoajip  ^jqunoo  aq;; 
:  JO  suoicjjod  oq;  sb  uoiqisod  v  poo'S  s'b  ui  saq^^^s 
aAT^Bu    aq';    guio^Jid    joj    suoi^^saSSns   pbip^jd 
sojiBui  aq  puB  i  suijoj  qsaq  s":)i  ui  apj  aAitjBu 
JO  saSB^ui^ApB  aq:;  uodn   sag^jd  ^jxranboia  aiuos 
UI  sagau^ua  J9ddnx    -j^      .,-s9:}'s;s    aAi^^u    ui 
I^saaAiun  mojj  jbjsi— sqoafqns  siq  puB  ja^nj  aq-; 
uaaM^aq   uoigipj  puB  aoBj  ui  "iC^jquapi— ^cfUBj 
-ndod^  JO  !)uamap  ;sBt  aq;  '^v-n^,,  asBo  aqc)  'jaAa 
-Moq  'si;;!     ./s^oaCqns  siq  puB  jatnj  aip uaaAi^ 
-aq  uoigqai  puB  dovx  lo  "iCaiauani  tiofln  nanimnT 
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November  following  he  excuses  himself  for 
not  finishing  Christabel,  by  '  the  deep  un- 
utterable disgust  which  I  had  suffered  in 
the  translation  of  the  accursed  Wallen- 
stein  [which]  seemed  to  have  struck  me 
with  barrenness'  (To  J.  Wedgwood,  in 
Cottle's  Rem.  p.  439).  Previously,  in 
July,  he  had  written  to  the  same  corre- 
spondent (p.  437) :  '  It  is  a  dull  heavy  play, 
but  I  entertain  hopes  that  you  will  think 
the  language  for  the  greater  part  natural, 
and  good  common-sense  English.'  His 
sense  of  ungrateful  task-work  is  doubtless 
partly  accountable  for  the  following  out- 
burst in  a  letter  to  the  Editor  of  the 
Monthly  Review  from  '  Greta  Hall,  Kes- 
wick, Nov.  18,  1800. — In  the  review  of 
my  translation  of  Schiller's  Wallejisiein 
(Rev.  for  October),  I  am  numbered  among 
the  partisans  of  the  German  theatre.  As 
I  am  confident  there  is  no  passage  in  my 
preface  or  notes  from  which  such  an 
opinion  can  be  legitimately  formed,  and 
as  the  truth  would  not  have  been  exceeded 
if  the  direct  contrary  had  been  affirmed,  I 
claim  it  of  your  justice  that  in  your  An- 
swers to  Correspondents  you  would  remove 
this  misrepresentation.  The  mere  circum- 
stance of  translating  a  manuscript  play  is 
not  even  evidence  that  I  admired  that  one 
play,  much  less  that  I  am  a  general  ad- 
mirer of  the  plays  in  that  language. — I 
remain,  etc.  S.  T.  Coleridge.' 

The  translation  was  almost  a  complete 
failure  from  the  publishers'  point  of  view. 
The  bulk  of  it  was  probably  sold  off  as  a 
remainder ;  and  when,  in  1824,  Carlyle 
was  writing  his  Life  of  Schiller  in  the 
London  Magazine,  it  was  unprocurable, 
and  he  had  to  estimate  it  by  quotations. 
Judging  by  these,  he  says,  '  we  should 
pronounce  it,  excepting  Sotheby's  Oberon, 
to  be  the  best,  indeed  the  only  sufferable 
translation  from  the  German,  with  which 
our  literature  has  yet  been  enriched.' 

And  in  after  years  Coleridge  himself 
looked  back  on  his  Wallenstein  with 
some  complacency.  In  a  note  to  Essay 
XVI.  of  The  Friend  (18 18,  i.  204— it  is 
suppressed  in  later  editions),  he  thanks 
Sir   Walter   Scott  ^   for   quoting   it    '  with 

^  I  have  failed  to  find  the  passage  in  Scott ; 
but  it  may  be  in  some  note  to  The  Legend  of 
Montrose,  for  Dugald  Dalgetty  fought  both 
under  and  against  Wallenstein. 


applause.'  Sir  Walter  certainly  said 
'  Coleridge  had  made  Schiller's  "Wallen- 
stein "  far  finer  than  he  found  it '  (Lock- 
hart's  Life,  iv.  193).  In  another  passage 
in  The  Friend  (1818,  iii.  99)  Coleridge 
again  makes  his  acknowledgments  to  Sir 
Walter  and  other  '  eminent  and  even 
popular  literati.'  He  told  Allsop  (prob- 
ably about  1820)  that  Wallenstein  was  a 
specimen  of  his  '  happiest  attempt,  during 
the  prime  manhood  of  his  intellect,  before 
he  had  been  buffeted  by  adversity  or  crossed 
by  fatality '  [Letters,  etc.  1864,  p.  51). 

NOTES  TO   'THE  PICCOLOMINI.' 

Act  i.  Sc.  iv.  11.  46  et  seqq.  pp.  235- 
237.  In  a  presentation  copy  of  Wallenstein 
'  To  Mr.  John  Anastasius  Russell,  from 
the  Translator,  S.  T.  Coleridge,  1808,' 
the  following  observations  are  added  in 
the  poet's  handwriting  : — 

'  The  great  main  moral  of  this  play  is 
the  danger  of  dallying  with  evil  thoughts 
under  the  influence  of  superstition,  as  did 
Wallenstein  ;  and  the  grandeur  of  perfect 
sincerity  in  Max  Piccolomini,  the  unhappy 
effects  of  insincerity,  though  for  the  best 
purposes,  in  his  father  Octavio '  (Note  to 
Preface,  Part  I.  in  ed.  1877-80). 

Act  i.  Sc.  iv.  11.  68-71.  See  The  Friend, 
1818,  i,  203  and  iii.  343. 

Thekla's  Song,  p.  260. 

'  I  found  it  not  in  my  power  to  translate 
this  song  with  literal  fidelity,  preserving 
at  the  same  time  the  Alcaic  movement ; 
and  have  therefore  added  the  original 
with  a  prose  translation.  Some  of  my 
readers  may  be  more  fortunate. 

'  Thekla  (spielt  und  singt). 

'  Der  Eichwald  brauset,  die  Wolken  ziehn, 
Das  Magdlein  wandelt  an  Ufers  Griin, 
Es  bricht  sich  die  Welle  mit  Macht,  mit 

Macht, 
Und    sie    singt    hinaus    in    die    finstre 
Nacht, 
Das  Auge  von  Weinen  getriibet : 
Das  Herz  ist  gestorben,  die  Welt  ist  leer, 
Und  weiter  giebt  sie  dem  Wunsche  nichts 

mehr. 
Du  Heilige,  rufe  dein  Kind  zuriick, 
Ich  habe  genossen  das  irdische  Gliick, 
Ich  habe  gelebt  und  geliebet. 
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'  Literal  Translation. 
'  Thekla  [plays  and  sings). 

'  The  oak  -  forest  bellows,  the  clouds 
gather,  the  damsel  walks  to  and  fro  on  the 
green  of  the  shore  ;  the  wave  breaks  with 
might,  with  might,  and  she  sings  out  into 
the  dark  night,  her  eye  discoloured  with 
weeping  :  the  heart  is  dead,  the  world  is 
empty,  and  further  gives  it  nothing  more 
to  the  wish.  Thou  Holy  One,  call  thy 
child  home.  I  have  enjoyed  the  happi- 
ness of  this  world,  I  have  lived  and  have 
loved. 

'  I  cannot  but  add  here  an  imitation  of 
this  song,  with  which  the  author  of  ' '  The 
Tale  of  Rosamond  Gray  and  Blind  Mar- 
garet "  has  favoured  me,  and  which  appears 
to  me  to  have  caught  the  happiest  manner 
of  our  old  ballads. 

'  The   clouds    are  black' ning,   the  storms 
threat' ning, 
The  cavern   doth  mutter,   the  green- 
wood moan  ; 
Billows  are  breaking,  the  damsel's  heart 
aching, 
Thus  in  the  dark   night    she  singeth 
alone, 
Her  eye  upward  roving  : 
The  world  is  empty,   the  heart  is  dead 
siu-ely, 
In   this   world   plainly   all    seemeth 
amiss  ; 
To  thy  heaven.    Holy  One,   take  home 

thy  little  one, 
I  have  partaken  of  all  earth's  bliss. 
Both  living  and  loving. ' 

[Note  of  S.  T.  C.  1800,  etc.] 

The  text  here  differs  from  that  printed 
by  Lamb  in  Works,  1818,  i.  42,  and  again 
by  Canon  Ainger  (Poems,  Plays,  and 
Essays).  Lamb  did  not  again  reprint  the 
verses.  None  of  these  translations  shews 
that  Thekla  was  addressing  the  Virgin  Mary 
— Du  HeiLige  being  feminine.  Schiller 
afterwards  added  to  Thekla' s  song. 

Act  ii.  Sc.  xii.  11.  102-105,  P-  266.  It  is 
pointed  out  by  Ferd.  Freiligrath  in  the 
Athenceicm,  Aug.  31,  1861,  that  Cole- 
ridge has  here  misapprehended  the  meaning 
of  Taboriten,  which  he  has  translated 
'  minstrels. '  Taboriten  was  the  name  of 
a  branch  of  the  Hussites. 


Act  iv.  Sc.  vii.  11.  159-178,  p.  291.  In 
Tke  Friend,  1818,  Essay  VI.  iii.  343, 
Coleridge  applies  this  to  Sir  Alex.  Ball. 

NOTES  TO 
'THE  DEATH  OF  WALLENSTEIN.' 

Act  i.  Sc.  iv.  11.  48,  49,  p.  311.  Cf. 
Remorse,  Act  iii.  Sc.  ii.  11.  45,  46. 

Act  ii.  Sc.  vi.  1.  50,  p.  324.  In  all 
editions  up  to  and  including  1829,  Cole- 
ridge has  this  note.  It  has  not  been  re- 
printed since  : — 

'  I  have  here  ventured  to  omit  a  con- 
siderable number  of  lines.  I  fear  that  I 
should  not  have  done  amiss,  had  I  taken 
this  liberty  more  frequently.  It  is,  how- 
ever, incumbent  on  me  to  give  the  original 
with  a  literal  translation. 

'  Weh  denen  die  auf  dich  vertraun,    an 

Dich 
Die  sichre  Hiitte  ihres  Gliickes  lehnen, 
Gelockt  von  deiner  gastlichen  Gestalt. 
Schnell,  unverhofft,  bei  nachtlich  stiller 

Weile 
Gahrt's  in  dem  tiickschen  Feuerschlunde, 

ladet 
Sich  aus.  mit  tobender  Gewalt,  und  weg 
Treibt  iiber  alle   Pflanzxmgen  der  Men- 

schen 
Der  wilde  Strom  in  grausender  Zerstohr- 


'  WALLENSTEIN. 

Du  schilderst  deines  Vaters  Herz.      Wie 

Du's 
Beschreibst,    so   ist's   in   seinem   Einge- 

weide. 
In     dieser     schwarzen     Heuchlersbrust 

gestaltet. 
O  mich  hat  Hollenkunst  getauscht.     Mir 

sandte 
Der    Abgrund    den    verstecktesten    der 

Geister, 
Den   Liigekundigsten  herauf,  und  stellt' 

ihn 
Als  Freund  an  meine  Seite.    Wer  vermag 
Der  Holle  Macht  zu  widerstehn!  Ich  zog 
Den  Basilisken  auf  an  meinem  Busen, 
Mit  meinem  Herzblut  nahrt'  ich  ihn,  er 

sog 
Sich  schwelgend  voll  an  meiner   Liebe 

Brusten, 
Ich  hatte  nimmer  Arges  gegen  ihn, 
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Weit  offen  liess  ich  des  Gedankens  Thore, 
Und  warf  die  Schiissel  weiser  Vorsicht 

weg, 
Am  Sternenhimmel,  etc. 

'  Literal  Translation. 

'  Alas  !  for  those  who  place  their  con- 
fidence on  thee,  against  thee  lean  the 
secure  hut  of  their  fortune,  allured  by  thy 
hospitable  form.  Suddenly,  unexpectedly, 
in  a  moment  still  as  night,  there  is  a 
fermentation  in  the  treacherous  gulf  of 
fire  ;  it  discharges  itself  with  raging  force, 
and  away  over  all  the  plantations  of  men 
drives  the  wild  stream  in  frightful  devasta- 
tion. Wallenstein.  Thou  art  portraying 
thy  father's  heart ;  as  thou  describes!,  even 
so  is  it  shaped  in  his  entrails,  in  this  black 
hypocrite's  breast.  O,  the  art  of  hell 
has  deceived  me  !  The  Abyss  sent  up  to 
me  the  most  spotted  of  the  spirits,  the 
most  skilful  in  lies,  and  placed  him  as  a 
friend  by  my  side.  Who  may  withstand 
the  power  of  hell  ?  I  took  the  basilisk  to 
my  bosom,  with  my  heart's  blood  I 
nourished  him  ;  he  sucked  himself  glutfull 
at  the  breasts  of  my  love.  I  never  har- 
boured evil  towards  him  ;  wide  open  did  I 
leave  the  door  of  my  thoughts  ;  I  threw 
away  the  key  of  wise  foresight.  In  the 
starry  heaven,  etc. — We  find  a  difficulty 
in  believing  this  to  have  been  written  by 
Schiller.  ' 

Act  iv.  Sc.  V.  p.  347.  This  dialogue 
between  Thekla  and  Neubrunn  has  been 
transferred  almost  bodily  to  Remorse,  Act 
iii.  Sc.  ii. — the  dialogue  between  Teresa 
and  Valdez.  The  passages  were  not  in 
Osorio. 

Act  iv.  end  of  Sc.  vi.  p.  349.  Schiller 
supplied  the  answer  to  the  question  of 
•  Thekla' s  fate  in  his  poem,  'Thekla,  Eine 
Geisterstimme  '•  (Thekla,  the  Voice  of  a 
Spirit),  which  was  translated  by  Matthew 
Arnold — 'Thekla's  Answer' — first  pub- 
lished in  his  Poems,  1853. 

Act  v.  Sc.  i.  11.  94-114,  p.  351.  See  The 
Friend  (1818),  iii.  loi. 


Two  attempts  have  been  made  to  fit 
Coleridge's  Walle?istei7i  to  the  English 
stage.  In  1823,  as  Southey  informs 
Ticknor   that    '  Coleridge    talks    of  .   .   . 


adapting  his  translation  of  Wallensteui 
for  the  stage — Kean  having  taken  a  fancy 
to  exhibit  himself  in  it '  {Life  and  Corr.  v. 
142).  In  the  Forster  Collection  at  South 
Kensington  is  preserved  a  copy  of  the 
translation  marked  for  acting  by  Macready. 
Very  interesting  accounts  of  the  original 
MSS.  from  which  Coleridge  translated 
were  contributed  to  the  Athenceum  for 
June  15  and  August  31,  1861,  by 
Ferdinand  Freiligrath.  The  MS.  of  the 
'  Camp  '  seems  to  have  disappeared. 

230.   Remorse,  p.  360. 

This  Tragedy,  a  recast  of  Osorio  (see 
'Appendix  D'),  was  first  performed  at 
Drury  Lane,  January  23,  1813,  and  ran 
for  twenty  nights.  It  was  published  at 
same  time  as  a  pamphlet  and  went  immedi- 
ately into  a  second  and  third  edition  (see 
'  Appendix  K  '  for  titles,  prefaces,  pro- 
logue by  Lamb,  and  epilogue  by  Cole- 
ridge). 

Osm-io  is  first  heard  of  in  March  1797, 
when  Coleridge  tells  Cottle  (E.R.  i.  232) 
that  Sheridan  has  asked  him  to  write  a 
Tragedy.  '  I  have  no  genius  that  way,' 
he  adds,  'Robert  Southey  has.'  It  was 
finished  to  the  middle  of  the  fifth  act  by 
September  13,  and  Coleridge  took  the  MS. 
to  Bowles.  By  the  middle  of  October 
it  was  sent  off  to  Drury  Lane — -'  without 
hope  of  its  success,  or  even  of  its  being 
acted,'  Coleridge  told  Thelwall.  He  heard 
of  its  rejection  by  the  beginning  of  Decem- 
ber (see  Notes  to  Preface  to  Remorse  in 
'Appendix  K ').  The  MS.  was  not  re- 
turned, but  formed  part  of  the  scanty 
salvage  of  the  fire  at  D.  L.  in  1809,  and, 
after  vicissitudes,  came  to  light,  and  was 
printed  in  1873^  (see  AthencBum,  April  5, 
1890,  Art.  '  Coleridge's  Osorio  and  Re- 
morse'). 

The  present  owner  of  this  MS.  was 
kind  enough  to  send  it  across  the  Atlantic 
that  I  might  verify  it  with  the  printed 
text ;  while  another,  which  appears  to  be 

1  '  Osorio  :  a  Tragedy.  As  originally  written 
in  1797,  by  S.  T.  Coleridge.  Now  first  printed 
.  .  .  with  the  various  readings  of  Remorse  and 
a  Monograph  on  the  history  of  the  Play.  .  .  . 
By  the  author  of  Tennysoniana..  London  :  J. 
Pearson,  1873.'  The  editor  of  this  was  also  the 
editor  of  P.  and  D,  IV.  of  S.  T.  C.  1877-80. 
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that  given  by  Coleridge  to  Dr.  Carlyon, 
was  courteously  entrusted  to  me  that  I 
might  extract  a  few  very  interesting  notes 
with  which  Coleridge  had  enriched  it  while 
in  Germany  (see  introductory  note  to 
OsoRio  in  '  Appendix  D  ').  It  has  also 
the  little  '  Preface '  which  Dr.  Carlyon 
printed  in  his  Early  Years  and  Late 
Reflections  (1856,  i.  143).  In  this  Cole- 
ridge calls  his  play  everything  that  is  bad 
— ' imperfect,'  '  obscure, '  '  a  mere  embryo. ' 
'The  growth  of  Osoeio's  character  is  no- 
where explained,  and  yet  I  had  most  clear 
and  psychologically  accurate  ideas  of  the 
whole  of  it.'  In  September  1800  Coleridge 
told  Godwin  [Macmillan  s  Magazine,  April 
1864)  he  had  abandoned  an  intention  of 
rewriting  the  play.  In  January  1801  he 
told  Poole  he  had  '  greatly  added  to  and 
■  altered '  it  and  was  about  to  publish  it  '  as 
a  poem.'  But  he  did  not,  and  nothing 
more  is  heard  of  the  piece  until  18 12, 
when,  by  the  encouragement  of  Lord 
Byron,  Osorio,  recast  and  entitled  Remorse, 
was  produced  at  Drury  Lane  in  January 
18 13.  It  was  also  published  as  a  pam- 
phlet (see  'Appendix  K,'  p.  545).  The 
Prologue  by  Lamb  'was  a  refurbished 
'  Rejected  Address '  composed  for  the  D.  L. 
Committee's  prize  in  the  previous  October. 
Remorse  ran  for  twenty  nights,  a  good 
success  for  those  days,  and  was  acted  in 
the  provinces.  Coleridge  told  Poole  that 
he  would  get  more  by  it  '  than  by  all  my 
literary  labours  put  together — nay,  thrice 
as  much  subtracting  my  heavy  losses  by 
the  "Friend" — .1^400,  including  the 
Copyright. ' 

Act  i.  Sc.  i.  p.  360.  This  scene  did  not 
exist  in  Osorio. 

Act  i.  Sc.  i.  11.  56-59,  p.  361,  Cf.  Destiny 
of  Nations,  11.  165-168,  p.  73. 

Act  i.  Sc.  ii.  11.  218-220,  p.  367.  See 
these  lines  in  'Fragment  18,'  p.  454. 
Coleridge  no  doubt  had  in  his  mind  these 
lines  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  The  Two 
Noble  Kinsmen.  Palamon  and  Arcite  are 
conversing  in  prison  : — 

'  This  is  all  our  world  : 
We   shall    know    nothing    here,    but    one 

another  : 
Hear  nothing  but  the  clock  that  tells  our 

woes. 


The  vine  shall  grow,  but  we  shall  never 
see  it.' 

Lamb  had  called  his  attention  to  the 
passage  (June  14,  1796),  though  in  another 
connection. 

Act  i.  Sc.  ii.  1.  229,  p.  367.  This  line 
is  also  in  the  lines  Addressed  to  a  Young 
Man  of  Fortune,  p.  68. 

Act  i.  Sc.  ii.  1.  337,  p.  369.  In  an 
annotated  copy  Coleridge  says  that  here 
there  should  be  a  half-pause  and  dropping 
of  the  voice — to  suit  the  relaxation  of  the 
metre.  He  adds  that  Gifford  expressed 
himself  in  Murray's  shop  to  the  effect  that 
for  this  line  Coleridge  deserved  whipping — 
'this  line  !'  (he  exclaims)  which  he  'had 
conceited  to  be  a  little  beauty.' 

Act  iii.  Sc.  i.  11.  40-44.  Cf.  What  is 
Life  ?  p.  173. 

Act  iii.  Sc.  i.  Song,  p.  379,  In  Words-:^ 
worth's  Memorials  of  a  Tour  on  the  Con-M 
tinent  (1822)  there  is  this  Note  to  his 
Hymn  for  the  Boatmen,  etc. ,  which  also 
has  the  refrain  '  Miserere  Domine ' : — '  See 
the  beautiful  Song  in  Mr.  Coleridge's 
Tragedy  of  "The  Remorse,"  Why  is  the 
Harp  of  Quantock  silent?' 

In  the  annotated  copy  of  P.  W,  1828, 
Coleridge  corrects  the  twelfth  line  of  Song 

'  On  the  yellow  moonlight  sea ' 

to  quiet :  calling  it  a  '  strange  misprint. ' 
In  Osorio  he  wrote  '  quiet,'  but  up  to  1834 
the  word  had  always  been  '  yellow, '  and  is 
allowed  so  to  stand  in  two  carefully  cor- 
rected copies  of  Remorse  (second  edition) 
I  have  examined. 

Act  iii.  Sc.  ii.  11.  45,  46,  p.  382.  Taken 
from  the  Death  of  Wallenstein,  i.  iv.  11. 
48,  49,  p.  311.  In  an  annotated  copy  of 
Re7norse  Coleridge  says  he  will  some  day- 
weed  out  from  it  this  and  other  plagiar- 
isms from  himself  and  Schiller  in  the  Wal- 
lenstein . 

Act  iii.  Sc.  ii.  11.  122  to  end  of  speech,  p. 
383.       In   an    annotated    copy   Coleridge 
writes  :  '  It  was  pleasing  to  observe,  during  ; 
the  rehearsal,  all  the  actors  and  actresses,  j 
and   even   the    mechanics,    on    the    stageJ 
clustering   round   while    these    lines   wer^ 
repeating,  just  as  if  it  had  been  a  favourit 
strain  of  music. ' 

Act    iii.    Sc.    ii.    11.    158-167,    p.    384.^ 
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These  speeches  taken  almost  bodily  from 
the  dialogue  between  Thekla  and  Neu- 
brunn  in  Death  of  Wallenstein,  Act  iv.  Sc. 
V.  p.  347- 

Act  iv.  Sc.  i.  11.  18-20,  p.  385.  Cf. 
The  Lime-tree  Bower  my  Prison,  11.  17-19, 
P-  93- 

Act  iv.  Sc.  i.  11.  37,  38,  p.  386.  In  an 
annotated  copy  Coleridge  speaks  of  the 
trouble  he  had  to  teach  De  Camp  to  speak 
these  lines  properly — 'a  hurried  under- 
voice — as  anticipating  Ordonio's  scorn, 
and  yet  unable  to  suppress  his  own  super- 
stition ! ' 

Act  iv.  Sc.  i.  II.  68-73.  See  an  inter- 
esting comment  on  this  in  Biog.  Lit.  (1817, 
ii.  72).  Compare  with  The  Pains  of  Sleep 
(p.  170)  and  The  Visionary  Hope  (p.  171). 
See  AthencBum,  June  25,  1892,  Art.  'Cole- 
ridge's Osorio  and  Remorse.' 

Act  iv.  Sc.  ii.  p.  388.  In  the  second 
edition  a  note  to  the  heading  '  Scene  ii. ' 
directed  the  reader  to  the  '  Appendix,' 
where  was  printed  The  Foster-Mother  s 
Tale.  See  p.  83,  'Note  107,'  and  'Ap- 
pendix K.' 

Act  iv.  Sc.  ii.  11.  51-62.  Cf.  'Frag- 
ment 79,'  p.  462. 

Act  iv.  Sc.  iii.  11.  1-24,  and  long  stage 
direction  which  follows.  This  was  first 
printed  in  second  edition.  I  am  disposed 
to  think  Alhadra's  soHloquy  was  not 
spoken  on  the  stage,  for  fear  the  pit  should 
interpret  '  hanging  woods '  as  '  the  gallows. ' 
See  a  curious  passage  which  seems  to  point 
to  this  in  Remains,  ii.  48,  49,  under  '  The 
Drama  generally,  and  Public  Taste.'  See 
AthencEum,  June  25,  1892,  Art.  '  Cole- 
ridge's Osorio  and  Remorse. ' 

Act  v.  Sc.  i.  p.  392.  A  long  scene 
which  opened  the  act  in  Osorio  [q.  v. )  was 
omitted.  In  Remorse  it  opens  with  The 
Dungeon  (see  p.  85),  and  the  following 
lines  (31-105)  were  composed  for  Remorse. 

Act  v.  Sc.  i.  11.  172-175.  Cf.  The 
Ancient  Mariner,  11.  255-258. 

Act  V.  Sc.  i.  11.  252,  etc.,  pp.  397,  398. 
There  must  have  been  three  distinct  issues 
of  the  '  first  edition '  of  Remorse.  This  por- 
tion differs  in  the  copies  used  respectively 
in  editing  Osorio  (1873)  and  P.  and  D. 
W.  (1877-80),  and  all  the  copies  I  have 
examined  agree    in    differing    from    these 


two.  To  go  into  the  minutice  would  take 
more  space  than  -  the  importance  of  the 
matter  warrants,  but  the  following  Note 
attached  to  1.  248  (p.  397)  in  ed.  1877-80 
will  shew  one  of  the  versions  of  the  crisis  of 
the  tragedy.  There  is  not  a  word  of  it  in 
any  copy  of  the  first  edition  I  have  seen. 
The  curious  may  see  the  matter  gone  into 
with  some  detail  in  the  Athenceum,  April 
5,  1890  :— 

'  In  the  first  edition  of  Remorse,  after 
the  cry  of  "No  mercy!"  "Naomi  ad- 
vances with  the  sword,  and  Alhadra 
snatches  it  from  him  and  suddenly  stabs 
Ordonio.  Alvar  rushes  through  the  Moors 
and  catches  him  in  his  arms."  After 
Ordonio's  dying  speech  there  are  "shouts 
of  Alvar  !  Alvar  !  behind  the  scenes.  A 
Moor  rushes  in." 

Moor.  We  are  surprised  !    Away !  away ! 
this  instant ! 
The   country   is   in   arms  !     Lord  Valdez 

heads  them, 
And  still  cries  out,    "  My  son  !  my  Alvar 

lives  !  " 
Haste  to  the  shore  !  they  come  the  oppo- 
site road. 
Your  wives  and  children  are  already  safe. 
The  boat  is  on  the  shore — the  vessel  waits. 
Alhadra.   Thou  then  art  Alvar  !  to  my 
aid  and  safety 
Thy  word  stands  pledged. 

Alvar.  Arm  of  avenging  Heaven  ! 

I   had  two  cherish' d  hopes — the  one  re- 
mains. 
The  other  thou  hast  snatch' d   from  me  : 

but  my  word 
Is  pledged  to  thee ;  nor  shall  it  be  re- 
tracted.— 1813.' 
About  1820,  Coleridge  told  AUsop,  '  The 
Remorse  is  certainly  a  great  favourite  of 
mine,  the  more  so  as  certain  pet  abstract 
notions  of  mine  are  therein  expounded. ' 

231.   Zapolya,  p.  399. 

First  printed  as  a  parhphlet  before  Christ- 
mas 1817.  See  'Appendix  K,'  p.  552. 
It  was  composed  at  Calne  in  the  winter  of 
1815-16,  under  encouragement  from  Lord 
Byron,  and  rejected  in  March  1816  by 
the  Committee  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre  in 
favour  of  Maturin's  Bertratn — the  butterfly 
which  Coleridge  broke  on  the  wheel  in 
Lit.       The     MS.     was     put    into 
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Murray's  hands  for  publication,  and 
money  advanced  on  it,  but  in  March  1817, 
and  against  Coleridge's  protests,  it  was 
redeemed  by  Rest  Fenner  and  published 
by  him.  '  It  might  go  down  in  a  collec- 
tion, but  alone  it  would  be  neither  profit- 
able to  [the  publisher]  nor  creditable  to 
me.  ...  If  I  published  "Zapolya"  at 
all,  it  should  be  with  a  dramatic  essay 
prefixed  and  two  other  tragedies,^  the 
Remorse  greatly  improved  as  one'  (Cole- 
ridge to  Fenner' s  partner,  Curtis,  March 
17,  1817,  printed  in  Lippincotfs  Mag. 
June  1874).  Fenner's  action  was  justified 
by  the  success  of  Zapolya,  from  the  pub- 
lisher's point  of  view,  at  least,  for  two 
thousand  copies  were  sold. 

Part  II.  Act  i.  Sc.  i.  11.  25-28,  p. 
411.  See  an  amusing  story  of  the  'meta- 
physics '  in  these  lines  told  by  Coleridge  in 
the  concluding  chapter  of  Biog.  Lit. 

Glycine's  Song,  p.  422.  See  also  p.  186 
and  '  Note  196.' 

Part  II.  Act  iv.   Sc.   i.   11.    44-49,  p. 

434.  These  lines  were  first  added  in 
1829,  and  11.  50-53  rewritten. 

Part    II.    Act  iv.    Sc.    ii.    11.    4-6,   pp. 

435,  436.  The  editor  of  1877-80  says  that 
in  a  copy  of  Zapolya  then  in  Mr.  Picker- 
ing's possession,  Coleridge  had  added 
some  new  lines  here,  making  the  passage 
read  thus  : — 

'  That  but  oppress'd    me   hitherto,    now 

scares  me. 
You  will  ken  Bethlen  ? 

Glycine.  O  at  farthest  distance. 

Yea,  oft  where  Light's  own  cotorier-beam 

exhausted 
Drops  at  the  threshold,  and  forgets  its 

message, 
A  something  round  me  of  a  wider  reach 
Feels  his  approach,  and  trembles  back  to 

tell  me. 
And  the  same  moment  I  descry  him,  lady, 
I  will  return  to  you.' 

1  Coleridge  appears  to  have  written  another 
play  in  the  winter  of  1815-16,  which  was  declined 
by  Covent  Garden.  See  letter  to  Dr.  Brabant 
printed  in  WesUn.  Rev.  of  July  1870  (p.  5),  and 
Lamb's  letters  to  Wordsworth  of  April  9  and  26, 
1816  (Ainger's  Letters,  i.  302,  304).  The  MS.  of 
the  second  play  seems  to  have  disappeared  with- 
out leaving  any  other  trace. 


232.  Job's  Luck,  p.  444. 

First  printed  in  M.  Post,  Sept,  26, 
1801,  with  the  heading  '  The  Devil  out- 
witted '  :  next  as  '  Epigram '  in  The  Keep- 
sake for  1829.  A  correspondent  of  N. 
and  Q.  (ist  ser.  ii.  516)  points  out  that  it| 
is  a  translation  of  one  of  Owen's  Epigrams,  | 
Bk.  iii.  199. 

233.  Epigram  14,  p.  444. 

See  an  absurd  story  adapting  this 
epigram  '  to  the  author  of  The  A  ncient 
Mariner'  in  Biog.  Lit.  1817,  i.  28.  Cole- 
ridge reprinted  the  original  lines,  without 
note  or  comment,  in  The  Keepsake  for 
1829. 

234,  Epigrams  15  and  16,  pp.  444,  445. 

In  his  own  copy  of  the  Ann.  Anth. 
(1800)  Coleridge  drew  his  pen  through 
these  and  wrote  on  the  margin  :  '  Dull  and 
profane. ' 

235.  Epigratn  25  (the  Epitaph  on 
Hazlitt),  p.  446. 

Considering  the  virulence  with  which 
Hazlitt  had  attacked  and  pursued  him, 
Coleridge's  prose  reflection  (here  first 
printed)  is,  perhaps,  as  kind  and  forgiving 
as  could  have  been  expected  ;  but  one  feels 
that  Coleridge  falls  short  of  the  occasion 
in  this  lame  adaptation  of  an  old  '  epitaph ' 
originally  and  essentially  inappropriate. 


236.  Epigrams  33-52,  pp.  447-450- 
The  good,  great  Man  (p.  169)  was  in- 
cluded in  this  series.  In  the  second  of  the 
two  issues  of  The  Friend,  No.  XII. ,  Epi- 
grams Nos.  33,  54,  36,  35,  40,  and  42 
were  printed  on  p.  192,  replacing  '  Speci- 
mens of  Rabbinical  Wisdom '  discarded. 
These  double  (contemporaneous)  issues  do 
not  extend  beyond  No.  XII.  In  The  Friend, 
'  Epigram  42  '  was  headed  '  For  a  French 
House-dog's  Collar. '  '  Epigram  j^g.'  See 
some  remarks  apropos  in  Table  Talk,  May 
7,  1830.  Lamb  admired  the  effusion,  and 
said  of  the  series  :  '  Take  'em  altogether, 
they  are  as  good  as  Harrington's.' 
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237.  Epigram  53,  p.  450. 

Sent  to  J.  Wedgwood  with  the  state- 
ment that  it  was  composed  '  while  dream- 
ing that  I  was  dying  at  the  ' '  Black  Bull ' ' 
Inn,  on  Sept.  13,  1803'  (Cottle's  Rem. 
p.  467). 

238.  Epigram  54,  p.  450. 

It  is  believed  that  this  refers  to  the  Lord 
Lonsdale  (the  first  Earl)  who  wronged  the 
Wordsworths. 

239.  Epigrams  64  and  65,  p.  452. 

There  is  no  mistaking  the  local  colour 
infused  into  these  versicles.  They  must 
have  been  inspired  by  the  poet's  only  visit 
to  Cologne  during  the  Rhine  tour  of  1828. 
Julian  Young  met  the  party  at  the  Aders's 
house  at  Godesberg,  and  is  my  authority 
for  the  far  inferior  No.  66. 

240.    Cholera  cured  Beforehand,  p.  452. 

This  doggerel  was  written  with  the  view 
of  amusing  Coleridge's  pupil,  Joseph 
Henry  Green,  during  the  epidemic  of 
1832. 

241.  Fragment  62,  p.  460. 

Written  after  Coleridge  had  parted  com- 
pany with  William  and  Dorothy  Words- 
worth on  the  Scotch  tour  of  1803.  See 
Recall,  of  a  Tour  .  .  .  by  D.  W.,  edited 
by  J.  C.  Shairp,  1874 ;  and  Coleorton 
Letters,  edited  by  W.  Knight,  1888,  i. 
6-9. 

242.  Fragment  76,  p.  462. 

Compare  with  this  the  following  from  a 
letter  written  in  1806  to  W.  Allston, 
printed  in  Scribner's  Mag.  Jan,  1892  : 
'  Enough  of  it,  continual  vexations  and 
preyings  upon  the  spirit.  I  gave  my  life 
to  my  children,  and  they  have  repeatedly 
given  it  to  me — for,  by  the  Maker  of  all 
things,  but  for  them  I  would  try  my 
chance.  But  they  pluck  out  the  wing- 
feathers  from  the  mind. ' 

243.  Fragment  81,  p.  463. 
Ashley  Green  is  the  village  near  Bath  in 


which  Coleridge  lived  with  the  Morgans, 
before  they  all  removed  to  Calne. 

244.  Fragment  89,  p.  465. 
'  Desire.'     See  '  Note  222.' 

245.  Fragment  95,  p.  467, 

'To  a  Child.'  To  Miss  Fanny  Boyce, 
afterwards  Lady  Wilmot  Horton.  First 
printed  in  the  Atkencsum,  Jan.  28,  1888. 

246.  Fragment  96,  p.  467. 

Cf.  My  Baptistnal  Birth- Day,  p.  210  ; 
and  see  '  Note  225.' 

247.  Fragment  105,  p.  468. 

Coleridge  is  here,  consciously  or  uncon- 
sciously, stabbing  himself.  In  1804  he 
received  a  severe  lecture  from  Southey  on 
his  habit  of  overstrained  expressions  of 
affectionateness  to  all  and  sundry  (Z.  and 
Corr.  of  R.  S.  ii.  266,  267). 

248.   Prize  Ode,  '  Appendix  B,'  p.  476. 

By  the  kindness  of  the  Vice-Chancellor, 
and  of  the  Registrary  of  the  University  of 
Cambridge,  I  am  enabled  to  print  from 
the  official  MS.  copy  Coleridge's  long- 
forgotten  Sapphic  Ode,  for  which  he 
received  in  1792  the  Browne  Gold  Medal. 
Nothing  has  hitherto  been  known  of  it 
except  the  few  stanzas  which  Coleridge 
printed  as  a  note  to  his  portion  of  the  Joan 
of  Arc  of  1796 — the  lines  to  which  the 
note  is  appended  being  that  which  became 
1.  438  of  The  Destiny  of  Nations  (p.  78). 
These  stanzas  will  be  found  in  '  Note 
102.' 

Coleridge's  success  proved  very  gratifying 
to  his  family  as  well  as  to  himself,  and  he 
received  from  his  elder  brother,  George, 
the  following  congratulatory  lines,  which  I 
am  permitted  to  print  here  by  the  courtesy 
of  the  representatives  of  the  writer  : —  »     ^ 

ib4  h^c  incondite  solus.       i*  /  -/  Xi 


Say,     Holy    Genius  —  Heaven  -  descended  | 

beam. 
Why  interdicted  is  the  sacred  Fire 
That  flows  spontaneous  from  thy  golden 

Lyre? 
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Why  Genius  like  the  emanative  Ray 
That   issuing  from  the  dazzling  Fount  of 

Light 
Wakes  all  created  Nature  into  Day — 
Art  thou  not  all-diffusive,  all-benign  ? 
Thy  partial  hand  I  blame.      For  Pity  oft 
In  Supplications  Vast — a  weeping  child 
That  meets  me  pensive  on  the  barren  Vkfild, 
And  pours  into  my  Soul  Compassion  soft, 
The  never-dying  strain  commands  to  flow — ■ 
Man    sure    is   vain  —  nor    sacred.  Genius 

hears — 
Now  speak  in  Melody — now  weep  in  Tears. 

G.  C. 

The  distinguished  scholar  who  did  me 
the  kindness  to  revise  the  proofs  of  the 
Prize  Ode,  considers  that  it  is  scarcely 
worthy  of  Coleridge,  and  is  also  likely 
to  create  an  unfair  impression  as  to  the 
standard  of  such  exercises  among  those 
who  do  not  realise  the  wide  difference 
between  the  academic  conditions  of  1792 
and  those  of  a  quarter  of  a  century  later. 
It  is  necessary  to  keep  this  in  mind,  but 
the  Ode,  with  all  its  sins  on  it,  has  an 
historical  as  well  as  a  personal  interest. 
It  no  doubt  represented  fairly  enough  the 
undergraduate  standard  of  scholarship 
in  pre  -  Porsonian  days,  seeing  that  it 
won  the  prize  in  a  wide  competition,  and 
that  in  the  same  year  Person  placed 
Coleridge  among  a  selected  four  to  fight 
for  the  Craven  Scholarship,  in  succession 
to  himself,  along  with  such  prize -boys 
as  Samuel  Butler,  Keate,  and  Bethell. 
Butler  gained  the  Craven,  but  if  not  the 
rose,  it  is  worth  remembering  that  Cole- 
ridge lived  near  it,  and  did  not  waste  all 
his  time  at  the  University  on  current 
politics,  as  is  commonly  believed. 

But  one  emendation  has  been  made  in 
the  text  of  the  Ode  —  yeiovrai  (1.  85) 
having  been   substituted   for  the  unintel- 


I 


ligible  yevovvrai  of  the  MS.  It  is  true 
that  the  substituted  word  is  not  itself 
metrically  permissible,  but  it  is  probably 
what  Coleridge  wrote,  meaning,  '  Your 
daughters  taste  justice '  [i.e.  its  blessings). 
It  may  be  as  well  to  mention  that  the 
accentuation  is  not  Attic,  but  Aeolic,  as  is 
fitting  in  a  Sapphic  ode. 

See  'Note  102.'  A  translation  of  the 
four  stanzas  of  the  Ode  therein  quoted,  was 
printed  in  The  London  Alagazine  for 
October  1823.  It  was  signed  "Olen," 
the  pseudonym  of  Sir  Charles  A.  Elton, 
Bart. 


I  may  here  give  a  fragment  which, 
though  hardly  admissible  to  the  text,  is 
worthy  of  preservation.  In  his  Beaten 
Paths  (1865,  ii.  117),  T.  Colley  Grattan 
describes  a  night  ramble  about  Namur 
with  Coleridge,  when  the  latter  was  mak- 
ing his  Rhine  tour  of  1828  with  Words- 
worth and  Dora.  '  He  took  me  by  the 
arm,  and  in  his  low  recitative  way  he 
rehearsed  two  or  three  times,  and  finally 
recited,  some  lines  which  he  said  I  had 
recalled  to  his  mind,  and  which  formed 
part  of  something  never  published.  He 
repeated  the  lines  at  my  request,  and  as 
well  as  I  could  catch  the  broken  sentences 
I  wrote  them  down  immediately  afterwards 
with  my  pencil  as  follows  : — 

•  And  oft  I  saw  him  stray, 
The  bells  of  fox-glove  in  his  hand — and 

ever 
And  anon  he  to  his  ear  would  hold  a  blade 
Of  that  stiff  grass  that  'mong  the  heath- 
flower  grows, 
Which  made  a  subtle  kind  of  melody. 
Most  like  the  apparition  of  a  breeze. 
Singing   with   its   thin  voice   in   shadowy 
worlds.' 


M^ 


The  distinguished  scholar  v>-ho  did  me 
the  kindness  to  revise  the  proofs  of  the 
Prize  Ode,  considers  that  it  is-unworthy« 
■e-ither  of  Coleridge  xir  hie  L''nivoroit)^  and 
Jikelv  to  create  an  unfair  impressicn  as  to 
the  standard  of  such  exercises  among  those 
who  do  not  realise  the  wide  ditrerencs 
between  the  academic  conditions  of  1792 
a.id  those  of  a  quarter  of  a  century  later. 
It  is  necessary  to  keep  this  in  mind,  but 
the  Ode,  with  all  its  sins  on  it,  has  an 
historical  as  well  as  a  personal  interest. 
It  no  doubt  represented  fairly  enough  the 

^^^^_^  lai'ahip  iiaf  Cambrif^gn|  it^j 

AU  highor  'doiiiolopmontj,  seeing  that  it 
won  the  prize  in  a  wide  competition,  and 
that  in  the  same  year  Porsen  placed 
Coleridge  among  a  selected  four  to  fight 
for  the  Craven  Scholarship,  in  succession 
to  himself,  along  with  such  prize -boys 
as  Samuel  Rutler,  Keate,  and  Bethell. 
Butler  gained  the  Craven,  but  if  not  the 
rose,  it  is  worth  remembering  that  Cole- 
ridge lived  near  it,  and  did  not  waste  all 
his  time  at  the  University  on  current 
politics,  as  is  commonly  believed. 

But  one  emendation  has  been  made  in 

the    text    of   the    Ode yevovrai    (1.    85) 

having  been    substituted   for  the  unintel- 
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Absence  :  a  farewell  Ode,  15. 

Ad  Lyrain,  Imitation  of  Casimir,  28. 

Adaptations,  471. 

Addenda,  443. 

Advent  of  Love  [i.e.  Lovers  First  Hope],  193. 

Age,  Youth  and,  191. 

Akenside,  Elegy  imitated  from,  31. 

Alhum,  Written  in  an,  451. 

Alcseus  to  Sappho,  470. 

Ale,  Song  in  Praise  of,  445. 

Alice  du  Clos,  193. 

Allegoric  Vision,  534. 

Alternative,  The,  451. 

Always  Audible,  447. 

'Amelia,'  With  Fielding's,  20. 

Anacreon,  An  Ode  in  the  Manner  of,  19. 

Ancient  Mariner,  The  Rime  of  the,  95,  512. 

Anna  and  Harland,  11. 

Answer  to  a  Child's  Question,  170. 

Anthem  for  the  Children  of  Christ's  Hospital,  3. 

Apologetic    Preface    to    '  Fire,     Famine,    and 

Slaughter,'  527. 
Aristophanes,  Imitated  from,  465. 
Asra,  To,  171. 
Ass,  To  a  young,  35,  477. 
Association  of  Ideas,  466. 
Author  and  his  Friend,  A  Dialogue  between  an, 

449. 
Authors  and  Publishers,  451. 
Autumnal  Evening,  Lines  on  an,  24. 
Autumnal  Moon,  Sonnet  to  the,  3. 

Baby  Bates,  To,  470. 

Bala  Hill,  On,  33. 

Ballad  of  the  Dark  Ladie,  The,  136. 

Baptismal  Birthday,  On  my,  210. 

Barbour,  Lines  to  Miss,  207. 

Bastile,  Destruction  of  the,  6. 

'  Beareth  all  Things,'  208. 


Berengarius,  Lines  suggested  by  the  last  Words 

of,  198. 
Betham,  To  Matilda,  167. 
Birth  of  a  Son,  Sonnets  on  receiving  News  of, 

66. 
Birthday,  On  my  baptismal,  210. 
Blossom,  On  observing  a,  63. 
Blossoming  of  the  solitary  Date-Tree,  The,  173. 
Boccaccio,  The  Garden  of,  204. 
Bowles  (W.  L.),  Adaptation  of,  474. 
Bowles,  Sonnet  to  the  Rev.  W.  L.  [First  Version], 

40. 
Bowles,    Sonnet    to    the  Rev.   W.    L.  [Second 

Version],  41. 
Brent,  To  Mrs.  Morgan  and  Miss,  179. 
Brevity  of    the  Greek  and    English  compared, 

462. 
British  Stripling's  War-Song,  The,  141. 
Brockley  Coomb,  Lines  composed  while  climbing, 

46. 
Brooke,  Lord,  Adaptation  of,  471. 
Brunton,  To  Miss,  31. 
Burke,  Sonnet  to,  38. 
Butterfly,  The,  185. 

Cain,  The  Wanderings  of,  112. 

Candle,  To  my,  450. 

Carol,  A  Christmas,  150. 

Casimir,  Ad  Lyra7n,  Imitation  of,  28. 

Cataract,  On  a,  141. 

Catullian  Hendecasyllables,  140. 

Chamouni,  Hymn  before  Siinrise,  in  the  Vale  of, 

165,  521. 
Character,  A,  195. 
Charity,  45. 

Charity,  Humility  the  Mother  of,  208. 
Charity  in  Thought,  468. 

Chatterton,    Monody  on    the   Death   of— First 
Version,  8  ;  Latest  Version,  61. 
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Child,  To  a,  467. 

Child's  Evening  Prayer,  A,  175. 

Child's  Question,  Answer  to  a,  170. 

Cholera  cured  Beforehand,  452. 

Christabel,  116. 

Christening  of  a  Friend's  Child,  On  the,  83. 

Christmas  Carol,  A,  150. 

Christ's  Hospital,  Anthem  for  the  Children  of,  3. 

Circassian  Love-Chaunt,  Lewti,  or  the,  27. 

Coleridge,  To  the  Rev.  George,  81. 

Cologne,  452. 

Comic  Author,  Lines  to  a,  451. 

Complaint  of  Ninathoma,  The,  20. 

Concert-Room,  Lines  composed  in  a,  148. 

Connubial  Rupture,  On  a  late,  69. 

Constancy  to  an  ideal  Object,  172. 

Cottage,  Over  my,  459. 

Cottle,  To  Joseph,  50. 

Cradle  Hymn,  The  Virgin's,  181. 

Critic,  To  a,  447. 

Critics,  Modern,  451. 

Curious  Circumstance,  On  the,  that  in  the  Ger- 
man Language  the  Sim  is  Feminine  and  the 
Moon  Masculine,  449. 

Daniel,  Samuel,  Adaptations  of,  472. 
Dark  Ladi^,  The  Ballad  of  the,  136. 
Darwiniana  \i.e.  'The  Hour  when  we  shall  meet 

again '],  47. 
Date-Tree,  The  Blossoming  of  the,  173. 
Day-Dream,  A,  179. 
Day-Dream,   The :    From    an  Emigrant  to  his 

absent  Wife,  146. 
Dejection  :  an  Ode,  159,  522. 
Departing  Year,  Ode  on,  78. 
Desire,  465. 

Destiny  of  Nations,  The,  70. 
Devil's  Thoughts,  The,  147,  621. 
Devonshire  Roads,  10. 
Discovery  made  too  Late,  On  a,  34. 
Domestic  Peace,  33,  215. 
Donne,  Adaptation  of,  471. 
Donne's  Poetry,  On,  190. 
Drinking  versus  Thinking,  446. 
Duchess  of  Devonshire,  Ode  to,  149. 
Dungeon,  A,  454. 
Dungeon,  The,  85,  392,  508. 
Dura  Navis,  i. 
Duty  surviving  Self-Love,  197. 

Earth,  Hymn  to  the,  138. 
Education,  Love,  Hope,  and  Patience  in,  206. 
Egoismus,  Fichtean,  463. 
Elbingerode,  Lines  written  at,  145. 
Elegiac  Metre  described  and    exemplified.  The 
Ovidian,  140. 


Elegy,  Imitated  from  Akenside,  31. 
Eminent  Characters,  Sonnets  on,  38. 
Eolian  Harp,  The,  49. 
Epigrams,  etc.,  443. 
Epilogue  to  '  The  Rash  Conjurer,'  461. 
Epitaph,  A  Tombless,  180. 
Epitaph  [on  himself],  210,  450. 
Epitaph  on  a  bad  Man,  446. 
Epitaph  on  a  mercenary  Miser,  448. 
Epitaph  on  William  Hazlitt,  446. 
Epitaphium  Testamentariura,  210. 
"Epco;  aei  KAXrfipoi  Iraipos,  183. 
Erskine,  Sonnet  to,  38. 
Evening  Star,  To  the,  11. 
Exchange,  The,  144. 
Exile,  An,  171. 
Experiments  in  Metre,  470. 

Faded  Flower,  The,  31. 

Falconer's  Shipwreck,  To  a  Lady  with,  185 

Fall  of  Robespierre,  The,  211. 

Fancy  in  mibibus,  190. 

Farewell  to  Love,  173. 

Fayette,  Sonnet  to  La,  39. 

Fears  in  Solitude,  127. 

Fichtean  Egoismus,  463. 

Fielding's  'Amelia,'  With,  20. 

Fire,  Famine,  and  Slaughter,  ni. 

Apologetic  Preface  to,  527.' 

First  Advent  of  Love  ['  Love's  First  Hope '],  193. 

Forbearance,  208. 

Fortune,  To,  27. 

Fortune,  To  a  young  Man  of,  68. 

Foster-Mother's  Tale,  The,  83,  501. 

Fountain  on  a  Heath,  Inscription  for  a,  169. 

Founts,  The  Two,  ig6. 

Fragment  from  an  unpublished  Poem,  64. 

Fragments,  453,  459. 

France  :  an  Ode,  124. 

French    Revolution,  To  a  young  Lady  with  a 

Poem  on  the,  6. 
Friend  in  Answer  to  a  Melancholy  Letter,  Lines 

to  a,  43. 
Friend,    To    a    young,    on    his    proposing     to 

domesticate  with  the  Author,  67. 
Friend  together  with  an  Unfinished  Poem,  To  a, 

37- 
Friend  who  died  of  a  Frenzy  Fever,  Lines  on  a, 

35- 

Friend  who  asked  how  I  felt  when  the  Nurse 
first  presented  my  Infant  to  me.  Sonnet  to  a, 
66. 

Friend  who  had  declared  his  Intention  of  writ- 
ing no  more  Poetry,  To  a,  6g. 

Friends,  The  Three  Sorts  of,  468. 

Friendship,  Love  and,  opposite,  207. 
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Frost  at  Midnight,  126. 

Garden  of  Boccaccio,  The,  204. 

Genevieve,  i. 

Gentle  Look,  The,  23. 

Gentleman  [Wordsworth],  To  a,  176,  525. 

German,  From  the,  143. 

German  Language,  Sun  and  Moon  in  the,  449. 

German  Poet,  From  an  old,  449. 

German  Student's  Album,  Lines  in  a,  444. 

Glycine's  Song  in  Zapolya,  186,  422. 

Godwin,  Sonnet  to  W.,  41. 

Good,  great  Man,  The,  169. 

Graves,  The  Three,  85. 

Greek  and  English  compared.  Brevity  of  the,  462. 

Greek  Prize  Ode  on  the  Slave  Trade,  476. 

Grenville,  Talleyrand  to  Lord,  151. 

Happiness,  17. 

Happy  Husband,  The,  178. 

Hazlitt,  Epitaph  on  William,  446. 

Heath,  Inscription  for  a  Fountain  on  a,  169. 

Hendecasyllables,  Catullian,  140. 

Heraclitus,  Translation  from,  464. 

Hexameter  described  and  exemplified,  The 
Homeric,  140. 

Hexameters  addressed  to  W.  and  D.  Words- 
worth, 137. 

Higginbottom,  Sonnets  of  Nehemiah,  110. 

Homeless,  171. 

Homeric  Hexameter,  The,  140. 

Home-sick,  146. 

Honor  \i.e.  '  Philedon  '],  16. 

Hope,  The  Visionary,  171. 

Hope,  Work  without,  203. 

Hort,  To  the  Rev.  W.  J.,  44. 

-Hour  when  we  shall  meet  again,  The,  47. 

House-dog's  Collar,  For  a,  448. 

Human  Life,  A  sober  Statement  of,  473. 

Human  Life,  On  the  Denial  of  Immortality,  186. 

Humility  the  Mother  of  Charity,  208. 

Hunting  Song  in  Zapolya,  186,  437. 

Husband,  The  Happy,  178. 

Hymn,  A,  iSs- 

Hymn  before  Sunrise,  in  the  Vale  of  Chamouni, 
165,  521. 

Hymn  to  the  Earth,  138. 

Hymns — Moon,  457. 

Ideal  Object,  Constancy  to  an,  172. 
Ideas,  Association  of,  466. 
Imitation,  On,  17. 
Imitations,  28. 

Immortality,  Human  Life,  On  the  Denial  of,  186. 
Improvisatore,  The,  200. 

Infant,  Epitaph  on  an  ['  Ere  sin  could  blight '], 
145- 

C 


Infant,  Epitaph  on  an  ['  Its  balmy  lips  '],  145. 
Infant,  To  an,  44. 

Infant  which  died  before  Baptism,  On  an,  145. 
Inscription  for  a  Fountain  on  a  Heath,  169. 
Inscription  for  a  Time-piece,  181. 
Inscription  in  Nether-Stowey  Church  (Transla- 
tion), 83. 
Inside  the  Coach,  10. 
Insignificant,  On  an,  443. 
Invocation,  An,  10. 
Irving,  To  Edward,  465. 
Israel's  Lament,  187. 

Job's  Luck,  444. 
Julia,  4. 

Kayser  of  Kaserwerth,  To  the  young  Artist,  209. 

Keepsake,  The,  154. 

Kepler,  Epigram  on,  461. 

Kindness,  Profuse,  468. 

Kiss,  The,  30. 

Kisses,  23. 

Knight's  Tomb,  The,  190. 

Koskiusko,  Sonnet  to,  39. 

Kubla  Khan,  94. 

La  Fayette,  Sonnet  to,  39. 

Lady  offended  by  a  sportive  observation.  To  a,  181. 

Lady  weeping.  On  a,  12. 

Lesbia,  To  (Catullus),  28. 

Lewti,  or  the  Circassian  Love-Chaunt,  27. 

Life,  7. 

Life,  Human,  on  the  Denial  of  Immortality,  186. 

Life?  What  is,  173. 

Limbo,  189. 

Lime-tree  Bower  my  Prison,  This,  92. 

Linley,  Esq.,  Lines  to  Wm.,  155. 

Lloyd,  Poems  to,  67,  68. 

Lloyd,  Sonnet  to,  68. 

Love,  135. 

Love  and  Friendship  opposite,  207. 

Love,  a  Sword,  195. 

Love,  Farewell  to,  173. 

Love,  Hope,  and  Patience  in  Education,  206. 

Lover's  Complaint,  A,  20. 

Lover's  Resolution,  The  Picture,  or  the,  162. 

Love's  Apparition  and  Evanishment,  208. 

Love's  Blindness,  Reason  for,  181. 

Love's  Burial-Place,  209. 

Love's  First  Hope,  193. 

Mad  Monk,  The,  156. 
Mahomet,  139. 

'Man  of  Ross,  The,'  Lines  to,  33. 
Marini,  Sonnet  from,  172. 

2  U 
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Market-Clock,  For  a,  i8i. 

Mathematical  Problem,  A,  13. 

Melancholy  :  a  Fragment,  34. 

Melancholy  Letter,  Lines  to  a  Friend  in  Answer 
to  a,  43. 

Metre,  Experiments  in,  470. 

Metrical  Feet,  a  Lesson  for  a  Boy,  140. 

Milton,  Adaptation  of,  473. 

Minstrel,  A  Stranger,  155. 

Miser,  Epitaph  on  a  Mercenary,  448. 

Moles  [included  in  '  Limbo  '],  189. 

Monk,  The  Mad,  156. 

Monody  on  a  Tea-Kettle,  12. 

Monody  on  the  Death  of  Chatterton — First  Ver- 
sion, 8  ;  Latest  Version,  61. 

Moon,  Sonnet  to  the  Autumnal,  3. 

Morgan,  To  Mrs.,  and  her  Sister,  175. 

Moriens  Superstiti,  29. 

Morienti  Superstes,  29. 

'M.itipoa'oifia,,  or  Wisdom  in  Folly,  449. 

Motto  for  a  Transparency,  430, 

Muse,  To  the,  5. 

Music,  10. 

Mutual  Passion,  143. 

Names,  144. 

Napoleon,  423. 

Narcissus,  To  a  certain  Modern,  447. 

Nature,  To,  190. 

Ne  plus  ultra,  199. 

Nehemiah  Higginbottom,  Sonnets  of,  1 10. 

Nightingale,  The,  A  Conversation  Poem,  131. 

Nightingale,  To  the,  45. 

Night-Scene,  The,  183. 

Nil  pejus  est  cselibe  vita,  2. 

Ninathdma,  The  Complaint  of,  20. 

Nonsense  Sapphics,  465. 

Nose,  The,  5. 

Not  at  Home,  207. 

OsoRio  :  a  Tragedy,  479. 
Ossian,  Imitated  from,  20. 
Otter,  To  the  River,  23. 
Ottfried,  Translation  from,  144. 
Ovidian  Elegiac  Metre,  The,  140. 

Pain,  ii. 

Pains  of  Sleep,  The,  170. 

Pang  more  sharp  than  all.  The,  182. 

Parent,  To  a  Proud,  445. 

Parliamentary  Oscillators,  36. 

Passion,  Mutual,  143. 

Phantom,  172. 

Phantom  or  Fact?  207. 

Philedon,  16. 

Piccolomini,  The,  226. 


Picture,  The,  or  the  Lover's  Resolution,  162. 

Pindar,  Translation  from,  464. 

Pitt,  Sonnet  on,  40. 

Pixies,  Songs  of  the,  21. 

Poem,  To  a  Friend  with  an  Unfinished,  37. 

Pondere  non  numero,  447. 

Poole,  Lines  to  Thomas,  459. 

Prayer,  A  Child's  Evening,  175. 

Premiers  and  First  Consuls,  A  Hint  to,  446. 

Pridham,  To  Mary,  203. 

Priestley,  Sonnet  on,  39. 

Primrose,  To  a,  64. 

Prize  Ode  on  the  Slave  Trade,  Greek,  476. 

Profuse  Kindness,  468. 

Progress  of  Vice,  8. 

Published,  To  one  who,  in  Print  what  had  been 

entrusted  to  him  by  my  Fireside,  448. 
Pye,  To  Mr.,  444. 

Qu^  nocent  decent,  4. 

Rain,  An  Ode  to  the,  168. 

Raven,  The,  18,  475. 

Reader  of  his  own  Verses,  On  a,  444. 

Reason  for  Love's  Blindness,  181. 

Recantation,  illustrated  in  the  Story  of  the  Mad 
Ox,  133. 

Recantation,  The  [i.e.  '  France :  an  Ode'J,  124. 

Recollection,  566. 

Recollections  of  Love,  178. 

Reflections  on  having  left  a  place  of  Retire- 
ment, 52. 

Religious  Musings,  53. 

Remorse,  360. 

Remorse,  Prologue  and  Epilogue  to,  547. 

Reproof  and  Reply,  The,  191. 

Revisiting  the  Sea-shore,  On,  159. 

Rime  of  the  Ancient  Mariner,  The,  95,  512. 

'  Robbers,  The,'  To  the  Author  of,  34. 

Robespierre,  The  Fall  of,  211. 

Rose,  The,  23. 

Ross,  Lines  written  at  the  King's  Arms,  33. 

Ruined  House  in  a  romantic  Country,  On  a,  iii. 

Rumford,  Count,  64. 

Saebath-Day,  456. 

Saddleback,    A  Thought  suggested  by  a  View 

of>  175- 
Sancti  Dominici  Pallium,  a  Dialogue,  198. 
Schiller,  Sonnet  to,  34. 
School  for  College,  Sonnet  on  quitting,  15. 
Sea-shore,  On  revisiting  the,  159. 
Self-knowledge,  208. 
Self-love,  Duty  surviving,  197. 
Sentimental,  451. 
Separation,  175. 
Sheridan,  Sonnet  to  R.  B.,  42. 
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Shipwreck,  To  a  Lady  with  Falconer's,  185. 

Shurton  Bars,  Lines  written  at,  47. 

Siddons,  Sonnet  on  Mrs.,  41. 

Sigh,  The,  29. 

Silver  Thimble,  The,  51. 

Simplicity,  To,  no. 

Singer,  On  a  Bad,  445. 

Sister,  On  seeing  a  Youth  affectionately  wel- 
comed by  a,  13. 

Sister's  Death  was  inevitable,  On  receiving  an 
Account  that  his  only,  13. 

Sisters,  To  Two,  179. 

Slanderer,  On  a,  443. 

Slave  Trade,  Greek  Prize  Ode  on  the,  476. 

Sleep,  The  Pains  of,  170. 

Snow-drop,  The,  158. 

Sober  Statement  of  Human  Life,  A,  473. 

Solitude,  Fears  in,  127. 

Something  childish,  but  very  natural,  146. 

Song,  ex  improviso,  206. 

Songs  of  the  Pixies,  21. 

Sonnet  to  a  Friend  who  asked  how  I  felt  when  the 
Nurse  first  presented  my  Infant  to  me,  66. 

Sonnets  attempted  in  the  Manner  of  Contem- 
porary Writers,  no. 

Sonnets  on  Eminent  Characters,  38. 

Sonnets  on  receiving  news  of  the  Birth  of  a 
Son,  66. 

Southey,  Sonnet  to  Robert,  42. 

Southwell,  Robert,  Adaptation  0%  473. 

Spenser,  Lines  in  the  Manner  of,  46. 

Spring  in  a  Village,  Lines  to  a  beautiful,  24. 

Stanhope,  Sonnet  to  Earl,  43. 

Stanhope,  Sonnet  to  Lord,  42. 

Starling,  The  Death  of  the  [Catullus],  29. 

Stranger  Minstrel,  A,  155. 

Stripling's  War-Song,  The  British,  141. 

Suicide's  Argument,  The,  and  Nature's 
Answer,  182. 

Sun,  Spots  in  the,  450. 

.Sunset,  A,  172. 

Supper,  Written  after  a  Walk  before,  44. 

Talleyrand  to  Lord  Grenville,  151. 

Tea-Kettle,  Monody  on  a,  12. 

Tears  of  a  grateful  People,  188. 

Tell's  Birth-place,  142. 

Thimble,  The  Silver,  51. 

Thought  suggested  by  a  View  of  Saddleback  in 

Cumberland,  175. 
Three  Graves,  The,  85. 
Time,  Real  and  Imaginary,  187. 
Time-piece,  Inscription  for  a,  i8i. 

To ,  64. 

Tombless  Epitaph,  A,  180. 

Tombstone,  The  two  round  Spaces  on  the,  137. 


Tooke,  Verses  addressed  to  J.  Home,  65. 

Tranquillity,  Ode  to,  159. 

Translation  from  Pindar,  464  ;  Heraclitus,  464. 

Translation  of  a  Passage  in  Ottfried's  Gospel,  144. 

Translation  of  Latin  Verses  by  Wrangham,  30. 

Transparency,  Motto  for,  450. 

Trevenen,  In  the  Album  of  Miss,  206. 

Two  Founts,  The,  196. 

Two  round  Spaces  on  the  Tombstone,  The,  157. 

Two  Sisters,  To,  179. 

Unfinished  Poem,  To  a  Friend  together  with 

an,  37. 
Unfortunate,  An,  32. 

Unfortunate  Woman  at  the  Theatre,  To  an,  32. 
Unfortunate   Woman   whom    the    Author    had 

known   in   the  Days  of  her  Innocence,   To 

an,  32. 

Vice,  Progress  of,  8. 

Village,  Lines  to  a  beautiful  Spring  in  a,  24. 

Virgin's  Cradle  Hymn,  The,  i8i. 

Visionary  Hope,  The,  171. 

Visit  of  the  Gods,  The,  142. 

Wallenstein,  226. 

Wallenstein,  The  Death  of,  305. 

Wanderings  of  Cain,  The,  112. 

War-Song,  The  British  Stripling's,  141. 

Water  Ballad,  143. 

Welsh,  Imitated  from  the,  33. 

Westphalian  Song,  143. 

Wills  of  the  Wisp,  The,  460. 

Wisdom  in  Folly,  449. 

Wish,  A,  19. 

Wordsworth,  Ad  Viltiium  Axiologwn,  138. 

Wordsworth,  Dejection  :  an  Ode  (addressed  to), 

159,  522. 
Wordsworth,  Hexameters  addressed  to  William 

and  Dorothy,  137. 
Wordsworth,    To   William,    Composed    on    the 

night  after  his  recitation  of  a   poem  on  the 

Growth  of  an  Individual  Mind,  176,  525. 
Work  without  Hope,  203,  643. 

Young  Ass,  To  a,  35,  477. 

Young   Lady,   To   a,   on  her   Recovery  from  a 

Fever,  131. 
Young  Lady,  To  a  vain,  448. 
Young  Lady,  To  a,  with  a  Poem  on  the  French 

Revolution,  6. 
Young  Man  of  Fortune,  Addressed  to  a,  68. 
Youth  affectionately  welcomed  by  a  Sister,  On 

seeing  a,  13. 
Youth  and  Age,  191. 

Zapolya  :  a  Christmas  Tale,  399. 
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An  asterisk  (*)  indicates  that  the  verses  are  now  printed  or  collected  for  the  first  time. 


A  BIRD,  who  for  his  other  sins,  195. 
A  blessed  lot  hath  he,  who  having  passed,  81. 
*A  chance  may  win  that  by  mischance  was  lost, 

473- 
A  green  and  silent  spot,  amid  the  hills,  127. 
'  '  A  heavy  wit  shall  hang  at  every  lord,'  451. 
A  joke  (cries  Jack)  without  a  sting,  445. 
A  little  further,  O  my  father,  113. 

*  A  long  deep  lane  so  overshadow'd,  455. 

A  lovely  form  there  sate  beside  my  bed,  207. 
"Alow  dead  Thunder  mutter'd  thro'  the  night, 

462. 
*A  maniac  in  the  woods,  456. 

A  mount,  not  wearisome  and  bare  and  steep,  67. 

A  poor  benighted  Pedlar  knock'd,  448. 
*A  sumptuous  and  magnificent  Revenge,  461. 

A  sunny  shaft  did  I  behold,  186,  422. 

A  sworded  man  whose  trade  is  blood,  175. 
*A  wind  that  with  Aurora  hath  abiding,  469. 

*  Admire  they  know  not  what,  473. 

Ah !  cease  thy  tears  and  sobs,  my  little  Life  !  44. 
Ah  !  not  by  Cam  or  Isis,  famous  streams,  185. 
All  are  not  bom  to  soar — and  ah !  how  few,  17. 
All  look  and  likeness  caught  from  earth,  172. 
All  Nature  seems  at  work.      Slugs  leave  their 

lair,  203. 
All  thoughts,  all  passions,  all  delights,  135. 
Almost     awake?      Why,     what     is     this,     and 

whence,  36. 
An  evil  spirit's  on  thee,  friend  !  of  late  !  447. 
An  excellent  adage  commands  that  we  should, 

450. 
An  Ox,  long  fed  with  musty  hay,  133. 
And  arrows  steelled  with  wrath,  458. 
And  cauldrons  the  scoop'd  earth,  a  boiling  sea, 

454- 
And  hail  the  Chapel  !  hail  the  Platform  wild  ! 

149. 
And  oft  I  saw  him  stray,  654. 
And  re-implace  God's  Image  in  the  Soul,  458. 
And  snow  whose  hanging  weight  archeth  some 

still  deep  river,  469. 


*And  this  is  your  peculiar  art,  I  know,  468. 
And  this  place  our  forefathers  made  for  men  !  85. 
And  this  reft  house  is  that  the  which  he  built, 
III. 
*And  with  my  whole  heart  sing  the  stately  song, 

457- 
*And  write  Impromptus,  454. 

*  Are  there  two  things,  of  all  which  men  possess, 

171. 
As  Dick  and  I  at  Charing  Cross  were  walking, 

445- 
As  I  am  rhjTner,  452. 

As  late  each  flower  that  sweetest  blows,  23. 
*As  late  in  wreaths  gay  flowers  I  bound,  19. 
As  late  I  journey 'd  o'er  the  extensive  plain,  7. 
As  late  I  lay  in  slumber's  shadowy  vale,  38. 
As  late  on  Skiddaw's  mount  I  lay  supine,  155. 
As  oft  mine  eye  with  careless  glance,  51. 

*  As  the  appearance  of  a  star,  469. 

'  As  the  tir'd  savage,  who  his  drowsy  frame,  566. 
As  when  a  child  on  some  long  winter's  night,  41. 
As  when  far  oflT  the  warbled  strains  are  heard,  39. 
*As  when  the  new  or  full  Moon  urges,  462. 
At  midnight  by  the  stream  I  roved,  27. 
Auspicious      Reverence  !      Hush     all      meaner 

song,  70. 
Away,     those     cloudy     looks,     that    labouring 
sigh,  43. 

'  Be,  rather  than  be  call'd,  a  child  of  God,'  145. 
Behind  the  thin  grey  cloud  that  cover'd,  456. 

*  Behold  yon  row  of  pines,  that  shorn  and  bow'd, 

463- 
Beneath  the  blaze  of  a  tropical  sun,  174. 
''Beneath  this  stone  does  William  Hazlitt  lie,  446. 
"Beneath  this  thorn  when  I  was  young,  85. 
Beneath  yon  birch  with  silver  bark,  136. 
'Blind   is  that  soul  which  from  this  truth  can 

swerve,  472. 
''Bowed  spirit,  457. 

*  Bright   clouds   of  reverence,   sufferably  bright, 

469. 
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Britons !     when    last    ye     met,     with     distant 

streak,  65. 
*Broad -breasted  Pollards,  with  broad -branching 

heads,  456. 
*  Broad-breasted  rock — hanging  cliff  that  glasses, 

453- 

*Call  the  World  Spider ;  and  at  fancy's  touch,  465. 
Charles,  grave  or  merry,  at  no  lie  would  stick,  447. 
Charles  !    my   slow  heart   was   only  sad,  when 

first,  66. 
Child  of  my  muse  !  in  Barbour's  gentle  hand,  207. 
Xpv(Tov  avrip  evplbv,  eXiire  Ppoxov'  avrap  6  xp^cov, 

463-  _ 
'  Come  hither,  gently  rowing,'  143. 
Come  ;  your  opinion  of  my  manuscript  I  449. 
■'Complained  of,  complaining,   there  shov'd,  and 

here  shoving,  637. 
Cupid,  if  storying  Legends  tell  aright,  23. 

■    Dear  Charles !  whilst  yet  thou  wert  a  babe,  I 
ween,  69. 
Dear    native    Brook !    wild    Streamlet    of    the 
West !  23. 
*Dear  tho'  unseen  !  tho'  hard  has  been  my  lot,  203. 
Deep  in  the  gulph  of  Guilt  and  Woe,  8. 
Depart  in  joy  from  this  world's  noise  and  strife, 
83. 
*Desire  of  pure  Love  born,  itself  the  same,  644. 
Dewdrops  are  the  gems  of  morning,  639. 
Didst  thou  think  less  of  thy  dear  self,  448. 
Dim  Hour !    that  sleep'st  on  pillowing  clouds 
afar,  47. 
*Dim  specks  of  entity,  455. 
^Discontent  mild  as  an  infant,  455. 
Do  call,  dear  Jess,  whene'er  my  way  you  come, 

447- 
Do  you  ask  what  the  birds  say  ?    The  Sparrow, 

the  Dove,  170. 
Doris  can  find  no  taste  in  tea,  444. 
Dormi,  Jesu  !  Mater  ridet,  181. 
*Due   to   the   Staggerers,  that  made  drunk  by 

Power,  454. 

Each  Bond-street  buck  conceits,  unhappy  elf! 

449.^ 
Each  crime  that  once  estranges  from  the  virtues, 

468. 
Earth  !  thou  mother  of  numberless  children,  the 

nurse  and  the  mother,  138. 
Edmund  !  thy  grave  with  aching  eye  I  scan,  35. 
Encinctured  with  a  twine  of  leaves,  113. 
Ere  on  my  bed  my  limbs  I  lay,  170. 
Ere  on  my  bed  my  limbs  I  lay,  175. 
Ere  Sin  could  blight  or  Sorrow  fade,  145. 
Ere  the  birth  of  my  life,  if  I  wish'd  it  or  no,  182. 


*Est  meum  et  est  tuum,  amice  !  et  si  amborum 
nequit  esse,  460. 
£u .'  Dei  vices  gerens,  ijise  Divtts,  463. 

Farewell,  parental  scenes !  a  sad  farewell !  15. 

Farewell,  sweet  Love  !   yet  blame  you  not  my 
truth,  173. 
*Fear  thou  no  more,  thou  timid  Flower  !  158. 

'  Fie,  Mr.  Coleridge  ! — and  can  this  be  you?'  191. 
*Fond,  peevish,  wedded  pair!  why  all  this  rant? 
466. 

For  she  had  lived  in  this  bad  world,  455. 

Frail  creatures  are  we  all !    To  be  the  best,  208. 
*Friend,  Lover,  Husband,  Sister,  Brother  !  171. 

Friend  of  the  wise  I  and  Teacher  of  the  Good ! 


» Friend  pure  of  heart   and  fervent!    we    have 
learnt,  465. 

*  Friends  should  be  weigh' d,  not  told;  who  boasts  i 

to  have  won,  447. 

From  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day,  147,  621.'' 

From  me,  Aurelia  !  you  desired,  448. 
*From  the  Miller's  mossy  wheel,  456. 
»Prom  yonder  tomb  of  recent  date,  443. 

Gently  I  took  that  which  ungently  came,  208. 
Tvu>9i,  creavTOi'  ! — and  is  this  the  prime,  208. 
*God  and  the  World  we  worship  both  together, 

471. 
God  be  with  thee,  gladsome  Ocean  !  159. 
God  no  distance  knows,  454. 
God's  child  in  Christ  adopted, — Christ  my  all, 

210. 
Good  Candle,  thou  that  with  thy  brother,  Fire, 

450. 
Good  verse  most  good,  and  bad  verse  then  seems 

better,  47. 
Grant  me  a  patron,  gracious  Heaven  !  whene'er, 

458. 
*Great  goddesses  are  they  to  lazy  folks,  465. 

*  Great  things  such  as  the  Ocean  counterfeit  in- 

finity, 458. 

*  Hartley  fell  down  and  hurt  himself,  456.     [521- 
Hast  thou  a  charm  to  stay  the  morning-star,  i65> 
He  too  has  flitted  from  his  secret  nest,  182. 
Hear,  my  beloved,  an  old  Milesian  story  !  140. 
Hear,  sweet  spirit,  hear  the  spell,  379. 
Heard'st  thou  yon  universal  cry,  6. 

Hence,  soul-dissolving  Harmony,  10. 
Hence  that  fantastic  wantonness  of  woe,  68. 
Her  attachment  may  differ  from  yours  in  degree, 
207. 
*Here  lies  a  Poet ;  or  what  once  was  he,  645. 

Here  lies  the  Devil — ask  no  other  name,  447. 
*Here   sleeps  at  length  poor  Col.,  and  without 
screaming,  450. 
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*  Here  V.  Jem's  first  copy  of  nonsense  verses,  465. 
Hippona  lets  no  silly  flush,  445. 

*His  native  accents  to  her  stranger's  ear,  467. 

His  own  fair  countenance,  his  kingly  forehead,  462. 

Hoarse  Maevius  reads  his  hobbling  verse,  444. 

How  long  will  ye  round  me  be  swelling,  20. 

How  seldom,  friend  !  a  good  great  man  inherits, 

i6g. 
*How  sweet,  when  crimson  colours  dart,  470. 

How  warm  this  woodland  wild  recess  1  178. 

Hush  !  ye  clamorous  Cares  !  be  mute  !  44. 

I  ask'd  my  fair  one  happy  day,  144. 
*I   have   experienced    the   worst    the  world   can 
wreak  on  me,  462. 

I  have  heard  of  reasons  manifold,  181. 

I  heard  a  voice  from  Etna's  side,  156. 

I  hold  of  all  our  viperous  race,  445. 

I  know  it  is  dark ;  and  though  I  have  lain,  i58. 

I  love,  and  he  loves  me  again,  143. 

I  mix  in  life,  and  labour  to  seem  free,  64. 

I  never  saw  the  man  whom  you  describe,  83. 

I  note  the  moods  and  feelings  men  betray,  198. 

I  sigh,  fair  injured  stranger  !  for  thy  fate,  6g. 
*I  speak  in  figures,  inward  thoughts  and  woes,  643. 
*I  stand  alone,  nor  tho'  my  heart  should  break,  467. 

I  stood  on  Brocken's  sovran  height,  and  saw,  145, 

I  too  a  sister  had  !  too  cruel  Death  !  13. 
*I  touch  this  scar  upon  my  skull  behind,  466. 
*I  yet  remain  to  mourn  the  hours  of  youth,  474. 

*  Idly  we  supplicate  the  Powers  above,  644. 
If  dead,  we  cease  to  be  ;  if  total  gloom,  186. 
If  I  had  but  two  little  wings,  146. 

If  Love  be  dead,  209. 

If  Pegasus  will  let  thee  only  ride  him,  13. 

If  the  guilt  of  all  lying  consists  in  deceit,  443. 

If  thou  wert  here,  these  tears  were  tears  of  light  ! 
146. 

If  while  my  passion  I  impart,  33. 

Imagination  ;  honourable  aims,  174. 

In  a  cave  in  the  mountains  of  Cashmeer,  457. 

In  darkness  I  remain'd — the  neighbour's  clock, 
454- 

In  Kohln,  a  town  of  monks  and  bones,  452. 

In  many  ways  does  the  full  heart  reveal,  183. 
*In  Spain,  that  land  of  Monks  and  Apes,  452. 

In  the   hexameter   rises    the   fountain's    silvery 
column,  140. 
*In  this  world  we  dwell  among  the  tombs,  455. 

In  vain  I  praise  thee,  Zoilus  !  448. 

In  vain  we  supplicate  the  Powers  above,  209. 

In  Xanadu  did  Kubla  Khan,  94. 
*Into  my  Heart,  as  'twere  some  magic  glass,  637. 

Is't  returned  as  'twas  sent  ?    Is't  no  worse  for  the 
wear?  182. 

It  is  an  ancient  Mariner,  95,  521. 


It  may  indeed  be  phantasy  when  I,  190. 

It  was  some  Spirit,  Sheridan !  that  breathed,  42. 

Its  balmy  lips  the  infant  blest,  145. 

Jack  drinks  fine  wines,  wears  modish  clothing, 

444. 
Jack  finding  gold  left  a  rope  on  the  ground,  463. 
Jem  writes  his  verses  with  more  speed,  444. 
Julia  was  blest  with  beauty,  wit,  and  grace,  4. 

Kavser  !  to  whom,  as  to  a  second  self,  209. 
Know'st  thou  the  land  where  the  pale  citrons 
grow,  143. 

*Ladv,  to   Death  we're  doom'd,  our  crime  the 
same !  172. 
'  Laetus  abi !  mundi  strepitu  curisque  remotus,' 

83. 
Last  Monday  all  the  papers  said,  452. 
Late,  late  yestreen  I  saw  the  new  Moon,  159. 
*Let  clumps  of  earth,  however  glorified,  469. 
*Let  Eagle  bid  the  Tortoise  sunward  soar,  461. 
*Let  us  not  blame  him:  for  against  such  chances, 

460. 
"Light  cargoes  waft  of  modulated  sound,  453. 
Like  a  lone  Arab,  old  and  blind,  208. 
Like  a  mighty  Giantess  seiz'd  in  sore  travail,  455. 

*  Little  Daisy— very  late  spring.     March,  453. 

*  Little  Miss  Fanny,  467. 

*Lo  !  through  the  dusky  silence  of  the  groves,  19. 
Love  would  remain  the  same  if  true,  200. 

*  Lov'd  the  same  Love,  and  hated  the  same  hate, 

458. 

*  Lovely  gems  of  radiance  meek,  12. 

Low  was  our  pretty  Cot  :  our  tallest  rose,  52. 
Lunatic    Witch -fires  !      Ghosts    of   Light    and 
Motion  !  460. 

Maiden,  that  with  sullen  brow,  32. 

Maid  of  my  Love,  sweet  Genevieve !  i,  561. 

Maid  of  unboastful  charms  !  whom  white-robed 

Truth,  30. 
Mark  this  holy  chapel  well !  142. 

*  Matilda  !  I  have  heard  a  sweet  tune  play'd,  167. 
Mild  Splendour  of  the  various-vested  Night !  3. 

*Money,  I've  heard  a  wise  man  say,  451. 

Most  candid  critic,  what  if  I,  447. 

Mourn,  Israel !  Sons  of  Israel,  mourn  !  187. 

Much  on  my  early  youth  I  love  to  dwell,  6. 

Muse  that  late  sang  another's  poignant  pain,  12. 
*Musf  there  be  still  some  discord  raixt  among, 
472. 

My  eyes  make  pictures,  when  they  are  shut,  179. 

My  father  confessor  is  strict  and  holy,  450. 

My  heart  has  thank'd  thee,  Bowles !  for  those 
soft  strains,  40. 
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*My  heart  seraglios  a  whole  host  of  joys,  454. 
*My  irritable  fears  all  sprang  from  Love,  460. 

My  Lesbia,  let  us  love  and  live,  28. 

My  Lord  !  though  your  Lordship  repel  deviation, 

151- 
My  Maker  !  of  thy  power  the  trace,  185. 
My  Merry  men  all,  that  drink  with  glee,  446. 
My  pensive  Sara  !  thy  soft  cheek  reclined,  49. 
Myrtle-leaf  that,  ill  besped,  32. 

^Nature  wrote  Rascal  on  his  face,  455. 
Nay,  dearest  Anna  !  why  so  grave?  18 r. 
Near  the  lone  pile  with  ivy  overspread,  31. 
Never,  believe  me,  142. 
No  cloud,  no  relique  of  the  sunken  day,  131. 

*  No  doleful  faces  here,  no  sighing,  443. 

No  more  'twixt  conscience  staggering  and  the 

Pope,  198. 
No  mortal  spirit  yet  had  clomb  so  high,  461. 
No  private  grudge  they  need,  no  personal  spite,  45 1. 
Nor  cold,  nor  stern,  my  soul !  yet  I  detest,  148. 
^  Nor  travels  my  meandering  eye,  47. 
Not  always  should  the  tear's  ambrosial  dew,  40. 
Not  her's  to  win  the  sense  by  words  of  rhetoric, 

464. 
Not,    Stanhope  1    with    the    Patriot's    doubtful 

name,  43. 
.     Now  1  it  is  gone.— Our  brief  hours  travel  post,  181, 
Now  prompts  the  Muse  poetic  lays,  8. 

*0  BEAUTY  in  a  beauteous  body  dight !  461. 

*  O  blessed  Letters  !  that  combine  in  one,  472. 
*0  !  Christmas  Day,  O  gloomy  day,  171. 

*  O  !  Christmas  Day,  Oh  !  happy  day,  171. 

O  fair  is  Love's  first  hope  to  gentle  mind  1  193. 
O  form'd  t'  illume  a  sunless  world  forlorn,  41. 

*  O  Friend  !  O  Teacher  !  God's  great  gift  to  me !  525. 
O  !  I  do  love  thee,  meek  Simplicity  !  no. 

O  !  it  is  pleasant,  with  a  heart  at  ease,  190. 

O  leave  the  lily  on  its  stem,  612. 
*0  man  !  thou  half-dead  Angel !  458. 

O  meek  attendant  of  Sol's  setting  blaze,  11. 

O  Peace,  that  on  a  lilied  bank  dost  love,  46. 
*'Ii  (TKOTto)  TTvAas,  ®aj/aT6,  TrpoXeiTro)!',  476. 

*  O  !  Superstition  is  the  giant  shadow,  469. 

O    thou    wild     Fancy,    check    thy  wing !      No 
more,  24. 
*0  th'  Oppressive,  irksome  weight,  461. 
O  !  what  a  life  is  the  eye  I  138. 
O  what  a  loud  and  fearful  shriek  was  there,  39. 
O  what  a  wonder  seems  the  fear  of  death,  61. 
O  would  the  Baptist  come  again,  444. 

*  O'er  the  raised  earth  the  gales  of  evening  sigh,  459. 
O'er  wayward  childhood  would'st  thou  hold  firm 

rule,  206. 
Of  him  that  in  this  gorgeous  tomb  doth  lie,  446. 


Of  late,  in  one  of  those  most  weary  hours,  204. 
Oft,  oft  methinks,  the  while  with  thee,  178. 
Oft  o'er  my  brain  does  that  strange  fancy  roll, 
66. 
*0h  1  might  my  ill-past  hours  return  again  !  4. 
Old  age,  '  the  shape  and  messenger  of  Death, 

454- 

Old  Harpy  jeers  at  castles  in  the  air,  448. 

On  a  given  finite  line,  14. 

On  stern  Blencartha's  perilous  height,  175. 

On  the  broad  mountain-top,  455. 

On  the  wide  level  of  a  mountain's  head,  187. 

On  wide  or  narrow  scale  shall  Man,  17. 
*Once  again,  sweet  Willow,  wave  thee  !  470. 

Once  could  the  Morn's  first  beams,  the  healthful 
breeze,  11. 

Once  more,  sweet  Stream !  with  slow  foot 
wandering  near,  24. 

One  kiss,  dear  Maid  !  I  said  and  sighed,  30. 

Oppress'd,  confused,  with  grief  and  pain,  188. 

Our  English  poets,  bad  and  good,  agree,  449. 
*  Outmalice  Calumny's  imposthum'd  tongue,  454. 

Pains  ventral,  subventral,  452. 

Pale    Roamer    through    the    night !   thou   poor 

Forlorn  !  32. 
Parry  seeks  the  Polar  ridge,  451. 
*Pass  under  Jack's  window  at  twelve  at  night, 

447- 
Pensive  at  eve  on  the  hard  world  I  mus'd,  no. 
Perish  warmth  unfaithful  to  its  seeming  !  454. 
''Phidias  changed  marble  into  feet  and  legs,  466. 
Pity  !  mourn  in  plaintive  tone,  29. 
'Poetry    without    egotism,    comparatively    unin- 
teresting, 454. 
Poor  little  foal  of  an  oppressed  race  !  35,  477. 
*Promptress  of  unnumber'd  sighs,  27. 

Qu^  linquam,  aut  nihil,  aut  nihili,  aut  vix  sunt 
mea.     Sordes,  210. 

'Repeating  such  verse  as  Bowles,  459. 
Resembles  life  what  once  was  deem'd  of  light, 

173- 
Richer  than  Miser  o'er  his  countless  hoards,  33, 

570- 
'Rid  of  a  vexing  and  a  heavy  load,  474. 
'Rush  on  my  ear,  a  cataract  of  sound,  454. 

Sad  lot,  to  have  no  Hope  !  Though  lowly  kneel- 
ing, 171. 

Say  what  you  will.  Ingenious  Youth  !  443. 

Scarce  any  scandal,  but  has  a  handle,  448. 

Schiller !  that  hour  I  would  have  wished  to 
die,  34. 

Seraphs  !  around  th'  Eternal's  seat  who  throng,  3. 
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She  gave  with  joy  her  virgin  breast,  144. 

Since  all  that  beat  about  in  Nature's  range,  172. 

Sister  of  love-lorn  Poets,  Philomel !  45. 

Sisters  !  sisters  !  who  sent  you  here?  iii. 

Sleep,  sweet  babe  !  my  cares  beguiling,  181. 

Sly  Beelzebub  took  all  occasions,  444. 
*Sole  maid,  associate  sole,  to  me  beyond,  461. 

Sole  Positive  of  Night !  199. 

Southey  !  thy  melodies  steal  o'er  mine  ear,  42. 

Spirit  who  sweepest  the  wild  Harp  of  Time  !  79. 

Splendour's  fondly-foster'd  child  !  149. 

Stanhope !     I    hail,    with    ardent    Hymn,    thy 
name  !  42. 

Stop,  Christian  passer-by ! — Stop,  child  of  God, 
210,  645. 

Stop,  Christian  Visitor!  Stop,  Child  of  God,  645. 

Stretch'd    on    a    mouldered    Abbey's    broadest 
wall,  34. 

Strongly  it  bears  us  along  in  swelling  and  limit- 
less billows,  140. 

Such  fierce  vivacity  as  fires  the  eye,  455. 
*Such  love  as  mourning  Husbands  have,  460. 

Swans    sing    before    they  die  —  'twere   no  bad 
thing,  445. 

Sweet    flower !    that    peeping    from    thy   russet 
stem,  63. 

Sweet  Mercy  !  how  my  very  heart  has  bled,  45. 
*  Sweet  Muse !  companion  of  my  every  hour  !  10. 

Tell  me,  on  what  holy  ground,  33. 
*Terrible  and  loud  as  the  strong  Voice,  455. 

That  darling  of  the  Tragic  Muse,  31. 

That  France  has. put  us  oft  to  rout,  449. 

That  Jealousy  may  rule  a  mind,  207. 

'  The  angel's  like  a  flea,'  466. 
*The  builder  left  one  narrow  rent,  461. 

The  Butterfly  the  ancient  Grecians  made,  185. 

The   cloud  doth   gather,    the    greenwood    roar, 
260. 

The  clouds  are  black'ning,  the  storms  threat'ning, 
648. 

The  Devil  believes  that  the  Lord  will  come,  157. 

The  dubious  light  sad  glimmers  o'er  the  sky,  20. 

The  early  year's  fast-flying  vapours  stray,  64. 

The  fervid  Sun  had  more  than  halved  the  day,  16. 

The  Frost  performs  its  secret  ministry,  126. 

The  grapes  upon  the  Vicar's  wall,  88. 

The  guilty  pomp,  consuming  while  it  flares,  454. 

The  hour- bell  sounds,  and  I  must  go,  29. 

The  indignant  Bard  composed  this  furious  ode, 
10. 
*The  merry  nightingale  that  crowds,  and  hurries, 
456- 

The  mild  despairing  of  a  heart  resigned,  455. 
*The  Moon,  how  definite  its  orb  !  469. 
*The  never-bloomless  Furze,  456. 


The     piteous     sobs     that    choke    the    virgin's 

breath,  68. 
^The  Pleasures  sport  beneath  the  thatch,  459. 

The  Poet  in  his  lone  yet  genial  hour,  460. 
''The  quick  raw  flesh  that  burneth  in  the  wound, 

454- 
*The   recluse  hermit  ofttimes  more  doth   know, 
471. 

The  rose  that  blushes  like  the  morn,  451. 

The  shepherds  went  their  hasty  way,  150. 
*The  singing  Kettle  and  the  purring  Cat,  461. 
*The  sole  true  Something — This,  in  Limbo's  Den, 
189. 

The  solemn-breathing  air  is  ended,  28. 

The  stream  with  languid  murmur  creeps,  20. 
*The  subtle  snow  in  every  breeze,  456. 
*The  Sun  (for  now  his  orb  'gan  slowly  sink),  454. 

'  The  Sun  is  not  yet  risen,'  193. 
*The  sunshine  lies  on  the  cottage-wall,  456. 
*The  swallows  interweaving  there,  455. 

The  tear  which  mourn'd  a  brother's  fate  scarce 
dry,  13. 

The  tedded  hay,  the  first  fruits  of  the  soil,  154. 
^The   tongue   can't    speak   when    the    mouth    is 

craram'd  with  earth,  457. 
'Then  we  may  thank  ourselves,  473. 
■There  are  t\vo  births,  the. one  when  Light,  467. 

There  comes  from  old  Avaro's  grave,  443. 
*There  in  some  darksome  shade,  470. 
"■These,  Emmeline,  are  not  the  journies,  467. 

These,  Virtue,  are  thy  triumphs,  that  adorn,  64. 

They  shrink  in  as  moles,  189. 

*This    be    the    meed,   that    thy  song  creates    a 
thousand-fold  echo  !  138. 

This  day  among  the  faithful  placed,  83. 

This,  Hannah  Scollock  !  may  have  been  the  case, 

463- 

This  is  the  time,  when  most  divine  to  hear,  53. 

This  Sycamore,  oft  musical  with  bees,  169. 

This  way  or  that,  ye  Powers  above  me  !  451. 
*This  yearning  heart  (Love  !  witness  what  I  say), 
467. 

Tho'  much  averse,  dear  Jack,  to  flicker,   44. 

Tho'  no  bold  flights  to  thee  belong,  5. 

Thou  bleedest,   my  poor  Heart !    and   thy  dis- 
tress, 34. 

Thou  gentle  Look,  that  didst  my  soul  beguile,  23. 
"Though  friendships  differ  endless  in  degree,  468. 

Though  roused  by  that  dark  Vizir  Riot  rude,  39. 

Though  veiled  in  spires  of  myrtle-wreath,  195. 

Three  truths  should  make  thee  often  think  and 
pause,  446. 

Through  weeds  and  thorns,  and  matted  under- 
wood, 162. 

Thus    far    my    scanty    brain    hath    built    the 
rhyme,  37. 
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Thy  babes  ne'er  greet   thee   with    the   father's 

name,  445. 
Thy  lap-dog,  Rufa,  is  a  dainty  beast,  445. 
Thy  smiles  I  note,  sweet  early  flower,  64. 
*Thy  stern  and  sullen  eye,  and  thy  dark  brow, 
4S8. 
'Tis  a  strange  place,  this  Limbo  ! — not  a  Place, 

189. 
'Tis  hard  on  Bagshot  Heath  to  try,  10. 
*'Tis  mine  and  it  is  likewise  your's,  460. 
'Tis  not  the  lily-brow  I  prize,  206. 
'Tis  sweet  to  him  who  all  the  week,  146. 
'Tis  the  middle  of  night  by  the  castle  clock,  ii5. 
'Tis  true,  Idoloclastes  Satyrane  1  180. 
To  know,  to  esteem,  to  love, — and  then  to  part, 

179,  636. 
To  praise  men  as  good,  and  to  take  them  for 
such,  468. 
*To  tempt   the   dangerous   deep,   too  venturous 

youth,  I. 
*To  wed  a  fool,  1  really  cannot  see,  447. 
Tom   Slothful  talks,  as  slothful  Tom  beseems, 

449. 
Tranquillity  !  thou  better  name,  159. 
Trochee  trips  from  long  to  short,  140. 
■"Truth  I  pursued,  as  Fancy  sketch'd  the  way,  465. 
'Twas  my  last  waking  thought,  how  it  could  be, 
196. 
*'Twas  not  a  mist,  nor  was  it  quite  a  cloud,  469. 
'Twas  sweet  to  know  it  only  possible,  456. 
Two  things  hast  thou  made  known  to  half  the 
nation,  448. 
*Two  wedded  hearts  If  ere  were  such,  461. 

Unboastful   Bard !    whose"  verse   concise  yet 
clear,  50. 

Unchanged  within,  to  see  all  changed  without, 
197,  642. 
*Under  the  arms  of  a  goodly  oak-tree,  475. 

Under  this  stone  does  Walter  Harcourt  lie,  446. 

Underneath  a  huge  oak  tree,  18. 
*Ungrateful    he,    who    pluck'd    thee    from    thy 
stalk,  31. 

Unperishing  youth  !  141. 

Up,  up  !  ye  dames,  and  lasses  gay  !  i85,  437. 
*Upon  the  mountain's  edge  with  light  touch  rest- 
ing, 172. 

Utter  the  song,  O  my  soul !  the  flight  and  return 
of  Mohammed,  139. 

Verse,  a  breeze  mid  blossoms  straying,  191. 
*Verse,  pictures,  music,  thoughts  both  grave  and 
gay,  206. 
Virtues  and  Woes  alike  too  great  for  man,  20. 

We  ask  and  urge— (here  ends  the  story  !),  461. 


We  both  attended  the  same  College,  444. 
We  pledg'd  our  hearts,  my  love  and  I,  144. 
Well!       If   the   Bard   was  weather-wise,   who 

made,  159,  523. 
Well,  they  are  gone,  and  here  must  I  remain,  92. 
We'll   live   together,   like  two  neighbour  vines, 

200. 
*We've   conquer 'd    us  a   Peace,   like    lads    true 

metalled,  450. 
*We've  fought  for  Peace,  and  conquer'd  it  at  last, 

450. 
What  ?  rise  again  with  all  one's  bones  ?  444. 
What  a  spring-tide  of  Love  to  dear  friends  in  a 

shoal !  468. 
What  boots  to  tell  how  o'er  his  grave,  468. 
What  is  an  Epigram  ?  a  dwarfish  whole,  447. 
*What  never  is  but  only  is  to  be,  467. 
■^What  now,  O  Man  !  thou  dost  or  mean'st  to  do, 

181. 
'■What  pleasures  shall  he  ever  find  ?  2. 
What    statesmen    scheme,    and    soldiers    work, 

626. 
What  though  the  chilly  wide-mouth'd  quacking 

chorus,  451. 
When  British  Freedom  for  a  happier  land,  38. 
•When  Hope  but  made  Tranquillity  be  felt,  462. 
When  Surface  talks  of  other  people's  worth,  450. 
When  they  did  greet  me  father,  sudden  awe,  66. 
When  thieves  come,  I  bark  :  when  gallants,   I 

am  still,  448. 
When  thou  to  my  true-love  com'st,  143. 
When  Youth  his  faery  reign  began,  29. 
Whene'er  the  mist,  that  stands  'twixt  God  and 

thee,  466, 
'Wherefore  art  thou  come  ?  454. 
*Where'er  I  find  the  Good,  the  True,  the  Fair, 

469. 
*Where    Cam    his    stealthy  flowings   most    dis- 
sembles, 454. 
Where  graced  with  many  a  classic  spoil,  15. 
Where  is  the  grave  of  Sir  Arthur  O'Kellyn?  190. 
Where  true  Love  burns.  Desire  is  Love's  pure 

flame,  465. 
While  my  young  cheek  retains  its  healthful  hues, 

155- 
Whom  the  untaught  Shepherds  call,  21. 
Why  need  I  say,  Louisa  dear  !  131. 
*William,  my  teacher,  my  friend  !  dear  William 

and  dear  Dorothea  !  137. 
*Wisdom,  Mother  of  retired  Thought,  453. 
With  Donne,  whose  muse  on  dromedary  trots, 

190. 
With  many  a  pause  and  oft  reverted  eye,  46. 
■•With  many  a  weary  step  at  length  I  gain,  33. 
''With  secret  hand  heal  the  conjectur'd  wound, 
454- 
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With  skill  that  never  Alchemist  yet  told,  458. 
*Within  my  Heart,  the  magic  child,  637. 
Within  these  circling  hollies,  wood-hine  clad,  460. 
Within  these  wilds  was  Anna  wont  to  rove,  11. 

Ye  Clouds  !  that  far  above  me  float  and  pause, 

124. 
Ye  drinkers  of  Stingo  and  Nappy  so  free,  445. 
*Ye  harp-controlling  hymns  !  464. 
Ye  souls  unused  to  lofty  verse,  5. 


Yes,  noble  old  Warrior  !  this  heart  has  beat  high, 
141. 

Yes,  yes  !  that  boon,  life's  richest  treat,  202. 

Yet  art  thou  happier  far  than  she,  29. 
'Yon  row  of  bleak  and  visionary  pines,  463. 
''  You  come  from  o'er  the  waters,  470. 

You    loved    the    daughter   of   Don   Manrique? 
183. 

Your  Poem  must  eternal  be,  444. 
^You're  careful  o'er  your  wealth,  'tis  true,  443. 


THE   END 


Printed  by  R.  &  R.  Clark,  Edinburgh. 
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L  0  VE ''S  B  URIAL-PLA  CE TO  AA  YSEA! 
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Who  sits  beside  a  ruin'd  well, 
Where  the  shy  sand-asps  bask  and 

swell ; 
And     now     he    han<js    his     aged    head 

aslant, 
And     listens     for    a    human    sound  —  in 

vain  ! 
And   now  the  aid,  which   Heaven  alone 

can  grant. 
Upturns  his  eyeless  face  from  Heaven  to 

giin  ;— 
Even   thus,  in   vacant  mood,   one  sultry 

hour. 
Resting     my    eye     upon     a     drooping 

plant, 
With  brow  low-bent,  within   my  gardiin- 

bower, 
I  sate  upon  the  couch  of  camomile  ; 
And  —  whether    'twas   a  transient  sleep, 

perchance, 
Flitted  across  the  idle  brain,  the  while 
I   watch'd   the  sickly  calm    wiih    aimless 

scope. 
In    my    own    heart  ;    or    that,    indeed    a 

trance, 
Turn'd   my  eye   inward — thee,  O    genial 

Hope, 
Love's  elder  sister  !   thee  did  I  behold, 
Drest  as  a  bridesmaid,  but  all  pale  and 

cold, 
With   roseless  cheek,  all  pale   and   cold 

and  dim. 
Lie  lifeless  at  my  feet  ! 
And  then  came    Love,  a  sylph  in  bridal 

trim. 
And  stood  beside  my  seat  ; 
She  bent,  and  kiss'd  her  sister's  lips. 

As  she  was  wont  to  do  ; — 
Alas  !  'twas  but  a  chilling  breath 
Woke  just  enough  of  life  in  death 
To  make  Hope  die  anew. 


In  vain  we  supplicate  the  Powers  above  ; 

There  is  no  resurrection  for  the  Love 

That,  nursed  in  tenderest  care,  yet  fades 
away 

In  the  chill'd  heart  by  gradual  self- 
decay.  1833. 


LOVE'S  BURLAL^iPLACE 

Zizc/j'.    If  Love  be  dead^ — 

/Wt.   And  I  aver  it ! 

Ladj.   Tell  me,    Bard !  where   Love 

lies  buried  ? 
Eoei.    Lovelies  buried  where  'twasborn: 
Oh,  gentle  dame  !  think  it  no  scorn 
If,  in  my  fancy,  I  presume 
To  call  thy  bosom  poor  Love's  Tomb. 
And  on  that  tomb  to  read  the  line  : — 
'  Here    lies    a    Love    that  once    seem'd 

mine. 
But  took  a  chill,  as  I  divine, 
And  died  at  length  of  a  Decline.' 

1833. 


TO  THE  YOUNG  ARTIST 

KAYSER   OK    KASERWERTH 

Kayser  !     to    wliom,    as    to    a    second 

self, 
Nature,    or    Nature's    next-of-kin,    the 

Elf, 
Hight,  Gt-'nius,  hath  dispensed  the  happy 

skill 
To  cheer  or  soothe  the  parting  friend's 

'  Alas  ! ' 
Turning    the    blank    scroll   to    a    magic 

glass. 
That   makes   the   absent  present   at    cur 

will  ; 
And    to    the    shadowing  of   thy    pencil 

gives 
Such   seeming  substance,  that  it  almost 

lives. 

Well    hast    thou    given    the    thoughtful 
Poet's  face  ! 

Vet     hast    thou    on     the    tablet    of    his 
mind 

A  more  delightful  ]-)rirtra|i(Ieft  behind — 

Even  thy  own  youihlul  beauty,  and  art- 
less grace. 

Thy   natural    gladness    and   eyes    bright 
with  glee  ! 
Kayser  1   farewell ! 

Be  wise  I   be  happy  !  and  forget  not  me. 

1833. 
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MY  JlJP7YS]mU^IRTII-DA  V — EriTArH 


'teiTAPHIUM  VTESTAME]^-/,/', 
,      ,*V       ^   ARIUM 


MY  BAPTISATAL  BIRTH-DAY 

God's  child  in  Christ  adopted, — Christ 

my  all, — 
Wliat    that   earth    boasts    were   not   lost 

cheaply,  rather 
Than  forfeit  that  blest  name,  by  which  I 

call 
The  Holy  One,  the   Almighty  God,  my 

Father  ?— 
Father!  in  Christ  we  live,  and  Christ  iu 

Thee — 
Eternal  Thou,  and  everlasting  we. 
The  heir  of  heaven,  henceforth  I  fear  not 

death  : 
In  Christ  I  live  I  in   Christ   I  draw  the 

breath 
Of  the  true  life  ! — Let  then  earth,  sea, 

and  sky 
Make  war  against  me  !     On  my  front  I 

show 
Their  mighty  master's  seal.     In  vain  they 

try 
To  end  my  life,    that   can   but  end   its 

woe. — 
Is  that  a   death-bed  where   a   Christian 

lies  ? — 
Yes  !  but  not  his — 'tis  Death  itself  there 

dies.  1833. 


T>  To7    'E2TH2B    toO    ivihavovz    Epi- 
j  taphium      testamentarium     ai'Vo"- 
j  ypa<pov. 
Quae  linquam,  aut  nihil,   aut  nihili,   aut 

vix  sunt  mea.      SoT'des 
Do  Morli  :   reddo  CKtera,  Christc  I   tibi. 

1S26. 


EPITAPH 

Stop,  Christian  passer-by  ! — Stop,  child 

of  God, 
And  read  with  gentle  breast.      Beneath 

this  sod 
A  poet  lies,  or  that   which  once  seem'd 

he.— 
O,  lift  one  thought  in  prayer  for  S.  T.  C.  ; 
That,  he  who  many  a  year  with   toil  of 

breath 
F'ound  death  in  life,  may  here  find  life  in 

death  ! 
Mercy  for  praise — to  be  forgiven  for  fame 
He  ask'd,   and    hoped,    through    Christ. 

Do  thou  the  same  ! 
gth  November  1S33. 
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DRAMATIC    WORKS 


THE  FALL  OF  ROBESPIERRE 

AN    HISTORIC    DRAMA 

[First  Act  by  Coleridge  :  Second  and  Third 
by  Southey — 1794.] 

ACT  I 

Scene — The  Thuilleries. 

Barrere.   The   tempest  gathers — be  it 

mine  to  seek 
A  friendly  shelter,  ere  it  bursts  upon  him. 
But  where  ?  and  how  ?  I  fear  the  Tyrant's 

soul — 
Sudden  in  action,  feitile  in  resource. 
And  rising  awful  'mid  impending  ruins  ; 
In    splendor    gloomy,    as    the    midnight 

meteor. 
That  fearless  thwarts  the  elemental  war. 
"When  last  in  secret  conference  we  met, 
He    scowl'd    upon    me    with    suspicious 

rage, 
Making  his  eye  the  inmate  of  my  bosom. 
I  know  he  scorns  me — and  I  feel,  I  hate 

him—  II 

Yet  there  is  in  him  that  which  makes  me 

tremble  !  [Exit 

Enter  Tallien  and  Legendre. 

Tallien.    It  was    Barrere,    Legendre  ! 

didst  thou  mark  him  ? 
Abrupt    he    turn'd,    yet    linger'd    as    he 

went, 
And  towards  us  cast  a  look  of  doubtful 

meaning. 


Legendre.    I  mark'd  him  well.      I  met 

his  eye's  last  glance  ; 
It  menac'd  not  so  proudly  as  of  yore. 
Methought  he  would  have  spoke — but 

that  he  dar'd  not- 
Such  agitation  darken'd  on  his  brow. 
Tallien.     'Twas   all  -  distrusting   guilt 

that  kept  from  bursting  20 

Th'  imprison'd  secret  struggling  in  the 

face  : 
E'en  as  fhe  sudden  breeze  upstarting  on- 
wards 
Hurries    the    thundercloud,    that    pois'd 

awhile 
Hung  in  mid  air,  red  with  its  mutinous 

burthen. 
Legejidre.    Perfidious-  Traitor! — still 

afraid  to  bask 
In  the  full  blaze  of  power,  the  rustling 

serpent 
Lurks    in    the    thicket  of  the    Tyrant's 

greatness, 
Ever  prepared  to  sting  who  shelters  him. 
Each    thought,    each    action    in    himself 

converges  ; 
And   love  and  friendship  on  his  coward 

heart  30 

Shine  like  the  powerless  sun  on  polar  ice  ; 

To  all  attacii'd,  by  turns  deserting  all. 

Cunning  and  dark — a  necessary  villain  ! 

Tallien.    Yet  much  depends  upon  him 

— well  you  know 
With  plausible  harangue  'tis  his  to  paint 
Defeat  like  victory — and  blind  the  mob 
With  truth-mix'd  falsehood.      They  led 

on  by  him. 
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And  wild    of  head    to   work    their   own 

destruction, 
Support  with    uproar  what  he   plans  in 

darkness. 
Legendre.    O  what  a  precious  name  is 

Liberty  40 

To    scare    or    cheat    the    simple    into 

slaves  ! 
Yes — we  must  gaiiT  him  over  :  by  dark 

hints 
We'll  shew  enough  to  rouse  his  watchful 

fears,  \ 

Till  the  cold  coward  blaze  a  patriot. 
O    Danton  !  murdeit'd  friend  !  assist  my 

counsels —    ' 
Hover  around  me  on  sad  memory's  wings, 
And  pour  thy  daring  vengeance  in  my 

heart. 
Tallien  !  if  but  to-ntorrow's  fateful  sun 
Beholds  the  Tyrant  living — we  aretlead! 
Tallieit.   Yet  his^keen  eye  that  flashes 

rriighty  mearMngs —  50 

Legendre.    Fear  not — or  rather  fear  th' 

alternative, 
And  seek  for  courage  e'en  in  cowardice — 
But  see — hither  he  tomes — let  us  away  ! 
His  brother  with  him,   and  the  bloody 

Couthon, 
And  high   of  haughty  spirit,   young  St. 

Just.  \Exeimt. 

Enter  ROBESPIER|RE,  COUTHON,   St. 

Just,  a«i/ Robespierre  yz/w/d);-. 

Robespierre.    What  ?   did  La   Fayette 

fall  before  my  power  ? 
And    did    I   conquer    Roland's    spotless 

virtues  ? 
The    fervent    eloquence    of   Vergniaud's 

tongue  ? 
And   Brissot's   thoughtful    soul   uabribcd 

and  bold  ? 
Did  zealot  armies  haste  in  vain  to  save 

thejn  ?  60 

What!    did  th' assassin's  dagger  aim  its 

point 
Vain,    as    a    dream    of   murder,    at    my 

bosom? 
And    sh3,ll    I   dread    the    soft    luxurious 

tallien? 


Th'    Adonis    Tallien?    banquet -hunting 

Tallien  ? 
Him,   whose   heart   flutters   at   the  dice- 
box  ?     Him, 
Who  ever  on  the  harlots'  downy  pillow 
Resigns    his    head     impure    to    feverish 
slumbers  ! 
St.  Jnst.    I   cannot  fear  him — yet   we 
must  not  scorn  him. 
Was  it  not  Antony  that  conquer'd  Brutus, 
Th'  Adonis,  banquet-hunting  Antony  ?  70 
.The  state  is  not  yet  purified  :  and  though 
The  stream  runs  clear,  yet  at  the  bottom 

lies 
The  thick  black '♦'ediment  of  all  the  fac- 
tions— 
It  needs  no  magid  hand  to  stir  it  up  ! 
Couthon.     O   we  did   wrong   to   spare 
them — fatal  error  ! 
Why  lived  Legendre,  when  that  Danton 

died  ? 
And     Collot     d'Herbois     dangerous     in 

crimes  ? 
I''ve    fear'd    him,    since    his    iron    hearty 

endured 
To    make    of    Lyons    one    vast    human 

sliambles, 
Compared    with    which    the    sun-scorcht 
wilderness  80 

Of  Zara,  were  a  smiling  paradise. 

St.  Just.    Rightly  thou  judgest,  Cou- 
thon !     He  is  one. 
Who  flies  from  silent  solitary  anguish. 
Seeking  forgetful  peace  amid  the  jar 
Of  elements.      The  howl   of  maniac  up- 
roar 
Lulls  to  sad  sleep  the  memory  of  himself. 
A  calm  is  fatal  to  him — then  he  feels 
The  dire  upboilings  of  the  storm  within 

him. 
A  tiger  mad  with  inward   wounds! — I 

dread 
The    fierce    and    restless    turbulence    of 
guilt.  90 

Robespierre.  Is  not  the,^ommune  ours?  . 
The  stern  tribunal  ? 
Dumas  ?    and    Vivier  ?    Fkuriot  ?    and 

Lou  vet  ? 
And     Hen  riot  ?       We'll     denounce     an 
hundred,  nor 
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